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SAMUEL  DANIEL. 

DavtxLi  Samuxl,  an  English  poet  and  historian,  and  rhyming 
ekronioler ;  born  at  Taunton,  1562;  died  at  Beokington,  Somerset^ 
October  14,  1619.  After  the  death  of  Edmund  Spenser  he  became 
laareate  to  Queen  Elizabeth.  His  principal  works  are  ''  The  His- 
kvie  of  the  Civile  Warres  betweene  the  Houses  of  York  and  Lan- 
CMter,"  a  poem  in  eight  books,  and  a  **  History  of  England,"  from 
the  Norman  Conquest  down  to  the  close  of  the  reign  of  Edward  IIL 
He  also  wrote  numerous  dramatic  pieces,  short  poems,  and  several 
titatises  in  prose.    Daniel  was  a  very  popular  poet  in  his  day. 


Richard  n.  on  the  Mornino  before  hib  Mxtbdxb. 

The  morning  of  that  day  which  was  his  last^ 
After  a  weary  rest,  rising  to  pain. 

Out  at  a  little  grate  his  eyes  he  cast 

Upon  those  bordering  hills  and  open  plain, 
Where  others'  liberty  make  him  complain 

The  more  his  own,  and  grieyes  his  soul  the  more, 

Conferring  captive  crowns  with  freedom  poor. 

**  0  happy  man,"  saith  he,  **  that  lo  I  see. 
Grazing  his  cattle  in  those  pleasant  fields, 

If  he  but  knew  his  good.    How  blessed  he 
That  feels  not  what  affliction  greatness  yields  I 

Other  than  what  he  is  he  would  not  be, 
Nor  change  his  state  with  him  that  sceptre  wields. 

Thine,  thine  is  that  true  life :  that  is  to  live. 

To  rest  secure  and  not  rise  up  to  grieve. 

^  Thou  sittest  at  home  safe  by  thy  quiet  fire. 
And  hearest  of  others'  harms,  but  fearest  none : 

And  there  thou  tellest  of  Kings,  and  who  aspire, 
Who  fall,  who  rise,  who  triumph,  who  do  moan. 

Perhaps  thou  talkest  of  me,  and  dost  inquire 
Of  my  restraint,  why  here  I  live  alone. 

And  pitiest  this  my  miserable  fall ; 

For  pity  must  have  part  —  envy  not  all. 


8298  SAMUEL  DANIEL. 

'^  Thrice  happy  you  that  look  as  from  the  shorei 
And  have  no  venture  in  the  wreck  you  see ; 

No  interest,  no  occasion  to  deplore 

Other  men's  travels,  while  yourselves  sit  free. 

How  much  doth  your  sweet  rest  make  us  the  more 
To  see  our  misery  and  what  we  be : 

Whose  blinded  greatness,  even  in  turmoil, 

Still  seeking  happy  life,  makes  life  a  toiL" 


Sonnet  to  Sleep. 

Care-charmer  Sleep,  son  of  the  sable  Nightf 

Brother  to  Death,  in  silent  darkness  bom, 
Believe  my  anguish,  and  restore  the  light ; 

With  dark  forgetting  of  my  care,  return, 
And  let  the  day  be  time  enough  to  mourn 

The  shipwreck  of  my  ill-advised  youth ; 

Let  waking  eyes  suffice  to  wail  theit  scorn. 
Without  the  torments  of  the  nighfs  untruth. 

Cease,  dreams,  the  images  of  day-desires. 
To  model  forth  the  passions  of  to-morrow ; 

Never  let  the  rising  sun  prove  you  liars, 
To  add  more  grief,  to  aggravate  my  sorrow. 

Still  let  me  sleep,  embracing  clouds  in  vain. 

And  never  wake  to  feel  the  day's  disdain. 

Epistle  to  the  Countess  of  Cumberland, 

L 

He  that  of  such  a  height  hath  built  his  mind. 
And  reared  the  dwelling  of  his  thought  so  strong. 
As  neither  hope  nor  fear  can  shake  the  frame 
Of  his  resolved  powers  ;  nor  all  the  wind 
Of  vanity  or  malice  pierce  to  wrong 
His  settled  peace,  or  to  disturb  the  same : 
What  a  fair  seat  hath  he,  from  whence  he  may 
The  boundless  wastes  and  wilds  of  man  survey  I 

n. 

Ana  with  how  free  an  eye  doth  he  look  down 
Upon  these  lower  regions  of  turmoil ! 
Where  all  the  storms  of  i)assions  mainly  beat 
On  flesh  and  blood :  where  honor,  power,  renown. 
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Are  only  gay  afflictions,  golden  foil ; 
Where  greatness  stands  upon  as  feeble  feet 
As  frailty  doth ;  and  only  great  doth  seem 
To  little  minds  who  do  it  so  esteem. 

IV. 

Nor  is  he  moved  by  all  the  thunder-cracks 

Of  tyrants*  threats,  or  with  the  surly  brow 

Of  Power,  that  proudly  sits  on  others'  crimes  -» 

Charged  with  more  crying  sins  than  those  he  checks. 

The  storms  of  sad  confusion,  that  may  grow 

Up  in  the  present  for  the  coming  timeSy 

Appall  him  not  that  hath  no  side  at  all. 

But  of  himself,  and  knows  the  worst  can  fall. 

VI. 

And  whilst  distraught  ambition  compasses, 
And  is  encompaslsed ;  whilst  as  craft  deceives. 
And  is  deceived ;  whilst  man  doth  ransack  me. 
And  builds  on  blood,  and  rises  by  distress  \ 
And  the  inheritance  of  desolation  leaves 
To  great-expecting  hopes  —  he  looks  thereon 
As  from  the  shore  of  peace,  with  unwet  eye. 
And  bears  no  venture  in  impiety. 

VIL 

Thus,  madam,  fares  that  man  that  hath  prepared 
A  rest  for  his  desires ;  and  sees  all  things 
Beneath  him ;  and  hath  learned  this  book  of  man. 
Full  of  the  notes  of  frailty,  and  compared 
The  best  of  glory  with  her  sufferings: 
By  whom,  I  see,  you  labor  all  you  can 
To  plant  your  heart,  and  set  your  thoughts  as  near 
His  glorious  mansion  as  your  powers  can  bear. 

X. 

And  whereas  none  rejoice  more  in  revenge 
Than  women  used  U)  do,  yi*t  well  you  know 
That  wrun^  is  better  ehrcked  by  being  contemned 
Than  l)eing  pursutMl ;  leaving  to  Him  to  avenge 
To  whom  it  ap|»ertains:  Wherein  you  show 
How  worthily  your  clearness  hath  condemned 
Base  malediction,  living  in  the  dark, 
That  at  the  ravs  ot  tc<»o»lnoss  still  will  bark :  — 
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the  heart  of  man  is  set  to  be 
The  centre  of  this  world,  aboat  the  which 
These  revolutions  of  disturbances 
Still  roll ;  where  all  the  aspects  of  misery 
Predominate ;  whose  strong  effects  are  such 
As  he  must  bear,  being  powerless  to  redress ; 
And  that  unless  himself  he  can 
Erect  himself,  how  poor  a  thing  is  man. 


This  concord,  madam,  of  a  well-tuned  mind 

Hath  been  so  set  by  that  all-working  hand 

Of  Heayen,  that  though  the  world  hath  done  his  worst 

To  put  it  out  by  discords  most  unkind — 

Yet  doth  it  still  in  perfect  union  stand 

With  Grod  and  man ;  nor  ever  will  be  forced 

From  that  most  sweet  accord ;  but  still  agree, 

Equal  in  fortune's  inequality. 

XV. 

And  this  note,  madam,  of  your  worthiness 
Kemains  recorded  in  so  many  hearts. 
As  time  nor  malice  cannot  wrong  your  right 
In  the  inheritance  of  fame  you  must  possess : 
You  that  have  built  you  by  your  great  deserts  — 
Out  of  small  means  —  a  far  more  exquisite 
And  glorious  dwelling  for  your  honored  name, 
Than  all  the  gold  that  leaden  minds  can  frame. 


DANT& 

Davtb  (DuKAim  AuoHiRi),  an  Italian  poet|bom  at  Florenoey 
ni  1265 ;  died  at  Ravenna,  September  14, 1321.  The  name  **  Dante,'' 
bf  which  he  is  universally  designated,  is  a  contraction  of  his  bap- 
tismal name  **  Durante.''  While  a  youth  he  mastered  most  of  the 
learning  of  his  time.  As  early  as  the  close  of  his  ninth  year  he  for 
tte  first  time  saw  Beatrice  Portinari,  a  girl  of  noble  family,  some 

iths  younger  than  himself.  Dante,  however,  seems  to  have 
i\j  known  Beatrice  as  she  grew  up  into  womanhood.  When 
about  twenty  years  of  age  she  was  married  to  Simone  de'  Bardi ; 
and  died  in  1290  at  the  age  of  twenty-five.  In  1302  the  party  to 
wkieh  Dante  was  then  attached  was  overthrown.  Dante  was,  with 
others,  condemned  to  perpetual  exile  and  to  the  payment  of  a 
fine,  the  offence  charged  against  him  being  that  of  official 

Iversation.     Dante  never  again  saw  his  native  Florence. 

Dante  lived  nineteen  years  after  his  exile  from  Florence.  The 
greater  portion  of  these  years  was  passed  in  Northern  Italy.  At 
tiflies  he  appears  to  have  been  in  a  condition  of  extreme  destitution; 
at  times  he  was  under  the  protection  of  one  noble  or  another. 
About  two  years  before  his  death  we  find  him  living  at  Ravenna 
^nder  the  protection  of  Guide  da  Polenta,  by  whom  he  was  sent 
oa  an  embassy  to  the  Venetians,  from  which  he  returned  to  Ravenna, 
bearing  the  seeds  of  a  fatal  fever  contracted  in  the  miasmatie 
lagoons. 

Besides  the  '*  Vita  Nuova "  and  the  <<  Convito "  Dante  wrote 
several  minor  works  in  Italian  and  Latin,  in  verse  and  prose. 
The  most  important  of  these  is  the  Latin  treatise  <'  De  Monarehia," 
written,  probably,  between  1310  and  1313.  But  Dante's  fame  rests 
mainly  upon  his  poem,  the  **  Divina  Comroedia.''  In  this  poem 
Dante  is  in  vision  conducted  through  the  realms  of  the  Infernal 
R^cms,  of  Purgatory,  and  of  Paradise ;  Virgil  being  his  divinely 
appointed  guide  through  the  first  two  realms,  and  Beatrice  through 
the  third.  The  "  Inferno  "  was  probably  completed  about  the  year 
1314;  the  "  Purgatorio  "  some  three  years  later;  and  the  **Para- 
diso**  not  long  before  the  death  of  Dante,  in  1321.  —  There  have 
brea  many  translations  of  Dante  into  English.  The  best  transla- 
of  the  entire  ^Divina  Commedia"  are  those  of  Gary  (1819) 
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and  of  Longfellow  (1867-70).  Cary's  translation  is  in  blank  verse  ; 
Longfellow's  is  in  un rhymed  triplets.  Mr.  Thomas  W.  Parsons,  of 
Boston,  has  made  perhaps  the  best  translation  of  the  '' Inferno" 
(Cantos  L-X.,  1843,  the  remaining  Cantos  in  1867) ;  in  this  the 
triple  rhyme,  as  well  as  the  metre  of  the  original,  is  exceedingly 
well  represented.  The  prose  translation  of  the  "  Inferno  "  by  Dr. 
John  Carlyle  is  admirably  executed  and  annotated. 


Dantb's  FmsT  Sight  op  Beatbigk 

(From  **  The  New  Life  "  ["  La  Vita  Naova  "] ;  translated  by  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti.) 

I.  In  that  part  of  the  book  of  my  memory  before  the  which 
is  little  that  can  be  read,  there  is  a  rubric,  saying,  Incipit  Vita 
Nova,  Under  such  rubric  I  find  written  many  things;  and 
among  them  the  words  which  I  purpose  to  copy  into  this  little 
book  ;  if  not  all  of  them,  at  the  least  their  substance. 

II.  Nine  times  already  since  my  birth  had  the  heaven  of 
light  returned  to  the  selfsame  point  almost,  as  concerns  its  own 
revolution,  when  first  the  glorious  Lady  of  my  mind  was  made 
manifest  to  mine  eyes ;  even  she  who  was  called  Beatrice  by 
many  who  knew  not  wherefore.  She  had  already  been  in  this  life 
for  80  long  as  that,  within  her  time,  the  starry  heaven  had  moved 
towards  the  Eastern  quarter  one  of  the  twelve  parts  of  a  degree ; 
80  that  she  appeared  to  me  at  the  beginning  of  her  ninth  year 
almost,  and  I  saw  her  almost  at  the  end  of  my  ninth  year.  Her 
dress,  on  that  day,  was  of  a  most  noble  color,  a  subdued  and 
goodly  crimson,  girdled  and  adorned  in  such  sort  as  best  suited 
with  her  very  tender  age.  At  that  moment,  I  say  most  truly 
that  the  spirit  of  life,  which  hath  its  dwelling  in  the  secretest 
chamber  of  the  heart,  began  to  tremble  so  violently  that  the 
least  pulses  of  my  body  shook  therewith ;  and  in  trembling  it 
said  these  words:  Ecce  deus  fortior  me,  qui  veniens  dominahitur 
mihi.  At  that  moment  the  animate  spirit,  which  dwelleth  in 
the  lofty  chamber  whither  all  the  senses  carry  their  perceptions, 
was  filled  with  wonder,  and  speaking  more  especially  unto  the 
spirits  of  the  eyes,  said  these  words :  Apparuit  jam  beatitudo 
veatra.  At  that  moment  the  natural  spirit,  which  dwelleth  there 
where  our  nourishment  is  administered,  began  to  weep,  and  in 
weeping  said  these  words:  Heu  miser!  c[uia  frequenter  Impeditus 
era  deinceps. 

I  say  that,  from  that  time  forward.  Love  quite  governed  my 
8onl ;  which  was  immediately  espoused  to  him,  and  with  so  safe 
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r.nd  undisputed  a  lordship  (bj  virtue  of  strong  imagination)  that 
I  had  nothing  left  for  it  but  to  do  all  his  bidding  continually. 
He  oftentimes  commanded  me  to  seek  if  I  might  see  this  young- 
est of  the  Angels:  wherefore  I  in  my  boyhood  often  went  in 
•earch  of  her,  and  found  her  so  noble  and  praiseworthy  that 
certainly  of  her  might  have  been  said  those  words  of  the  poet 
Homer,  **She  seemed  not  to  be  the  daughter. of  a  mortal  man, 
bat  of  Ood.'^  And  albeit  her  image,  that  was  with  me  always, 
was  an  exultation  of  Love  to  subdue  me,  it  was  yet  of  so  perfect 
a  quality  that  it  never  allowed  me  to  be  overruled  by  Love  with- 
out the  faithful  counsel  of  reason,  whensoever  such  counsel  was 
naeful  to  be  heard.  But  seeing  that  were  I  to  dwell  overmuch 
<m  the  passions  and  doings  of  such  early  youth,  my  words  might 
be  counted  something  fabulous,  I  will  therefore  put  them  aside ; 
and  passing  many  things  that  may  be  conceived  by  the  pattern 
of  these,  I  will  come  to  such  as  are  writ  in  my  memory  with  a 
better  distinctness. 

II L  After  the  lapse  of  so  many  days  that  nine  years  exactly 
were  completed  since  the  above-written  appearance  of  this 
most  gracious  being,  on  the  last  of  those  days  it  happened 
that  the  same  wonderful  lady  appeared  to  me  dressed  all  in 
pore  white,  between  two  gentle  ladies  elder  than  she.  And 
passing  through  a  street,  she  turned  her  eyes  thither  where  I 
stood  sorely  abashed :  and  by  her  unspeakable  courtesy,  which 
is  now  guerdoned  in  the  Great  Cycle,  she  saluted  me  with  so 
fiitooos  a  bearing  that  I  seemed  then  and  there  to  behold 
the  very  limits  of  blessedness.  The  hour  of  her  most  sweet 
■alotation  was  exactiv  the  ninth  of  that  dav ;  and  because  it 
was  the  first  time  that  any  words  from  her  reached  mine  ears, 
I  came  into  such  sweetness  that  I  parted  thence  as  one  intoxi- 
cated. And  betaking  me  to  the  loneliness  of  mine  own  room,  I 
fdl  to  thinking  of  this  most  courteous  lady,  thinking  of  whom 
I  was  overtaken  by  a  pleasant  8luml)er,  wherein  a  mar\'ellou8 
vision  was  presented  to  me :  for  there  apf)oared  to  be  in  my 
room  a  mist  of  the  color  of  fire,  within  the  which  I  discerned 
the  figure  of  a  lord  of  terrible  aspect  to  such  as  should  gaze 
vpoD  him,  but  who  seemed  thorewitlinl  to  rejoice  inwardly  that 
it  was  s  marvel  to  soe.  Speaking  he  said  many  things,  among 
the  which  I  could  understand  but  few  ;  and  of  these,  this:  E^jo 
iuuM,  In  his  arms  it  seemed  to  me  that  a  ()erson  was 
;,  covered  only  with  a  blood-colon^d  cloth;  upon  whom 
vsfj  attentively,  I  knew  that  it  was  the  lady  of  the  salu- 
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tation  who  had  deigned  the  daj  before  to  salute  me.  And  he 
who  held  her  held  also  in  his  hand  a  thing  that  was  burning  in 
flames ;  and  he  said  to  me,  Vide  car  tuum.  But  when  he  had 
remained  with  me  a  little  while,  I  thought  that  he  set  himself  to 
awaken  her  that  slept ;  after  the  which  he  made  her  to  eat  that 
thing  which  flamed  in  his  hand ;  and  she  ate  as  one  fearing. 
Then  having  waited  again  a  space,  all  his  joy  was  turned  into 
most  bitter  weeping ;  and  as  he  wept  he  gathered  the  ladj  into 
his  arms,  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  he  went  with  her  up  towards 
heaven :  whereby  such  a  great  anguish  came  upon  me  that  my 
light  slumber  could  not  endure  through  it,  but  was  suddenly 
broken.  And  immediately  having  considered,  I  knew  that  the 
hour  wherein  this  vision  had  been  made  manifest  to  me  was  the 
fourth  hour  (which  is  to  say,  the  first  of  the  nine  last  hours)  of 
the  night. 

Then,  musing  on  what  I  had  seen,  I  proposed  to  relate  the 
same  to  many  poets  who  were  famous  in  that  day  :  and  for  that 
I  had  myself  in  some  sort  the  art  of  discoursing  with  rhyme,  I 
resolved  on  making  a  sonnet,  in  the  which,  having  saluted  all 
such  as  are  subject  unto  Love,  and  entreated  them  to  expound 
my  vision,  I  should  write  unto  them  those  things  which  I  had 
seen  in  my  sleep.     And  the  sonnet  I  made  was  this :  — 

To  every  heart  which  the  sweet  pain  doth  move, 

And  unto  which  these  words  may  now  be  brought 

For  tnie  interpretation  and  kind  thought, 
Be  greeting  in  our  Lord's  name,  which  is  Love. 
Of  those  long  hours  wherein  the  stars,  above, 

Wake  and  keep  waU^.h,  the  third  was  almost  naught, 

When  Love  was  shown  me  with  such  terrors  fraught 
As  may  not  carelessly  be  spoken  of. 
He  seemed  like  one  who  is  full  of  joy,  and  had 

My  heart  within  his  hand,  and  on  his  arm 

My  lady,  with  a  mantle  round  her,  slept; 
Whom  (having  wakened  her)  anon  he  made 

To  eat  that  heart ;  she  ate,  as  fearing  harm. 

Then  he  went  out;  and  as  he  went,  he  wept. 

Tills  sonnet  is  divided  into  two  parts.    In  thefirHpenrt  X^klf 


greeting,  and  ask  an  anstrer ;  in  the  second^  I  9igni(fi/  wftj^ttt^^jM 
has  to  be  answered  to.  The  second  part  cofmmmmM^MSKl^^^K^ 
those  long  hours^ 

To  this  sonnet  I  received  many  ansi 
different  opinions ;  of  the  which  one  ' 
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now  call  fhe  first  among  mj  friends,  and  it  began  thns,  ^  Unto 
mj  thinking  thou  beheld*8t  all  worth."  And  indeed,  it  was 
when  he  learned  that  I  was  he  who  had  s^nt  those  rhjmes  to 
him,  that  our  friendship  commenced.  But  the  true  meaning  of 
fliat  vision  was  not  then  perceived  by  anj  one,  though  it  be  now 
evident  to  the  least  skilful. 

lY.  From  that  night  forth,  the  natural  functions  of  my  body 
began  to  be  vexed  and  impeded,  for  I  was  given  up  wholly  to 
thinking  of  this  most  gracious  creature :  whereby  in  short  space 
I  became  so  weak  and  so  reduced  that  it  was  irksome  to  many 
of  my  friends  to  look  upon  me ;  while  others,  being  moved  by 
spite,  went  about  to  discover  what  it  was  my  wish  should  be 
concealed.  Wherefore  I  (perceiving  the  drift  of  their  unkindly 
question:}),  by  Love*s  will,  who  directed  me  according  to  the 
counsels  of  reason,  told  them  how  it  was  Love  himself  who  had 
thus  dealt  with  me :  and  1  said  so,  because  the  thing  was  so 
plainly  to  be  discerned  in  my  countenance  that  there  was  no 
longer  any  means  of  concealing  it  But  when  they  went  on  to 
ask,  ^  And  by  whose  help  hath  Love  done  this  ? "  I  looked  in 
their  faces  smiling,  and  spake  no  word  in  return. 

V.  Now  it  fell  on  a  day,  that  this  most  gracious  creature 
was  sitting  where  words  were  to  be  heard  of  the  Queen  of  Glory ; 
and  1  was  in  a  place  whence  mine  eyes  could  behold  their  beati- 
tude :  and  betwixt  her  and  me,  in  a  direct  line,  there  sat  another 
lady  of  a  pleasant  favor ;  who  looked  round  at  me  many  times, 
marvelling  at  my  continued  gaze  which  seemed  to  have  her  for 
its  object.  And  many  perceived  that  she  thus  looked ;  so  that 
departing  thence,  1  heard  it  whispered  after  me,  '*  Look  you  to 
what  a  pass  $uch  a  lady  hath  brought  him ; "  and  in  saying  this 
they  named  her  who  had  been  midway  between  the  most  gentle 
Beatrice  and  mine  eyes.  Therefore  1  was  reassured,  and  knew 
that  for  that  day  my  secret  had  not  become  manifest.  Then 
immediately  it  came  into  my  mind  that  1  might  make  use  of 
tliis  lady  as  a  screen  to  the  trutli :  and  so  well  did  1  play  my 
part  that  the  most  of  those  who  had  hitherto  watched  and  won- 
dered at  me,  now  imagined  they  had  found  me  out.  By  her 
means  I  kept  my  secret  concealed  till  some  years  wore  gone 
over ;  and  for  my  better  security,  1  even  made  divers  rhymes  in 
her  honor ;  whereof  1  shall  here  write  only  as  much  as  con- 
cemeth  the  most  gentle  Beatrice,  which  is  but  a  very  little. 

VL  Moreover,  about  the  same  time  while  this  lady  was  a 
acreen  for  so  much  love  on  my  part,  1  took  the  resolution  to  set 
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down  the  name  of  this  most  gracious  creature  accompanied  with 
manj  other  women's  names,  and  especially  with  hers  whom  1 
spake  ol  And  to  this  end  I  put  together  the  names  of  sixty  of 
the  most  beautiful  ladies  in  that  city  where  God  had  placed 
mine  own  lady ;  and  these  names  I  introduced  in  an  epistle  in 
the  form  of  a  sirvent ;  which  it  is  not  my  intention  to  transcribe 
here.  Neither  siiould  I  have  said  anything  of  this  matter,  did  I 
not  wish  to  take  note  of  a  certain  strange  thing,  to  wit:  that 
having  written  the  list,  I  found  my  lady^s  name  would  not  stand 
otherwise  than  ninth  in  order  among  the  names  of  these  ladies. 
YII.  Now  it  80  chanced  with  her  by  whose  means  I  had  thus 
long  time  concealed  my  desire,  that  it  behooved  her  to  leave  the 
city  I  speak  of,  and  to  journey  afar :  wherefore  I,  bein^  sorely 
perplexed  at  the  loss  of  so  excellent  a  defence,  had  more  trouble 
than  even  I  could  before  have  supposed.  And  thinking  that  if 
I  spoke  not  somewhat  mournfully  of  her  departure,  my  former 
counterfeiting  would  be  the  more  quickly  perceived,  1  deter- 
mined that  I  would  make  a  grievous  sonnet  therefore;  the 
which  1  will  write  here,  because  it  hath  certain  words  in  it 
whereof  my  lady  was  the  immediate  cause,  as  will  be  plain  to 
him  that  understands.     And  the  sonnet  was  this :  — 

All  ye  that  pass  along  Love's  trodden  way 
Pause  ye  awhile  and  say 

If  there  be  any  grief  like  unto  mine : 
I  pray  you  that  you  hearken  a  short  space 
Patiently,  if  my  case 

Be  not  a  piteous  marvel  and  a  sign. 

Love  (never,  certes,  for  my  worthless  part. 
But  of  his  own  great  heart) 

Vouchsafed  to  me  a  life  so  calm  and  sweet 
That  oft  I  heard  folk  question  as  I  went 
What  such  great  gladness  meant :  — 

They  spoke  of  it  behind  me  in  the  street. 

But  now  that  fearless  bearing  is  all  gone 
Which  with  Love's  hoarded  wealth  was  given  me ; 
Till  I  am  grown  to  be 

So  poor  that  I  have  dread  to  think  thereon. 

And  thus  it  is  that  I,  being  like  as  one 

Who  is  ashamed  and  hides  his  poverty, 

Without  seem  full  of  glee, 
And  let  my  heart  within  travail  and  moan. 
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Tki$  poem  ka$  two  principal  parti  ;  for^  in  the  first ^  I  mean  to 
call  the  Faitltfyl  of  Love  in  those  words  of  Jeremias  the  Prophet j 
^  O  TOB  oixmes  qui  transitis  per  yiam,  attendite  et  yidete  si  est 
dolor  sicut  dolor  meus,"  and  to  pray  them  to  %tay  and  hear  me.  In 
the  second  I  tell  where  Love  had  placed  me^  with  a  meaning  other 
than  that  which  the  last  part  of  the  poem  showi^  and  I  say  what  I 
have  lost.     The  second  part  begins  here^  **  Love  (never j  certes).** 

Yin.  A  certain  while  after  the  departure  of  that  lady,  it 
pleased  the  Master  of  the  Angels  to  call  into  His  glorj  a  damsel, 
joung  and  of  a  gentle  presence,  who  had  been  very  lovely  in  the 
city  I  speak  of :  and  I  saw  her  body  lying  without  its  soul  among 
many  ladies,  who  held  a  pitiful  weeping.  Whereupon,  remem- 
bering that  I  had  seen  her  in  the  company  of  excellent  Beatrice, 
I  could  not  hinder  myself  from  a  few  tears ;  and  weeping,  I  con- 
ceived to  say  somewhat  of  her  death,  in  guerdon  of  having  seen 
her  somewhile  with  my  lady ;  which  thing  I  spake  of  in  the  latter 
end  of  the  verses  that  I  writ  in  this  matter,  as  he  will  discern 
who  understands.    And  I  wrote  two  sonnets,  which  are  these :  — - 


I. 

Weep,  Lovers,  sith  Love's  very  self  doth  weep, 
And  sith  the  cause  for  weeping  is  so  great ; 
When  now  so  many  dames,  of  such  estate 

In  worth,  show  with  their  eyes  a  grief  so  deep 

For  Death  the  churl  has  laid  his  leaden  sleep 
Upon  a  damsel  who  was  fair  of  late, 
Defacing  all  our  earth  should  celebrate,  — 

Tea,  all  save  virtue,  which  the  soul  doth  keep. 

Now  hearken  how  much  Love  did  honor  her. 
I  myself  saw  him  in  his  proper  form 
Bending  above  the  motionless  sweet  dead. 

And  often  gazing  into  Heaven  ;  for  there 

The  soul  now  sits  whicli  when  her  life  was  warm 
Dwelt  with  the  joyful  beauty  that  is  fled. 

This  first  sonnet  is  divided  Into  three  parts.  In  the  firsts  I  call 
and  beseech  the  Faithful  of  Love  to  weep  ;  and  I  say  that  their 
Lord  weeps^  and  that  theji^  hearinf/  the  reason  why  he  we.ps^  shall 
he  more  minded  to  listen  to  me.  In  the  second,  I  relate  this  rea- 
son. In  the  thirds  I  speak  of  honor  done  ly  Love  to  this  Lady, 
The  second  part  begins  here^  "  JVhen  now  so  many  dames  ;  "  the 
third  here  J  "  Now  hearken,^^ 
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Death,  always  crnel.  Pity's  foe  in  chief, 

Mother  who  brought  forth  grief. 
Merciless  judgment  and  without  appeal  I 
Since  thou  alone  hast  made  my  heart  to  feel 
This  sadness  and  unweal, 

My  tongue  upbraideth  thee  without  relief. 

And  now  (for  I  must  rid  thy  name  of  ruth) 

Behoves  me  speak  the  truth 

Touching  thy  cruelty  and  wickedness  : 

Not  that  they  be  not  known ;  but  ne'ertheless 

I  would  give  hate  more  stress 

With  them  that  feed  on  love  in  very  sooth. 

Out  of  this  world  thou  hast  driven  courtesy ; 

And  virtue,  dearly  prized  in  womanhood ; 

And  out  of  youth's  gay  mood 
The  lovely  lightness  is  quite  gone  through  thee. 

Whom  now  I  mourn,  no  man  shall  learn  from  me 
Save  by  the  measure  of  these  praises  given. 
Whoso  deserves  not  Heaven 

May  never  hope  to  have  her  company. 

This  poem  is  divided  into  four  parts.  In  the  firsts  I  address 
Death  by  certain  proper  names  of  hers.  In  the  second^  speaking 
to  her^  I  tell  the  reason  why  I  am  moved  to  denounce  her.  In 
the  third  J I  rail  against  her.  In  the  fourth^  I  turn  to  speak  to 
a  person  undefined^  although  defined  in  my  own  conception.  The 
second  part  commences  here^  "  Since  thou  alone  ;  "  the  third  here^ 
^^  And  now  {for  Imusf)  ;"  the  fourth  here,  "  Whoso  deserves  not^* 

IX.  Some  days  after  the  death  of  this  lady,  I  had  occa- 
sion to  leave  the  city  I  speak  of,  and  to  go  thitherwards  where 
she  abode  who  had  formerly  been  my  protection ;  albeit  the  end 
of  my  journey  reached  not  altogether  so  far.  And  notwith- 
standing that  I  was  visibly  in  the  company  of  many,  the  journey 
was  so  irksome  that  I  had  scarcely  sighing  enough  to  ease  ray 
heart's  heaviness ;  seeing  that  as  I  went,  I  left  my  beatitude 
behind  me.  Wherefore  it  came  to  pass  that  he  who  ruled  me 
by  virtue  of  my  most  gentle  lady  was  made  visible  to  my  mind, 
in  the  light  habit  of  a  traveller,  coarsely  fashioned.  He 
appeared  to  me  troubled,  and  looked  always  on  the  ground; 
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MTing  onlj  that  aometimcs  his  ejes  were  tamed  towards  a 
river  which  was  clear  and  rapid,  and  which  flowed  along  the 
path  I  was  taking.  And  then  I  thought  that  Love  called  me 
and  said  to  me  these  words :  ^  I  come  from  that  lady  who  was 
so  long  thj  surety;  for  the  matter  of  whose  return,  I  know 
that  it  may  not  be.  Wherefore  1  have  taken  that  heart  which 
I  made  thee  leave  with  her,  and  do  bear  it  unto  another  lady, 
who,  as  she  was,  shall  be  thy  surety  "  (and  when  he  named  her 
I  knew  her  well).  *'  And  of  these  words  1  have  spoken  if  thou 
sbouldst  speak  any  again,  let  it  be  in  such  soi-t  as  that  none 
shall  perceive  thereby  that  thy  love  was  feigned  for  her,  which 
tfaoQ  must  now  feign  for  another.**  And  when  h  had  spoken  thus, 
Love  became  a  part  of  myself :  so  that,  changed  as  all  my  imagin- 
ing was  gone  suddenly,  for  it  seemed  to  me  that  it  were  in  mine 
upect,  I  rode  on  full  of  thought  the  whole  of  that  day,  and  with 
heavy  sighing.    And  the  day  being  over,  I  wrote  this  sonnet :  — 

A  DAT  agone,  as  I  rode  sullenly 

Upon  a  certain  path  that  liked  me  not, 

I  met  Love  midday  while  the  air  was  hot, 
Clothed  Hglitly  as  a  wayfarer  might  be, 
And  for  the  cheer  he  showed,  he  seemed  to  me 

As  one  who  hath  lost  lordship  he  had  got; 

Advancing  tow'rds  me  full  of  sorrowful  thought, 
Bowing  his  forehead  so  that  none  should  see. 
Then  as  I  went,  he  called  me  by  my  name, 

Saying :  ^  I  journey  since  the  mom  was  dim 
Thence  where  I  made  thy  heart  to  be :  which  now 
I  needs  must  bear  unto  another  dame." 

Wherewith  so  much  passed  into  me  of  him 
That  he  was  gone,  and  I  discerned  not  how. 

nu  $annet  has  three  parts.  In  the  first  part^  I  tell  haw  I 
«mC  Love,  and  of  his  aspect.  In  the  ieeondj  I  tell  what  he  said 
to  wse^  although  not  in  full  through  the  fear  I  had  of  discovering 
my  secret.  In  the  third,  I  May  how  he  diiappeared.  The  second 
pmrt  commences  hf^re,  ^^  Then  as  I  went;*^  the  third  herCj 
•*  ni^ewith  so  much,'' 

X.  On  my  return,  I  set  myself  to  seek  out  that  lady  whom 
my  master  had  named  to  me  while  I  journeyed  sighing.  And 
becaose  I  would  be  brief,  I  will  now  narrate  that  in  a  short 
while  I  made  her  mv  surety,  in  such  Rort  that  the  matter  was 
Sfckta  of  by  many  in  terms  scarcely  courteous ;  through  the 
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which  I  had  oftenwhiles  many  troublesome  hours.  And  by  this 
it  happened  (to  wit :  by  this  false  and  evil  rumor  which  seemed 
to  misfame  me  of  vice)  that  she  who  was  the  destroyer  of  all 
evil  and  the  queen  of  all  good,  coming  where  I  was,  denied  me 
her  most  sweet  salutation,  in  tlie  which  alone  was  my  blessedness. 


The  Tnfbbno. 

(From  "The  Divine  Comedy.") 
Canto  I. 

The  Poet,  having  lost  bis  way  in  a  gloomy  forest,  and  being  hindered  by  certain 
wild  beasts  from  ascending  a  mountain,  is  met  by  Virgil,  who  promises  to  show  him 
the  ponishments  of  Hell,  aud  afterwards  of  Purgatory ;  and  that  he  shall  then  be 
conducted  by  Beatrice  into  l^aradise.    He  follows  the  Roman  poet 

In  the  midway  of  this  our  mortal  life, 
I  found  me  in  a  gloomy  wood,  astray, 
Gone  from  the  path  direct :  and  e'en  to  tell. 
It  were  no  easy  task,  how  savage  wild 
That  forest,  how  robust  and  rough  its  growth, 
Which  to  remember  only,  my  dismay 
Kenews,  in  bitterness  not  far  from  death. 
Tet  to  discourse  of  what  there  good  befell, 
All  else  will  I  relate  discovered  there. 

How  first  I  entered  it  I  scarce  can  say, 
Such  sleepy  dulness  iu  that  instant  weighed 
My  senses  down,  when  the  true  path  I  left ; 
But  when  a  mountain's  foot  I  reached,  where  closed 
The  valley  that  had  pierced  my  heart  with  dread, 
I  looked  aloft,  and  saw  his  shoulders  broad 
Already  vested  with  that  planet's  beam. 
Who  leads  all  wanderers  safe  through  every  way. 

Then  was  a  little  respite  to  the  fear, 
That  in  my  heart's  recesses  deep  had  lain. 
All  of  that  night,  so  pitifully  past : 
And  as  a  man,  with  difficult  short  breath, 
Forespent  with  toiling,  'scaped  from  sea  to  shore. 
Turns  to  the  perilous  wide  waste,  and  stands 
At  gaze ;  e'en  so  my  spirit,  that  yet  failed 
Struggling  with  terror,  turned  to  view  the  straits, 
That  none  hath  past  and  lived.    My  weazy  fieanu 
After  short  pause  recomforted,  again 
I  journeyed  on  over  that  lonely  steCf 
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The  hinder  foot  still  firmer.    Scarce  the  ascent 
Began,  when,  lo  I  a  panther,  nimble,  light, 
And  covered  with  a  speckled  skin,  appeared ; 
Nor,  when  it  saw  me,  vanished,  rather  strove 
T6  check  my  onward  going ;  that  of ttinies, 
With  purpose  to  retrace  my  steps,  I  turned. 

The  hour  was  morning's  prime,  and  on  his  way 
Aloft  the  son  ascended  with  those  stars. 
That  with  him  rose  when  Love  divine  first  moved 
Thoee  its  fair  works :  so  that  with  joyous  hope 
All  things  conspired  to  fill  me,  the  gay  skin 
Of  that  swift  animal,  the  matin  dawn 
And  the  sweet  season.    Soon  that  joy  was  chased, 
And  by  new  dread  succeeded,  when  in  view 
A  lion  came,  'gainst  me,  as  it  appeared, 
With  his  head  held  aloft  and  hunger-mad. 
That  e'en  the  air  was  fear-struck.     A  she-wolf 
Was  at  his  heels,  who  in  her  leanness  seemed 
Full  of  all  wants,  and  many  a  land  hath  made 
Disconsolate  ere  now.     She  with  such  fear 
(Xerwhelmed  mc,  at  the  sight  of  her  appalled. 
That  of  the  height  ail  hope  I  lost.    As  one, 
Who,  with  his  gain  elated,  sees  the  time 
When  all  unwares  is  ^one,  he  inwardly 
Mourns  with  heart-griping  anguish  ;  such  was  1, 
Haunted  by  that  fell  beast,  never  at  peace. 
Who  coming  o'er  against  me,  by  degrees 
Impelle<l  mo  where  the  sun  in  silence  rests. 

While  to  the  lower  8{>ace  with  backward  step 
I  fell,  my  ken  discerned  the  form  of  one,  * 
Whose  voice  seemed  faint  through  long  disuse  of  speech. 
When  him  in  that  great  desert  I  espied, 
**  Have  mercy  on  ine,"  cried  I  out  aloud, 
** Spirit !  or  living  man  !  whate  'er  thou  be  ! " 

He  answered  :  '*  Now  not  man,  man  once  I  was, 
And  born  of  Lombard  parents,  Mantuans  both 
By  country,  when  the  power  of  Julius  yet 
Was  scarcely  firm.     At  Home  ray  life  was  past 
Beneath  the  mild  Augustus,  in  the  time 
Of  fabled  deities  and  false.    A  hard 
Wat  If  and  made  Anchises'  upright  son 
Ikt  sabjeet  of  my  song,  who  came  from  Troy, 

pnj9d  on  Ilium's  haughty  towers. 
'  «iioh  perils  past 

M%  pleasant  mouni 
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''And  art  thou  then  that  Virg^,  that  well-springy 
From  which  such  copious  floods  of  eloquence 
Have  issued  ?  "  I  with  front  abashed  replied. 
«<  Glory  and  light  of  all  the  tuneful  train ! 
May  it  avail  me,  that  I  long  with  zeal 
Have  sought  thy  volume,  and  with  love  immense 
Have  conned  it  o'er.    My  master  thou,  and  guide  I 
Thou  he  from  whom  alone  I  have  derived 
That  style,  which  for  its  beauty  into  fame 
Exalts  me.     See  the  beast,  from  whom  I  fled. 

0  save  me  from  her,  thou  illustrious  sage  I 
For  every  yein  and  pulse  throughout  my  frame 
She  hath  made  tremble."     He,  soon  as  he  saw 
That  1  was  weeping,  answered,  '<  Thou  must  needs 
Another  way  pursue,  if  thou  wouldst  'scape 
From  out  that  savage  wilderness.     This  beast. 
At  whom  thou  criest,  her  way  will  suffer  none 

To  pass,  and  no  less  hindrance  makes  than  death  -. 

So  bad  and  so  accursed  in  her  kind, 

That  never  sated  is  her  ravenous  will, 

Still  after  food  more  craving  than  before. 

To  many  an  animal  in  wedlock  vile 

She  fastens,  and  shall  yet  to  many  more, 

Until  that  greyhound  come,  who  shall  destroy 

Her  with  sharp  pain.     He  will  not  life  support 

By  earth  nor  its  base  metals,  but  by  love, 

Wisdom,  and  virtue,  and  his  land  shall  be 

The  land  'twizt  either  Feltro.    In  his  might 

Shall  safety  to  Italia's  plains  arise. 

For  whose  fair  realm,  Camilla,  virgin  pure, 

Nisus,  Euryalus,  and  Turnus  fell. 

He,  with  incessant  chase,  through  every  town 

Shall  worry,  until  he  to  hell  at  length 

Restore  her,  thence  by  envy  first  let  loose. 

1  for  thy  profit  pondering  now  devise. 

That  thou  mayst  follow  me ;  and  I,  thy  guide. 

Will  lead  thee  hence  through  an  eternal  space. 

Where  thou  shalt  hear  despairing  shrieks,  and  see 

Spirits  of  old  tormented,  who  invoke 

A  second  death ;  and  those  next  view,  who  dwell 

Content  in  fire,  for  that  they  hope  to  come, 

Whene'er  the  time  may  be,  among  the  blest. 

Into  whose  regions  if  thou  then  desire 

To  ascend,  a  spirit  worthier  than  I 

Must  lead  thee,  in  whose  charge,  when  I  depart, 

Thou  shalt  be  left :  for  that  Almighty  King, 
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Who  ragns  above,  a  rebel  to  his  law 
Adjadges  me ;  and  therefore  hath  decreed 
That,  to  his  citj,  none  through  me  should  oome. 
He  in  all  parts  hath  sway ;  there  roleSi  there  holds 
His  citadel  and  throne.    O  happy  thosCi 
Whom  there  he  chooses! "    I  to  him  in  few : 
**  Bard  I  by  that  Ood,  whom  thoa  didst  not  adore, 
I  do  beseech  thee  (thlat  this  ill  and  worse 
I  may  esca|ie)  to  lead  me,  where  thou  said'st, 
That  I  saint  Peter's  gate  may  view,  and  those 
Who,  as  thou  teirst,  are  in  such  dismal  plight" 
Onward  he  moved,  I  close  his  steps  pursued. 


Canto  IL 

Afttr  the  ioTormtion.  which  poeli  sre  oied  to  prefix  to  their  workii  he  thowi  that, 
tiec«Midereti(Mi  of  his  own  etreogth,  he  doabted  whether  it  tiiflloed  for  the  Joomey 
pm^«ed  to  him.  bat  thmt,  being  comforted  bj  Virgil,  he  at  last  took  coonge  isd 
iullvved  him  as  his  guide  and  master. 

Now  was  the  day  departing,  and  the  air, 
Imbrowned  with  shadows,  from  their  toils  released 
All  animals  on  earth ;  and  I  alone 
Prepared  myself  the  conflict  to  sustain, 
Both  of  sad  pity,  and  that  perilous  road. 
Which  my  unerring  memory  shall  retrace. 

0  Muses!    0  high  genius  I  now  vouchsafe 
Tour  aid !    0  mind  I  that  all  I  saw  hast  kept 
Safe  in  a  written  record,  here  thy  worth 
And  eminent  endowments  oome  to  proof. 

1  thus  began :  ^  Bard!  thou  who  art  my  guide, 
Cbnsider  well,  if  virtue  be  in  me 

SoAoient,  ere  to  this  high  enterprise 

Tboa  trust  me.    Thou  hast  told  that  Silvius'  sire, 

Tet  clothed  in  corruptible  flesh,  among 

The  immortal  tribes  had  entrance,  and  was  there 

Sensibly  present.    Tet  if  heaven's  great  Lord, 

Almighty  foe  to  ill,  such  favor  showed, 

In  contemplation  of  the  high  effect. 

Both  what  and  who  from  him  should  issue  forth, 

It  seems  in  reason's  judgment  well  deserved : 

Bith  he  of  Rome  and  of  Rome's  empire  wide, 

la  heaven's  empyreal  height  was  chosen  sire : 

Both  whiab,  if  troth  be  spoken,  were  oidaiMd 

Aad  "MafaUabed  for  tV 

Whotopti^ 
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He  from  this  journey,  in  thy  song  renowned. 

Learned  things,  that  to  his  victory  gave  rise 

And  to  the  papal  robe.     In  after-times 

The  chosen  vessel  also  travelled  there, 

To  bring  us  back  assurance  in  that  faith 

Which  is  the  entrance  to  salvation's  way. 

But  I,  why  should  I  there  presume  ?  or  who 

Permits  it  ?  not  MueaLS  I,  nor  Paul, 

Myself  I  deem  not  worthy,  and  none  else 

Will  deem  me.     I,  if  on  this  voyage  then 

I  venture,  fear  it  will  in  folly  end. 

Thou,  who  art  wise,  better  my  meaning  know'st 

Than  I  can  speak."    As  one,  who  ud resolves 

What  he  hath  late  resolved,  and  with  new  thoughts 

Changes  his  purpose,  from  his  first  intent 

Removed ;  e'en  such  was  I  on  that  dun  coast, 

Wasting  in  thought  my  enterprise,  at  first 

So  eagerly  embraced.     "  If  right  thy  words 

I  scan,"  replied  that  shade  magnanimous, 

"  Thy  soul  is  by  vile  fear  assailed,  which  oft 

So  overcasts  a  man,  that  he  recoils 

From  noblest  resolution,  like  a  beast 

At  some  false  semblance  in  the  twilight  gloom. 

That  from  this  terror  thou  mayst  free  thyself, 

I  will  instruct  thee  why  I  came,  and  what 

I  heard  in  that  same  instant,  when  for  thee 

Grief  touched  me  first.     I  was  among  the  tribe, 

Who  rest  suspended,  when  a  dame,  so  blest 

And  lovely  I  besought  her  to  command, 

Called  me ;  her  eyes  were  brighter  than  the  star 

Of  day ;  and  she,  with  gentle  voice  and  soft. 

Angelically  tuned,  her  speech  addressed  : 

*  O  courteous  shade  of  Mantua !  thou  whose  fame 

Yet  lives,  and  shall  live  long  as  nature  lasts  I 

A  friend,  not  of  my  fortune  but  myself. 

On  the  wide  desert  in  his  road  has  met 

Hindrance  so  great,  that  he  through  fear  has  turned. 

How  much  I  dread  lest  he  past  help  have  strayed. 

And  I  be  risen  too  late  for  his  relief. 

From  what  in  heaven  of  him  I  heard.     Speed  now, 

And  by  thy  eloquent  persuasive  tongue. 

And  by  all  raeai»s  for  his  deliverance  meet, 

Assist  him.     So  to  me  will  comfort  spring. 

I,  who  bid  thee  on  this  errand  forth, 

Am  Beatrice  ;  from  a  place  I  come 

Eevisited  ¥rith  joy.    Love  brought  me  theoM, 
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Who  prompts  my  speech.    When  Id  my  Master's  sight 
I  stand,  thy  praise  to  him  I  oft  will  tell. 

<<  She  then  was  silent,  and  I  thus  began : 
'  0  Lady  I  by  whose  influence  alone, 
Mankind  excels  whatever  is  contained 
Within  that  heaven  which  hath  the  smallest  orb. 
So  thy  command  delights  me,  that  to  obey, 
If  it  were  done  already,  would  seem  late. 
No  need  hast  thou  further  to  speak  thy  will ; 
Tet  tell  the  reason,  why  thou  art  not  loth 
To  leave  that  ample  space,  where  to  return 
Thou  bumest,  for  this  centre  here  beneath.' 

**  She  then  :  <  Since  thou  so  deeply  would  inquire, 
I  will  instruct  thee  briefly,  why  no  dread 
Hinders  my  entrance  here.    Those  things  alone- 
Are  to  be  feared,  whence  evil  may  proceed ; 
None  else,  for  none  are  terrible  beside. 
I  am  so  framed  by  God,  thanks  to  his  grace  ! 
That  any  sufferance  of  your  misery 
Touches  me  not,  nor  flame  of  that  flerce  fire 
Assails  me.     In  high  heaven  a  blessed  dame 
Resides,  who  mourns  with  such  effectual  grief 
That  hindrance,  which  I  send  thee  to  remove, 
That  God's  stern  judgment  to  her  will  inclines. 
To  Lucia  calling,  her  she  thus  bespake  : 
''Now  doth  thy  faithful  servant  need  thy  aid. 
And  I  commend  him  to  thee."     At  her  word 
Sped  Lucia,  of  all  cruelty  the  foe. 
And  coming  to  the  phice,  where  I  abode 
Seated  with  Rachel,  her  of  ancient  days, 
She  thus  addressed  me  :  "  Thou  true  praise  of  God  ! 
Beatrice !  why  is  not  thy  succor  lent 
To  him,  who  so  much  loved  thee,  as  to  leave 
For  thy  sake  all  the  multitude  admires  ? 
Dost  thou  not  hear  how  pitiful  his  wail. 
Nor  mark  the  death,  which  in  the  torrent  flood, 
Swoln  mightier  than  a  sea,  him  struggling  holds  ?  " 
Ne'er  among  men  did  any  with  such  speed 
Haste  to  their  profit,  flee  from  their  annoy, 
As,  when  these  words  were  spoken,  I  came  hero, 
Down  from  my  blessed  seat,  trusting  the  force 
Of  thy  pure  eloquence,  which  thee,  and  all 
Who  well  have  marked  it,  into  honor  brings.' 

"  When  she  had  ended,  her  bright  beaming  eyes 
Tearful  she  turned  aside  ;  whereat  I  felt 
Redoubled  zeal  to  serve  thee.    As  she  willed, 
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Thus  am  I  come :  I  saved  thee  from  the  beast^ 
Who  thy  near  way  across  the  goodly  mount 
Prevented.    What  is  this  comes  o'er  thee  then  ? 
Why,  why  dost  thou  hang  back  ?  why  in  thy  breast 
Harbor  vile  fear  ?  why  hast  not  courage  there^ 
And  noble  daring ;  since  three  maids,  so  blest. 
Thy  safety  plan,  e'en  in  the  court  of  heaven ; 
And  so  much  certain  good  my  words  forebode?'' 

As  florets,  by  the  frosty  air  of  night 
Bent  down  and  closed,  when  day  has  blanched  their  leaves 
Kise  all  unfolded  on  their  spiry  stems ; 
So  was  my  fainting  vigor  new  restored, 
And  to  my  heart  such  kindly  courage  ran, 
That  I  as  one  undaunted  soon  replied : 
"  0  full  of  pity  she,  who  undertook 
My  succor !  and  thou  kind  who  didst  perform 
So  soon  her  true  behest !     With  such  desire 
Thou  hast  disposed  me  to  renew  my  voyage, 
That  my  first  purpose  fully  is  resumed. 
Lead  on ;  one  only  will  is  in  us  both. 
Thou  art  my  guide,  my  master  thou,  and  lord." 

So  spake  I ;  and  when  he  had  onward  moved, 
I  entered  on  the  deep  and  woody  way. 


Canto  V. 

Combg  into  the  Becond  circle  of  Hell,  Dante  at  the  entrance  beholds  Minoe  the 
Infernal  Jadge,  hv  whom  he  is  admonished  to  beware  how  he  enters  those  re^dona. 
Here  he  witnesses  the  punishment  of  carnal  sinners,  who  are  tossed  about  ceaselessly 
in  the  dark  air  by  the  most  furious  winds.  Amongst  these,  he  meets  with  Francesca 
of  Bimini,  through  pity  at  whose  sad  tale  he  falls  fainting  to  the  ground. 

Ebom  the  first  circle  I  descended  thus 
Down  to  the  second,  which,  a  lesser  space 
Embracing,  so  much  more  of  grief  contains. 
Provoking  bitter  moans.    There  Minos  stands 
Grinning  with  ghastly  feature  :  he,  of  all 
Who  enter,  strict  examining  the  crimes, 
Gives  sentence,  and  dismisses  them  beneath. 
According  as  he  foldeth  him  around : 
For  when  before  him  comes  the  ill-fated  soul, 
It  all  confesses;  and  that  judge  severe 
Of  sins,  considering  what  place  in  hell 
Suits  the  transgression,  with  his  tail  so  oft 
Himself  encircles,  as  degrees  beneath 
He  dooms  it  to  descend.     Before  him  stand 
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Alwaj  a  nnmerooB  throng  ;  and  in  his  tarn 
Each  one  to  judgment  passing,  speaks,  and  hears 
His  fate,  thence  downward  to  his  dwelling  hurled. 

**  O  thou  I  who  to  this  residence  of  woe 
Approachest  ?  "  when  he  saw  me  coming,  cried 
Minos,  relinquishing  his  dread  employ, 
**  Look  how  thou  enter  here ;  beware  in  whom 
Thou  place  thy  trust ;  let  not  the  entrance  broad 
Deceire  thee  to  thy  harm/'    To  him  my  guide : 
^  Wherefore  exclaimest  ?    Hinder  not  his  way 
By  destiny  appointed ;  so  't  is  willed 
Where  will  and  power  are  one*    Ask  thou  no  more.^ 

Now  'gin  the  rueful  wailings  to  be  heard. 
Now  am  I  come  where  many  a  plaining  voice 
Smites  on  mine  ear.    Into  a  place  I  came 
Where  light  was  silent  all.     Bellowing  there  groaned 
A  noise,  as  of  a  sea  in  tempest  torn 
By  warring  wings.     The  stormy  blast  of  hell 
With  restless  fury  drives  the  spirits  on, 
Whirled  round  and  dashed  amain  with  sore  annoy. 
When  they  arrive  before  the  ruinous  sweep, 
Their  shrieks  are  heard,  their  lamentations,  moans. 
And  blasphemies  'gainst  the  good  Power  in  heaven. 

I  underbtoo«l  that  to  this  torment  sad 
The  carnal  sinners  are  condemned,  in  whom 
Season  by  lust  is  swayed.    As  in  large  troops 
And  multitudinous,  when  winter  reigns. 
The  starlings  on  their  wings  are  borne  abroad; 
So  bears  the  tyrannous  gust  those  evil  souls. 
On  this  side  and  on  that,  above,  below, 
It  drives  them  :  hope  of  rest  to  solace  them 
Is  none,  nor  e'en  of  milder  pang.    As  cranes, 
Chanting  their  dolorous  notes,  traverse  the  sky, 
Stretched  out  in  long  array  ;  so  I  beheld 
Spirits,  who  came  loud  wailing,  hurried  on 
By  their  dire  doom.     Then  I :  '^  Instructor  I  who 
Are  these,  by  the  black  air  so  scourged  ?  "  —  "  The  first 
'Mong  those,  of  whom  thou  question'st,"  he  replied, 
^  O'er  many  tongues  was  empress.     She  in  vice 
Of  luxury  was  so  shameless,  that  she  made 
Liking  be  l;iwful  by  promulged  decree. 
To  cl».'ar  th*»  biatne  she  had  herself  incurred. 
This  is  Stfiuiniinis,  of  whom  'tis  writ. 
That  she  succeeded  Nmus  her  espoused; 
And  held  the  land,  which  now  the  Soldaa  id 
Thm  p*  "^rous  fury  slew  hentltf 
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And  to  Sicheus'  ashes  broke  her  faith : 
Then  follows  Cleopatra,  lustful  queen." 

There  marked  I  Helen,  for  whose  sake  so  long 
The  time  was  fraught  with  evil ;  there  the  great 
Achilles,  who  with  love  fought  to  the  end. 
Paris  I  saw,  and  Tristan ;  and  beside, 
A  thousand  more  he  showed  me,  and  by  name 
Pointed  them  out,  whom  love  bereaved  of  life. 

When  I  had  heard  my  sage  instructor  name 
Those  dames  and  knights  of  antique  days,  o'erpowered 
By  pity,  well-nigh  in  amaze  my  mind 
Was  lost ;  and  I  began :  "  Bard  1  willingly 
I  would  address  those  two  togetlier  coming. 
Which  seem  so  light  before  the  wind."    He  thus : 
"  Note  thou,  when  nearer  they  to  us  approach. 
Then  by  that  love  which  carries  them  along, 
Entreat ;  and  they  will  come."     Soon  as  the  wind 
Swayed  them  toward  us,  I  thus  framed  my  speech : 
"  O  wearied  spirits !  come,  and  hold  discourse 
With  us,  if  by  none  else  restrained."    As  doves 
By  fond  desire  invited,  on  wide  wings 
And  firm,  to  their  sweet  nest  returning  home, 
Cleave  the  air,  wafted  by  their  will  along ; 
Thus  issued,  from  that  troop,  where  Dido  ranks, 
They,  through  the  ill  air  speeding ;  with  such  force 
My  cry  prevailed  by  strong  affection  urged. 

"  0  gracious  creature  and  benign  !  who  goest 
Visiting,  through  this  element  obscure. 
Us,  who  the  world  with  bloody  stain  imbrued ; 
If,  for  a  friend  the  King  of  all,  we  owned, 
Our  prayer  to  him  should  for  thy  peace  arise, 
Since  thou  hast  pity  on  our  evil  plight. 
Of  whatsoe'er  to  hear  or  to  discourse 
It  pleases  thee,  that  will  we  hear,  of  that 
Freely  with  thee  discourse,  while  e'er  the  wind, 
As  now,  is  mute.    The  land,  that  gave  me  birth, 
Is  situate  on  the  coast,  where  Po  descends 
To  rest  in  ocean  with  his  sequent  streams. 

"  Love,  that  in  gentle  heart  is  quickly  learnt^ 
Entangled  him  by  that  fair  form,  from  me 
Ta  'en  in  such  cruel  sort,  as  grieves  me  still : 
Love,  that  denial  takes  from  none  beloved, 
Caught  me  with  pleasing  him  so  passing  weU, 
That,  as  thou  seest,  he  yet  deserts  me  not. 
Love  brought  us  to  one  death :  Catna  waiti 
The  1  oul,  who  spilt  our  life."    Such  weie 


DANTK  8810 

At  hearing  which  downward  I  bent  my  looks. 
And  held  them  there  so  long,  that  the  bard  cried : 
^  What  art  thou  pond'  ring  ?  "  I  in  answer  thus : 
^  Alas  !  by  what  sweet  thoughts,  what  fond  desire 
Most  they  at  length  to  that  ill  pass  have  reached  1  ^ 

Then  turning,  I  to  them  my  speech  addressed. 
And  thus  began :  '<  Francesca  I  your  sad  fate 
Even  to  tears  my  grief  and  pity  moves. 
But  tell  me ;  in  the  time  of  your  sweet  sighs, 
By  what,  and  how  love  granted,  that  ye  knew 
Tour  yet  uncertain  wishes  ?  "     She  replied : 
^No  greater  grief  than  to  remember  days 
Of  joy,  when  misery  is  at  hand  I     That  kens 
Thy  learned  instructor.     Yet  so  eagerly 
If  thoQ  art  bent  to  know  the  primal  root, 
From  whence  our  love  gat  being,  I  will  do. 
As  one,  who  weeps  and  tells  his  tale.     One  day. 
For  our  delight  we  read  of  Lancelot, 
How  him  love  thralled.     Alone  we  were,  and  no 
Suspicion  near  us.     Ofttimes  by  that  reading 
Our  Qyea  were  drawn  together,  and  the  hue 
Fled  from  our  altered  cheek.     But  at  one  point 
Alone  we  fell,     ^\llen  of  that  smile  we  read, 
The  wished  smile,  rapturously  kissed 
By  one  so  deep  in  love,  then  he,  who  ne'er 
From  m(*  shall  separate,  at  once  my  lips 
All  trembling  kissed.     The  book  and  writer  both 
Were  love's  purveyors.     In  its  leaves  that  day 
We  read  no  more."     While  thus  one  spirit  spake, 
The  other  wailed  so  sorely,  that  heart-struck 
I,  through  compassion  fainting,  seemed  not  far 
From  death,  and  like  a  corpse  fell  to  the  ground. 
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ia  tnirBl  MQiU  them  fonrard  thronp:h  the  fire  to  the  lam  AArent.  which  leadt  to 
tW  «arthlT  Parmillte,  situated  on  the  unnimit  of  the  mountain.  Ther  hare  not 
F«wd«d  maaj  ftepa  on  their  war  upward,  when  the  fall  of  ni^ht  hindem  there 
C"«  Koiag  farther ;  and  cor  Poet,  who  han  lain  down  with  Virgil  and  Statioi  to 
'Mibtholdtia  m  draam  two  lemalee,  fij^nrinfif  the  actire  and  contemplatire  life. 
^[R^iht  rttan  ol  moraing,  thay reach  the  heif^ht ;  and  here  VirgH  giret  Dante  fnH 
MttytaataUsawBplaMntaMl  Jadgmant  in  the  choice  of  hiawmj,  till  haahall 

^1  M  when  first 
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Above  Hesperian  Ebro ;  and  new  fires, 
Meridian,  flash  on  Ganges'  yellow  tide. 

So  day  was  sinking,  when  the  angel  of  Qod 
Appeared  before  us.    Joy  was  in  his  mien. 
Forth  of  the  flame  he  stood  upon  the  brink; 
And  with  a  voice,  whose  lively  clearDess  fax 
Surpassed  our  human,  "  Blessed  are  the  pure 
In  heart,"  he  sang:  then  near  him  as  we  came^ 
''Go  ye  not  further,  holy  spirits! "  he  cried, 
''Ere  the  fire  pierce  you:  enter  in;  and  list 
Attentive  to  the  song  ye  hear  from  thence.** 

I,  when  I  heard  his  saying,  was  as  one 
Laid  in  the  Grave.    My  hands  together  clasped^ 
And  upward  stretching,  on  the  fire  I  looked; 
And  busy  fancy  conjured  up  the  forms 
Erewhile  beheld  alive  consumed  in  flames. 

The  escorting  spirits  turned  with  gentle  looks 
Toward  me;  and  the  Mantuan  spake:  "My  son, 
Here  torment  thou  mayst  feel,  but  canst  not  death. 
Bemember  thee,  remember  thee,  if  I 
Safe  e'en  on  Geryon  brought  thee;  now  I  come 
More  near  to  GKkL,  wilt  thou  not  trust  me  now  ? 
Of  this  be  sure ;  though  in  its  womb  that  flame 
A  thousand  years  contained  thee,  from  thy  head 
No  hair  should  perish.     If  thou  doubt  my  truth. 
Approach;  and  with  thy  hands  thy  vesture's  hem 
Stretch  forth,  and  for  thyself  confirm  belief. 
Lay  now  all  f e>ar,  oh  I  lay  all  fear  aside. 
Turn  hither,  and  come  onward  undismayed." 
I  still,  though  conscience  urged,  no  step  advanced* 

When  still  he  saw  me  fixed  and  obstinate, 
Somewhat  disturbed  he  cried:  "Mark  now,  my  8OII9 
From  Beatrice  thou  art  by  this  wall 
Divided."    As  at  This  he's  name  the  eye 
Of  Pyramus  was  opened  (when  life  ebbed 
Fast  from  his  veins, )  and  took  one  parting  glance^ 
While  vermeil  dyed  the  mulberry  j  thus  I  turned 
To  my  sage  guide,  relenting,  when  I  heard 
The  name  that  springs  forever  in  my  breast. 

He  shook  his  forehead;  and,  "  How  long,"  he  aaid^ 
^Linger  we  now  ?"  then  smiled,  as  one  would  smile 
Jpon  a  child  that  eyes  the  fruit  and  yields. 
Into  the  fire  before  me  then  he  walked; 
And  Statins,  who  erewhile  no  little  space 
Had  parted  us,  he  prayed  to  come  behind. 
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I  would  have  cast  me  into  molten  glass 
To  cool  me,  when  I  entered;  so  intense 
Baged  the  conflagrant  mass.     The  sire  beloved. 
To  comfort  me,  as  he  proceeded,  still 
Of  Beatrice  talked.     '*  Her  eyes,"  saith  he, 
^E'en  now  I  seem  to  view."    From  the  other  side 
A  voice,  that  sang,  did  guide  us;  and  the  voice 
Following,  with  heedful  ear,  we  issued  forth, 
There  where  the  path  led  upward.     '^  Come,"  we  heard, 
^Come,  blessed  of  my  Father."    Such  the  sounds, 
That  hailed  us  from  within  a  light,  which  shone 
So  radiant,  I  could  not  endure  the  view. 
^The  sun,"  it  added,  '' hastes:  and  evening  comes. 
Delay  not:  ere  the  western  sky  is  hung 
With  blackness,  strive  ye  for  the  pass."    Our  way 
Upright  within  the  rock  arose,  and  faced 
Such  part  of  heaven,  that  from  before  my  steps 
The  beams  were  shrouded  of  the  sinking  sun. 

Nor  many  stairs  were  overpast,  when  now 
By  Ruling  of  the  shadow  we  perceived 
The  sun  behind  us  couched;  and  ere  one  face 
Of  darkness  o'er  its  measureless  expanse 
Involved  the  horizon,  and  the  night  her  lot 
Held  individual,  each  of  us  had  made 
A  stair  his  pallet;  not  that  will,  but  power, 
Had  failed  us,  by  the  nature  of  that  mount 
Forbidden  further  travel.     As  the  goats. 
That  late  have  skipt  and  wantoned  rapidly 
Upon  the  craggy  cliffs,  ere  they  had  ta'en 
Their  supper  on  the  herb,  now  silent  lie 
And  ruminate  beneath  the  umbrage  brown, 
While  noonday  rages ;  and  the  goatherd  leans 
Upon  his  staff,  and  leaning  watches  them: 
And  as  the  swain,  that  lodges  out  all  night 
In  quiet  by  his  flock,  lest  beast  of  prey 
Disperse  them :  even  so  all  three  abode, 
I  £i8  a  goat,  and  as  the  shepherds  they, 
Close  pent  on  either  side  by  shelving  rock. 

A  little  glimpse  of  sky  was  seen  above; 
Tet  by  that  little  I  beheld  the  stars, 
In  magnitude  and  lustre  shining  forth 
With  more  than  wonted  glory.     As  I  lay. 
Gazing  on  them,  and  in  that  fit  of  musing, 
Sleep  overcame  me,  sleep,  that  bringeth  oft 
Tidings  of  future  hap.    About  the  hour, 
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As  I  believey  when  Venas  from  the  east 
First  lightened  on  the  mountain,  she  whose  orb 
Seems  alway  glowing  with  the  fire  of  loye, 
A  lady  young  and  beautiful,  I  dreamed. 
Was  passing  o'er  a  lea ;  and,  as  she  came, 
Methought  I  saw  her  ever  and  anon 
Bending  to  cull  the  flowers ;  and  thus  she  sang : 
<<  Know  ye,  whoever  of  my  name  would  ask. 
That  I  am  Leah :  for  my  brow  to  weave 
A  garland,  these  fair  hajids  unwearied  ply. 
To  please  me  at  the  crystal  mirror,  here 
I  deck  me.    But  my  sister  Bachel,  she 
Before  her  glass  abides  the  livelong  day. 
Her  radiant  eyes  beholding,  charmed  no  less, 
Than  I  with  this  delightful  task.    Her  joy 
In  contemplation,  as  in  labor  mine.'' 

And  now  as  glimmering  dawn  appeared,  that  breaks 
More  welcome  to  the  pilgrim  still,  as  he 
Sojourns  less  distant  on  his  homeward  way. 
Darkness  from  all  sides  fled,  and  with  it  fled 
My  slumber ;  whence  I  rose,  and  saw  my  guide 
Already  risen.     **  That  delicious  fruit. 
Which  through  so  many  a  branch  the  zealous  care 
Of  mortals  roams  in  quest  of,  shall  this  day 
Appease  thy  hunger."     Such  the  words  I  heard 
From  Virgil's  lip :  and  neVer  greeting  heard. 
So  pleasant  as  the  sounds.    Within  me  straight 
Desire  so  grew  upon  desire  to  mount, 
Thenceforward  at  each  step  I  felt  the  wings 
Increasing  for  my  flight.     When  we  had  run 
O'er  all  the  ladder  to  its  topmost  round. 
As  there  we  stood,  on  me  the  Mantuan  fixed 
His  eyes,  and  thus  he  spake :  '^  Both  fires,  my  son, 
The  temporal  and  eternal,  thou  hast  seen ; 
And  art  arrived,  where  of  itself  ray  ken 
No  further  reaches.     I,  with  skill  and  art, 
Thus  far  have  drawn  thee.     Now  thy  pleasure  take 
For  guide.     Thou  hast  o'ercome  the  steeper  way, 
O'ercome  the  straiter.     Lo !  the  sun,  that  darts 
His  beam  upon  thy  forehead ;  lo  I  the  herb, 
The  arborets  and  flowers,  which  of  itself 
This  land  pours  forth  profuse.     Till  those  bright  eyes 
With  gladness  come,  which,  weeping,  made  me  haste 
To  succor  thee,  thou  mayst  or  seat  thee  down, 
Or  wander  where  thou  wilt.     Expect  no  more 
Sanction  of  warning  voice  or  sign  from  me. 
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Free  of  thy  own  arbitrement  to  choose, 
Discreety  judicious.     To  distrust  thy  sense 
Were  henceforth  error.    I  invest  thee  then 
With  crown  and  mitre,  sovereign  o'er  thysell^ 
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TtflShirt  deteendi  Irom  neareii,  ana  rebnket  the  poet 

Book  as  that  polar  light,  fair  ornament 

Of  the  first  heaven,  which  hath  never  known 

Setting  nor  rising,  nor  the  shadowy  veil 

Of  other  cloud  than  sin,  to  duty  there 

Each  one  convoying,  as  that  lower  doth 

The  steersman  to  his  port,  stood  firmly  fixed ; 

Forthwith  the  saintly  tribe,  who  in  the  van 

Between  the  Griffon  and  its  radiance  came. 

Did  turn  them  to  the  car,  as  to  their  rest: 

And  one,  as  if  commissioned  from  above, 

In  holy  chant  thrice  shouted  forth  aloud ; 

^  Come,  spouse  I  from  Libanus : "  and  all  the  rest 

Took  up  the  song.  —  At  the  last  audit,  so 

The  blest  shall  rise,  from  forth  his  cavern  each 

Uplifting  lightly  his  new-vested  flesh ; 

As,  on  the  sacred  litter  at  the  voice 

Authoritative  of  that  elder,  sprang 

A  hundred  iiiinisters  and  messengers 

Of  life  eternal.     "  Blessed  thou,  who  comest !  *' 

And,  "  Oh !  "  they  cried,  "  from  full  hands  scatter  ye 

Un withering  lilies  :  "  and,  so  saying,  cast 

Flowers  over  head  and  round  them  on  all  sides. 

I  have  beheld,  ere  now,  at  break  of  dtiy. 
The  eastern  clime  all  roseate ;  and  the  sky 
Opposed,  one  deep  and  Ix^autiful  serene ; 
And  the  sun's  face  so  sluwled,  and  with  mists 
AtU»mpTed.  at  his  rising,  that  the  eye 
liong  while  endured  the  sight:  thus,  in  a  cloud 
Of  flowers,  that  from  those  hands  angelic  rose, 
And  down  within  and  outside  of  the  car 
Fell  showering,  in  white  veil  with  olive  wreathed, 
A  virj^in  in  my  viow  appean»(l,  l)«Mieath 
Grffn  nnntlp,  n»ljed  in  hue  of  living  flame: 
Antl  <*Vr  my  sf»irit,  that  so  long  a  time 
Haii  from  Iht  |in»sence  frit  no  shuddering! 
Albeit  mine  eyes  discerned  her  not,  there  r 
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A  hidden  yirtoe  from  hetf  at  whose  touch 

The  power  of  ancient  love  was  strong  within  me. 

No  sooner  on  my  vision  streaming,  smote 
The  heavenly  influencey  which,  years  past,  and  e'ea 
In  childhood,  thrilled  me,  than  towards  Virgil  I 
Turned  me  to  leftward;  panting,  like  a  babe, 
That  flees  for  refuge  to  his  mother's  breast^ 
If  aught  have  terrified  or  worked  him  woe : 
And  would  have  cried,  '^  There  is  is  no  dram  of  blood* 
That  doth  not  quiver  in  me.     The  old  flame 
Throws  out  clear  tokens  of  reviving  fire." 
But  Virgil  had  bereaved  us  of  himself; 
Virgil,  my  best-loved  father;  Virgil,  he 
To  whom  I  gave  me  up  for  safety :  nor 
All,  our  prime  mother  lost,  availed  to  save 
My  undewed  cheeks  from  blur  of  soiling  tears. 

"  Dante  1  weep  not  that  Virgil  leaves  thee ;  naj^ 
Weep  thou  not  yet :  behoves  thee  feel  the  edge 
Of  other  sword ;  and  thou  shalt  weep  for  that.** 

As  to  the  prow  or  stem,  some  admiral 
Paces  the  deck,  inspiriting  his  crew. 
When  'mid  the  sail-yards  all  hands  ply  aloof; 
Thus,  on  the  left  side  of  the  car,  I  saw 
(Turning  me  at  the  sound  of  mine  own  name, 
Which  here  I  am  compelled  to  register) 
The  virgin  stationed,  who  before  appeared 
Veiled  in  that  festive  shower  angelicaL 

Towards  me,  across  the  stream,  she  bent  her  eyes ; 
Though  from  her  brow  the  veil  descending,  bound 
With  foliage  of  Minerva,  suffered  not 
That  I  beheld  her  clearly :  then  with  act 
Full  royal,  still  insulting  o'er  her  thrall, 
Added,  as  one  who,  speaking,  keepeth  back 
The  bitterest  saying,  to  conclude  the  speech: 
"  Observe  me  well.     I  am,  in  sooth,  I  am 
Beatrice.     What  !  and  hast  thou  deigned  at  last 
Approach  the  mountain  ?    Knewest  not,  0  man ! 
Thy  happiness  is  here  ?  "     Down  fell  mine  eyes 
On  the  clear  fount ;  but  there,  myself  espying, 
Becoiledy  and  sought  the  greensward ;  such  a  weighs 
Of  shame  was  on  my  forehead.    With  a  mien 
Of  that  stern  majesty,  which  doth  surround 
A  mother's  presence  to  her  awe-struck  child. 
She  looked ;  a  flavor  of  such  bitterness 
Was  mingled  in  her  pity.     There  her  words 
Brake  off  i  and  suddenly  the  angels  sang. 
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''In  thee,  0  g^raoions  Lordl  my  hope  hath  been: * 

Bat  went  no  further  than,  ^  Thou,  Lord  I  hast  set 

My  feet  in  ample  room."    As  snow,  that  lies. 

Amidst  the  living  rafters  on  the  back 

Of  Italy,  congealed,  when  drifted  high 

And  closely  piled  by  rough  Sclavonian  blasts ; 

Breathe  but  the  land  whereon  no  shadow  falls^ 

And  straightway  melting  it  distils  away. 

Like  a  fire-wasted  taper :  thus  was  I, 

Without  a  sigh  or  tear,  or  even  these 

Did  sing,  that,  with  the  chiming  of  heaven's  sphere 

Still  in  their  warbling  chime :  but  when  the  strain 

Of  dulcet  symphony  expressed  for  me 

Their  soft  compassion,  more  than  could  the  words, 

**  Virgin  I  why  so  consumest  him  ?  "  then,  the  ice 

Congealed  about  my  bosom  turned  itself 

To  spirit  and  water ;  and  with  anguish  forth 

Gushed,  through  the  lips  and  eyelids,  from  the  heart 

Upon  the  chariot's  same  edge  still  she  stood, 
Immovable;  and  thus  addressed  her  words 
To  those  bright  semblances  with  pity  touched: 
**  Ye  in  the  eternal  day  your  vigils  keep ; 
So  that  nor  night  nor  slumber,  with  close  stealth. 
Conveys  from  you  a  single  step,  in  all 
The  goings  on  of  time :  thence,  with  more  heed 
I  shape  mine  answer,  for  his  ear  intended. 
Who  there  stands  weeping ;  that  the  sorrow  now 
May  equal  the  transgression.    Not  alone 
Through  operation  of  the  mighty  orbs. 
That  mark  each  seed  to  some  predestined  aim, 
As  with  aspect  or  fortunate  or  ill 
The  constellations  meet ;  but  through  benign 
Largess  of  heavenly  graces,  which  rain  down 
From  such  a  height  as  mocks  our  vision,  this  man 
Was,  in  the  freshness  of  his  being,  such. 
So  gifted  virtually,  that  in  him 
All  better  habits  wonderously  had  thrived. 
The  more  of  kindly  strength  is  in  the  soil. 
So  much  doth  evil  seed  and  lack  of  culture 
Mar  it  the  more,  and  make  it  run  to  wildness. 
These  looks  sometime  upheld  him  ;  for  I  showed 
My  youthful  eyes,  and  led  him  by  their  light 
In  upright  walking.     Soon  as  I  had  reached 
The  threshold  of  my  second  age,  and  changed 
My  mortal  for  immortal ;  then  he  left  me, 
And  gave  himself  to  others.     When  from  flesh 
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To  spirit  I  had  risen,  and  increase 

Of  beanty  and  of  virtue  circled  me, 

I  was  less  dear  to  him,  and  valued  less. 

His  steps  were  turned  into  deceitful  ways,  * 

Following  false  images  of  good,  that  make 

No  promise  perfect.    Nor  availed  me  aught 

To  sue  for  inspirations,  with  the  which, 

I,  both  in  dreams  of  night,  and  otherwise. 

Did  call  him  back ;  of  them,  so  little  recked  him. 

Such  depth  he  fell,  that  all  device  was  short 

Of  his  preserving,  save  that  he  should  view 

The  children  of  perdition.     To  this  end 

I  visited  the  purlieus  of  the  dead : 

And  one,  who  hath  conducted  him  thus  high, 

Beceived  my  supplications  urged  with  weeping. 

It  were  a  breaking  of  Ood's  high  decree. 

If  Lethe  should  be  past,  and  such  food  tasted. 

Without  the  cost  of  some  repentant  tear.'' 
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Besferice  oontiDnes  her  reprehension  of  Dante,  who  confesses  his  error,  and  falls 
to  ths  ground  :  coming  to  himself  again,  he  is  by  Bffatilda  drawn  through  the  waters 
of  Lethe,  and  presented  first  to  the  four  virgins  who  fignre  the  cardinal  virtues ; 
these  fai  their  turn  lead  him  to  the  Griffon,  a  symbol  of  our  Saviour ;  and  the  three 
virgins,  representing  the  evangelical  virtues,  intercede  for  him  with  Beatrice,  that 
■be  would  display  to  him  her  second  beauty. 

"  0  THOU ! "  her  words  she  thus  without  delay 
Besuming,  turned  their  point  on  me,  to  whom 
They,  with  but  lateral  edge,  seemed  harsh  before : 
'^  Say  thou,  who  stand'st  beyond  the  holy  stream, 
If  this  be  true.     A  charge,  so  grievous,  needs 
Thine  own  avowal.''     On  my  faculty 
Such  strange  amazement  hung,  the  voice  expired 
Imperfect,  ere  its  organs  gave  it  birth. 

A  little  space  refraining,  then  she  spake : 
''  What  dost  thou  muse  on  ?    Answer  me.    The  WET# 
On  thy  remembrances  of  evil  yet 
Hath  done  no  injury."     A  mingled  sense 
Of  fear  and  of  confusion,  from  my  lips 

Did  such  a  "Yea"  produce,  as  needed  help  \..i^^ 

Of  vision  to  interpret.     As  when  breaks, 
In  act  to  be  discharged,  a  cross-bow  bent 
Beyond  its  pitch,  both  nerve  and  bow  o'erstrel 
The  flagging  weapon  feebly  hits  the  mark; 
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Thus,  tears  and  Bighs  forth  gnshing,  did  I  bnnt, 

B«Df  ath  the  heavy  load :  and  thus  m;  voice 

Was  slackened  od  its  way.     She  straight  began : 

"  Wheo  mj  desire  invited  thee  to  lave 

The  good,  which  sets  a  boand  to  our  aspirings ; 

What  bar  of  thwarting  foas  or  linked  chain 

Did  meet  tbee,  that  thou  su  shouldst  quit  the  hope 

Of  further  progress  ?  or  what  bait  of  ease. 

Or  promise  of  allurement,  led  thee  on 

Elsewhere,  that  thou  t'lsewhere  shouldst  rather  wutf  " 

A  bitter  sigh  I  drew,  then  scarce  found  voice 
To  answer ;  hardly  to  these  sounds  taj  lips 
Gave  utterance,  wailing;  "Thy  fair  looks  withdrawn. 
Things  present,  with  deceitful  pleasures,  turned 
Hy  steps  aside."    She  answering  spake :  "  Hadst  then 
Been  silent,  or  denied  what  thou  avow'st, 
Thou  hadst  not  hid  thy  sin  the  more;  such  eye 
Observes  it.     But  whene'er  the  sinner's  cheek 
Breaks  forth  into  the  precious-streaming  tears 
Of  self-accusing,  in  our  court  the  wheel 
Of  justice  doth  run  counter  to  the  edge. 
Howe'er,  that  thou  mayst  profit  by  thy  shune 
For  errors  past,  and  that  henceforth  more  strength 
Hay  arm  thee,  when  thou  hear'st  the  Siren-voioe: 
Lay  thou  aside  the  motive  of  this  grief, 
And  lend  attentive  ear,  while  I  unfold 
Row  opposite  a  way  my  buried  flesh 
Should  have  impelled  tbee.     Xever  didst  thoa  spy, 
In  art  or  nature,  aught  so  passing  sweet. 
As  were  the  limbs  that  in  their  beauteous  frame 
Enclosed  me,  and  are  scattered  now  in  dust. 
If  sweetest  thing  thus  failed  thee  with  my  death. 
What,  afterward,  of  mortal,  should  thy  wish 
Have  tempted  ?    When  thou  first  hadst  felt  the  dart 
Of  perishable  things,  in  my  departing 
For  better  realms,  thy  wing  thou  shouldst  hare  pruned 
To  follow  me ;  and  never  stooped  again, 
T'l  'bide  a  seomt]  blow,  fur  a  slight  girt. 
Or  othvr  gaud  l>  tviwintt  and  aa  rain. 
The  new  udgMti^Md  bird  awmita, 
Twice  it  BMif  tt^nSto.  Uw  fowler's  aim; 
But  in  the  ■ 
Ib< 
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And  she  resumed :  **  If,  but  to  hear,  thus  pains  thee ; 
Eaise  thou  thy  beard,  and  lo !  what  sight  shall  da^ 

With  less  reluctance  yields  a  sturdy  holm, 
Bent  from  its  fibres  by  a  blast,  that  blows 
From  off  the  pole,  or  from  larbas*  land, 
That  I  at  her  behest  iiiy  visage  raised : 
And  thus  the  face  denoting  l»y  the  lieard, 
I  marked  the  secret  sting  her  words  cooveyed. 

Ko  sooner  lifted  I  mine  aspect  up, 
Than  I  perceived  those  primal  creatures  cease 
Their  flowery  sprinkling;  and  mine  eyes  beheld 
(Yet  unassured  and  wavering  in  their  view) 
Beatrice ;  she,  who  towards  the  mystic  shape, 
That  joins  two  natures  in  one  form,  had  turned ; 
And,  even  under  shadow  of  her  veil, 
And  parted  by  the  verdant  rill  that  flowed 
Between,  in  loveliness  she  seemed  as  much 
Her  former  self  surpassing,  as  on  earth 
All  others  she  surpassed.    Bemorseful  goads 
Shot  sudden  through  me.    Each  thing  else,  the  more 
Its  love  had  late  beguiled  me,  now  the  more 
Was  loathsome.    On  my  heart  so  keenly  smote 
The  bitter  consciousness,  that  on  the  ground 
Cerpowered  I  fell :  and  what  my  state  was  then. 
She  knows,  who  was  the  cause.    When  now  my  strength 
Flowed  back,  returning  outward  from  the  hearty 
The  lady,  whom  alone  I  first  had  seen, 
I  found  above  me.     '*  Loose  me  not,"  she  cried: 
<<  Loose  not  thy  hold : "  and  lo  I  had  dragged  me  hij^ 
As  to  my  neck  into  the  stream ;  while  she. 
Still  as  she  drew  me  after,  swept  along, 
Swift  as  a  shuttle,  bounding  o'er  the  wave. 

The  blessed  shore  approaching,  then  was  heard 
So  sweetly,  *'  Tu  asperges  me,"  that  I 
May  not  remember,  much  less  tell  the  sound. 

The  beauteous  dame,  her  arms  expanding,  clasped 
My  temples,  and  immerged  roe  where  't  was  fit 
The  wave  should  drench  me :  and,  thence  raising  up 
Within  the  fourfold  dance  of  lovely  nymphs. 
Presented  me  so  laved ;  and  with  their  arm 
They  each  did  cover  me.     '<  Here  are  we  nymphs 
And  in  the  heaven  are  stars.    Or  ever  earih 
Was  visited  of  Beatrice,  we, 
Appointed  for  her  handmaids,  tended  on  hm 
We  to  her  eyes  will  lead  thee :  but  the  U|^ 
Of  gladness,  that  is  in  them,  well  to 
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Those  yonder  threei  of  deeper  ken  than  oon. 

Thy  sight  shall  quicken."    Thus  began  their  song : 

And  then  they  led  me  to  the  Griffon's  breast, 

Where,  turned  toward  us,  Beatrice  stood. 

^  Spare  not  thy  vision.     We  have  stationed  thee 

Before  the  emeralds,  whence  love,  erewhile, 

Hath  drawn  his  weapons  on  thee."    As  they  spake, 

A  thousand  fervent  wishes  riveted 

Mine  eyes  upon  her  beaming  eyes,  that  stood, 

Still  fixed  toward  the  Griffon,  motionless. 

As  the  sun  strikes  a  mirror,  even  thus 

Within  those  orbs  the  twofold  being  shone ; 

For  ever  varying,  in  one  figure  now 

Beflected,  now  in  other.     Reader!  muse 

How  wondrous  in  my  sight  it  seemed,  to  mark 

A  thing,  albeit  steadfast  in  itself, 

Tet  in  its  imaged  semblance  mutable. 

Full  of  amaze,  and  joyous,  while  my  soul 
Fed  on  the  viand,  whereof  still  desire 
Grows  with  satiety ;  the  other  three, 
With  gesture  that  declared  a  loftier  line, 
Advanced :  to  their  own  carol,  on  they  came 
Dancing,  in  festive  ring  angelical. 

**  Turn,  Beatrice  I "  was  their  song :  '^  Oh  1  torn 
Thy  saintly  sight  on  this  thy  faithful  one. 
Who,  to  behold  thee,  many  a  wearisome  pace 
Hath  measured.     Gracious  at  our  prayer,  vouchsafe 
Unveil  to  him  thy  cheeks ;  that  he  may  mark 
Thy  second  beauty,  now  concealed."     0  splendor  1 
0  sacred  light  eternal  I    Who  is  he. 
So  pale  with  musing  in  Pierian  shades. 
Or  with  that  fount  so  lavishly  imbued. 
Whose  spirit  should  not  fail  him  in  the  essay 
To  represent  thee  such  as  thou  didst  seem. 
When  under  cope  of  the  still-chiming  heaven 
Thou  gavest  to  open  air  thy  charms  revealed  ? 
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AGNES    MARY  FRANCES    ROBINSON    DARMESTETER. 

Dabmesteteb,  Agnes  Maby  Frances  (Robinson),  an  Eng- 
lish poet;  bom  in  Leamington,  1857.  She  has  attained  great 
proficiency  in  Greek  studies,  her  verse  showing  the  influence  of 
Hellenic  literature.  In  1888  she  married  James  Darmesteter,  the 
Orientalist.  '  Her  writings  include :  "  A  Handful  of  Honeysuckle  *' 
(1878)  ;  *' An  Italian  Garden"  (1886);  "Lyrics"  (1891);  and  "Ret- 
rospect" (1893);  "Life  of  Renan''  (1897). 

Tuscan  Cypbbbs. 

(RiSPBTTI.) 

What  good  is  there,  ah  me,  what  good  in  Loye  ? 

Since  even  if  you  love  me,  we  must  part ; 
And  since  for  either,  an  you  cared  enough, 

There 's  but  division  and  a  broken  heart  ? 

And  yet,  Grod  knows,  to  hear  you  say  —  My  dear  I 
I  would  lie  down  and  stretch  me  on  the  bier. 
And  yet  would  I,  to  hear  you  say  —  My  own  I 
With  mine  own  hands  drag  down  the  burial  stone. 

I  LOVE  you  more  than  any  words  can  say, 

And  yet  you  do  not  feel  I  love  you  so ; 
And  slowly  I  am  dying  day  by  day,  — 

You  look  at  me,  and  yet  you  do  not  know. 

You  look  at  me,  and  yet  you  do  not  fear ; 
You  do  not  see  the  mourners  with  the  bier. 
You  answer  when  I  speak,  and  wish  me  well, 
And  still  you  do  not  hear  the  passing-belL 

0  Love,  0  Love,  come  over  the  sea,  come  here. 

Gome  back  and  kiss  me  once  when  I  am  dead ! 
Come  back  and  lay  a  rose  upon  my  bier. 

Come,  light  the  tapers  at  my  feet  and  head. 
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Come  \mek  and  kiss  me  once  apon  the  eyes. 
So  I,  being  dead,  shall  dream  of  Paradiae; 
Come,  kneel  beside  me  once  and  say  a  pcajei^ 
So  shall  my  sonl  be  happy  anywhere. 

Whet  I  am  dead  and  I  am  quite  forgoti 

What  care  I  if  my  spirit  lives  or  dies  ? 
To  walk  with  angels  in  a  grassy  plot. 

And  plock  the  lilies  grown  in  Paradise  ? 

Ah,  no,  —  the  heaven  of  all  my  heart  has  been 
To  hear  your  voice  and  catch  the  sighs  between. 
Ah,  no,  —  the  better  heaven  I  fain  would  give^ 
But  in  a  cranny  of  your  soul  to  live. 

Ah  m,  you  well  might  wait  a  little  while^ 

And  not  forget  me,  Sweet,  until  I  die  I 
I  had  a  home,  a  little  distant  isle, 

With  shadowy  trees  and  tender  misty  sky. 

I  had  a  home !    It  was  less  dear  than  thou. 
And  I  forgot,  as  you  forget  me  now. 
I  had  a  home,  more  dear  than  I  can  tell. 
And  I  forgot,  but  now  remember  well. 

LovB  me  to-day  and  think  not  on  to-morrow ; 

Come,  take  my  hands,  and  lead  me  out  of  doors ; 
There  in  the  fields  let  us  forget  our  sorrow, 

Talking  of  Venice  and  Ionian  shores ;  ^- 

Talking  of  all  the  seas  innumerable 

Where  we  will  sail  and  sing  when  I  am  well ; 

Talking  of  Indian  roses  gold  and  red. 

Which  we  will  plait  in  wreaths  —  when  I  am  dead. 

Tkll  me  a  story,  dear,  that  is  not  true, 
Stranjfe  as  a  vision,  full  of  splendid  things: 

Here  will  I  lie  and  dream  it  is  not  you, 
And  dream  it  is  a  mocking-bird  that  sings. 

For  if  I  find  your  voice  in  any  part. 
Even  the  sound  of  it  will  break  my  heart; 
For  if  you  speak  of  us  and  of  our  love, 
I  faint  and  die  to  feel  the  thrill  thereoL 
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Lbt  118  forget  we  loved  each  other  mach^ 
Let  us  forget  we  ever  have  to  part ; 

Let  us  forget  that  any  look  or  touch 
Once  let  in  either  to  the  other's  heart. 

Only  we'll  sit  upon  the  daisied  grass, 
And  hear  the  larks  and  see  the  swallows  pass} 
Only  we  '11  live  awhile,  as  children  play, 
Witiiout  to-morroWy  without  yesterday. 

Fab,  far  away  and  in  the  middle  sea. 

So  still  I  dream,  although  the  dream  is  vain. 

There  lies  a  valley  full  of  rest  for  me, 
Where  I  shall  live  and  you  shall  love  again. 

O  ships  that  sail,  O  masts  against  the  sky, 
Will  you  not  stop  awhile  in  passing  by  ? 
O  prayers  that  hope,  0  faith  that  never  knew. 
Will  you  not  take  me  on  to  heaven  with  you  ? 

Ah,  Lovb,  I  cannot  die,  I  cannot  go 

Down  in  the  dark,  and  leave  you  all  alone : 

Ah,  hold  me  fast,  safe  in  the  warmth  I  know. 
And  never  shut  me  underneath  a  stone. 

Dead  in  the  grave !    And  I  can  never  hear 
If  you  are  ill  or  if  you  miss  me,  dear. 
Dead,  oh  my  Grod!  and  you  may  need  me  yet. 
While  I  shall  sleep,  while  I  —  while  I  —  forget  I 

Comb  away,  Sorrow,  Sorrow,  come  away  — 
Let  us  go  sit  in  some  cool,  shadowy  place ; 

There  shall  you  sing  and  bush  me  all  the  day. 
While  I  will  dream  about  my  lover's  face. 

Hush  me,  O  Sorrow,  like  a  babe  to  sleep, 
Then  close  the  lids  above  mine  eyes  that  weep ; 
Rock  me,  O  Sorrow,  like  a  babe  in  pain. 
Nor,  when  I  slumber,  wake  me  up  again. 
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Thb  Scape-goat. 

lired  in  a  horel  alone,  the  beautiful  child. 
Alas,  that  it  should  have  been  so  1 
But  her  father  died  of  the  drink,  and  the  sons  went  wild ) 
And  where  was  the  girl  to  go  ? 

Her  brothers  left  her  alone  in  the  lonely  hut 

Ah,  it  was  dreary  at  night 
When  the  wind  whistled  right  through  the  door  that  never  would 
shut, 

And  sent  her  sobbing  with  fright. 

Site  never  had  slept  alone ;  for  the  stifling  room 

Held  her,  brothers,  father  —  all. 
Ah,  better  their  violence,  better  their  threats,  than  the  gloom 

That  now  hung  close  as  a  pall ! 

When  the  hard  day's  washing  was  done,  it  was  sweeter  to  stand 

Hearkening  praises  and  vows, 
To  feel  her  cold  fingers  kept  warm  in  a  sheltering  handy 

Than  crouch  in  the  desolate  house. 

Ah,  me !  she  was  only  a  child ;  and  yet  so  aware 

Of  the  shame  which  follows  on  sin. 
A  poor,  lost,  terrified  child  I  she  stept  in  the  snare. 

Knowing  the  toils  she  was  in. 

Yet  now,  when  I  watch  her  pass  with  a  heavy  reel. 

Shouting  her  villanous  song, 
Is  it  only  pity  or  shame,  do  you  think,  that  I  feel 

For  the  infinite  sorrow  and  wrong  ? 

With  a  sick,  strange  wonder  I  ask,  Wlio  shall  answer  the  sin. 

Thou,  lover,  brothers  of  thine  ? 
Or  he  who  left  standing  thy  hovel  to  perish  in  ? 

Or  I,  who  gave  no  sign  ? 
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CHARLES  ROBERT  DARWIN. 

Dabwin,  Charles  Robert,  a  celebrated  English  naturalist ;  bom 
February  12,  1809;  died  April  19,  1882.  He  studied  two  years  at 
Edinburgh  University,  and  then  entered  Christ  College,  Cambridge, 
where  he  received  his  bachelor's  degree  in  1831.  In  December  of 
the  same  year  he  volunteered  to  go  as  naturalist  with  Captain  Fitz- 
roy  of  H.  M.  S.  Beagle,  for  a  survey  of  South  America  and  the  cir- 
cumnavigation of  the  globe.  They  returned  in  1836.  Darwin's  life 
was  devoted  to  science.  His  earliest  well-kuown  work  is  *'  The 
Voyage  of  a  Naturalist :  a  Journal  of  Researches  into  the  Geology 
and  Natural  History  of  the  Various  Countries  Visited  by  H.  M.  S. 
Beagle  "  (1839).  He  wrote  the  introduction  and  many  of  the  notes 
to  the  "  Zoology  of  the  Voyage  of  H.  M.  S.  Beagle,"  published  by  the 
government  in  1840-43  ;  "The  Structure  and  Distribution  of  Coral 
Reefs"  (1842);  "Geological  Observations  on  Volcanic  Islands'' 
(1844)  ;  "  Geological  Observations  on  South  America "  (1846)  ; 
'*  Monograph  of  the  Family  Cirripedia"  (1851-53);  *'The  Origin 
of  Species  by  Means  of  Natural  Selection,  or  the  Preservation  of 
Favored  Eaces  in  the  Struggle  for  Life  "  (1859) ;  **  Fertilization  of 
Orchids  "  (1862)  ;  **  Movement  in  Climbing  Plants  "  (1865) ;  "  Varia- 
tions  of  Plants  and  Animals  Under  Domestication  "  (1868)  ;  "  The 
Descent  of  Man  and  Selection  in  Relation  to  Sex"  (1871);  "Ex- 
pression of  the  Emotions  in  Man  and  Animals  "  (1872) ;  "  Insectiv- 
orous Plants  "  (1875) ;  The  Effects  of  Cross  and  Self-fertilization 
in  the  Vegetable  Kingdom "  (1876)  ''Different  Forms  of  Flowers  in 
Plants  of  the  Same  Species "  (1877) ;  "  Power  of  Movement  in 
Plants  '*  (1880)  ;  and  "  The  Formation  of  Vegetable  Mould  Through 
the  Action  of  Worms,  with  Observations  on  their  Habits  **  (1881). 

COMPABISON  OF  THE  MeNTAL  PoWERS  OF  MaN  AND  THE 

Lower  Animals. 

(From  "The  Descent  of  Man") 

We  have  seen  in  the  last  two  chapters  that  man  bears  in  his 
bodily  structure  clear  traces  of  his  descent  from  some  lower 
form;  but  it  may  be  urged  that,  as  man  differs  so  greatly  in 
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kit  mental  power  from  all  other  animals,  there  must  be  some 
error  in  this  conclusion.  No  doubt  the  difiference  in  this  re- 
spect is  enormous,  even  if  we  compare  the  mind  of  one  of  the 
lowest  savages,  who  has  no  words  to  express  any  number  higher 
than  four,  and  who  uses  hardly  any  abstract  terms  for  common 
objecta  or  for  the  a£FectioDS,  with  that  of  the  most  highly 
organixed  ape.  The  difference  would,  no  doubt,  still  remain 
immense,  even  if  one  of  the  higher  apes  had  been  improved  or 
civilized  as  much  as  a  dog  has  been  in  comparison  with  its 
parent-form,  the  wolf  or  jackal.  The  Fuegians  rank  amongst 
the  lowest  barbarians,  but  I  was  continually  struck  with  sur- 
prise how  closely  the  three  natives  on  board  H.M.S.  ^Beagle," 
who  had  lived  some  years  in  England  and  could  talk  a  little 
English,  resembled  us  in  disposition  and  in  most  of  our  mental 
bcoltieo.  If  no  organic  being  excepting  man  had  possessed 
any  mental  power,  or  if  his  powers  had  been  of  a  wholly  differ- 
ent nature  from  those  of  the  lower  animals,  then  we  should 
never  have  been  able  to  convince  ourselves  that  our  high  facul- 
ties had  been  gradually  developed.  But  it  can  be  shown  that 
there  is  no  fundamental  difference  of  this  kind.  We  must  also 
admit  that  there  is  a  much  wider  interval  in  mental  power 
between  one  of  the  lowest  fishes,  as  a  lamprey  or  lancelet,  and 
otte  of  the  higher  apes,  than  between  an  ape  and  man;  yet  this 
interval  is  filled  up  by  numberless  gradations. 

Nor  is  the  difference  slight  in  moral  disposition  between  a 
barbarian,  such  as  the  man  described  by  the  old  navigator 
Byron,  who  dashed  his  child  on  the  rocks  for  dropping  a  basket 
of  sea-urchins,  and  a  Howard  or  Clarkson;  and  in  intellect 
between  a  savage  who  uses  hardly  any  abstract  terras,  and  a 
Newton  or  Shakespeare.  Differences  of  this  kind  between  the 
highest  men  of  the  highest  races  and  the  lowest  savages,  are 
connected  by  the  finest  gradations.  Therefore  it  is  possible 
that  they  might  pass  and  be  developed  into  each  other. 

My  object  in  this  chapter  is  to  show  that  there  is  no  funda- 
mental difference  between  man  and  the  hiirher  mammals  in 
their  mental  faculties.  Each  division  of  the  subject  might 
have  been  extended  into  a  separate  essay,  but  must  here  be 
treated  briefly.  As  no  classification  of  the  mental  powers  has 
been  universally  accepted,  I  shall  arrange  my  remarks  in  the 
order  mrjst  convenient  for  my  purpose;  and  will  select  those 
fmciM  which  have  struck  me  most,  with  the  hope  that  they  may 
produce  some  effect  on  the  reader. 
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With  respect  to  animals  very  low  in  the  scale,  I  shall  give 
some  additional  facts  under  Sexual  Selection,  showing  that 
their  mental  powers  are  much  higher  than  might  have  been 
expected.  The  variability  of  the  faculties  in  the  individuals  of 
the  same  species  is  an  important  point  for  us,  and  some  few 
illustrations  will  here  be  given.  But  it  would  be  superfluous 
to  enter  into  many  details  on  this  head,  for  I  have  found,  on 
frequent  inquiry,  that  it  is  the  unanimous  opinion  of  all  those 
who  have  long  attended  to  animals  of  many  kinds,  including 
birds,  that  the  individuals  differ  greatly  in  every  mental  char- 
acteristic. In  what  manner  the  mental  powers  were  first  devel- 
oped in  the  lowest  organisms,  is  as  hopeless  an  inquiry  as  how 
life  itself  first  originated.  These  are  problems  for  the  distant 
future,  if  they  are  ever  to  be  solved  by  man. 

As  man  possesses  the  same  senses  as  the  lower  animals,  his 
fundamental  intuitions  must  be  the  same.  Man  has  also  some 
few  instincts  in  common,  as  that  of  self-preservation,  sexual 
love,  the  love  of  the  mother  for  her  new-born  offspring,  the  de- 
sire possessed  by  the  latter  to  suck,  and  so  forth.  But  man, 
perhaps,  has  somewhat  fewer  instincts  than  those  possessed  by 
the  animals  which  come  next  to  him  in  the  series.  The  orang 
in  the  Eastern  islands,  and  the  chimpanzee  in  Africa,  build 
platforms  on  which  they  sleep ;  and,  as  both  species  follow  the 
same  habit,  it  might  be  argued  that  this  was  due  to  instinct, 
but  we  cannot  feel  sure  that  it  is  not  the  result  of  both  animals 
having  similar  wants,  and  possessing  similar  powers  of  reason- 
ing. These  apes,  as  we  may  assume,  avoid  the  many  poisonous 
fruits  of  the  tropics,  and  man  has  no  such  knowledge :  but  as 
our  domestic  animals,  when  taken  to  foreign  lands,  and  when 
first  turned  out  in  the  spring,  often  eat  poisonous  herbs,  which 
tfaey  afterwards  avoid,  we  cannot  feel  sure  that  the  apes  do  not 
learn  from  their  own  experience  or  from  that  of  their  parents 
what  fruits  to  select.  It  is,  however,  certain,  as  we  shall  pres- 
Vtly  see,  that  apes  have  an  instinctive  dread  of  serpents,  and 
robably  of  other  dangerous  animals. 

The  fewness  and  the  comparative  simplicity  of  the  instincts 
ill  the  higher  animals  are  remarkable  in  contrast  with  those  of 
tfie  lower  animals.  Cuvier  maintained  that  instinct  and  intel- 
ligenoe  stand  in  an  inverse  ratio  to  each  other;  and  some  have 
fhoQght  that  the  intellectual  faculties  of  the  higher  animals 
have  been  gradually  developed  from  their  instincts.  But 
Fouohet,  in  an  interesting  essay,  has  shown  that  no  such  inverse 


CHARLES  ROBERT  DARWIN.  3387 

rmtio  really  exists.  Those  insects  which  possess  the  most 
wonderfal  instincts  are  certainly  the  most  intelligent  In  the 
Tetebrate  series,  the  least  intelligent  members,  namely  fishes 
and  amphibians,  do  not  possess  complex  instincts ;  and  amongst 
mammals  the  animal  most  remarkable  for  its  instincts,  namely, 
the  beaver,  is  highly  intelligent,  as  will  be  admitted  by  every 
one  who  has  read  Mr.  Morgan's  excellent  work. 

Although  the  first  dawnings  of  intelligence,  according  to 
Mr.  Herbert  Spencer,  have  been  developed  through  the  multi- 
plication and  co-ordination  of  reflex  actions,  and  although 
many  of  the  simpler  instincts  graduate  into  reflex  actions,  and 
can  hardly  be  distinguished  from  them,  as  in  the  case  of  young 
animals  sucking,  yet  the  more  complex  instincts  seem  to  have 
originated  independently  of  intelligence.  I  am,  however,  very 
Csr  from  wishing  to  deny  that  instinctive  actions  may  lose  their 
fixed  and  untaught  character,  and  be  replaced  by  others  per- 
formed by  the  aid  of  the  free  will.  On  the  other  hand,  some 
intelligent  actions,  after  being  performed  during  several  gene- 
raliona,  become  converted  into  instincts  and  are  inherited,  as 
when  birds  on  oceanic  islands  learn  to  avoid  man.  These 
actions  may  then  be  sn id  to  be  degraded  in  character,  for  they 
are  no  longer  performed  through  reason  or  from  experience. 
But  the  greater  number  of  the  more  complex  instincts  appear 
to  have  been  gained  in  a  wholly  different  manner,  through 
tlie  natural  selection  of  variations  of  simpler  instinctive  actions. 
Such  variations  appear  to  arise  from  the  same  unknown  causes 
acting  on  the  cerebral  organization,  which  induce  slight  varia- 
tioiis  or  individual  differences  in  other  parts  of  the  body;  and 
tbea*>  variations,  owing  to  our  i^orance,  are  often  said  to  arise 
spontaneously.  We  can,  I  think,  come  to  no  other  conclusion 
with  respect  to  the  origin  of  the  more  complex  instincts,  when 

refl€H!t  on  the  marvellous  instincts  of  sterile  worker-ants  and 
which  leave  no  offspring  to  inherit  the  effects  of  experi- 
ence and  of  modified  habits. 

Although,  as  we  Icam  from  the  abore-montioned  insects  and 
the  beaver,  a  high  degree  of  intelligence  is  certainly  compati- 
ble with  complex  instincts,  and  although  actions  at  first 
learned  voluntarily  can  soon  through  habit  be  performed  with 
the  quickness  and  certainty  of  a  reflex  action,  yet  it  is  not 
improbable  that  there  is  a  certain  amount  of  interference  be- 
tween the  development  of  free  intolligonco  and  of  instinct,  — 
which  latter  implies  S(mie  inherited  modificati(m  of  the  brain. 
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Little  is  known  about  the  functions  of  the  brain,  but  we  can 
perceiTC  that  as  the  intellectual  powers  become  highly  devel- 
oped, the  various  parts  of  the  brain  must  be  connected  bj  very 
intricate  channels  of  the  freest  intercommunication ;  and  as  a 
consequence,  each  separate  part  would  perhaps  tend  to  be  less 
well  fitted  to  answer  to  particular  sensations  or  associations  in 
a  definite  and  inherited  —  that  is  instinctive  —  manner.  There 
seems  even  to  exist  some  relation  between  a  low  degree  of  in- 
telligence and  a  strong  tendency  to  the  formation  of  fixed, 
though  not  inherited  habits ;  for  as  a  sagacious  physician  re- 
marked to  me,  persons  who  are  slightly  imbecile  tend  to  act  in 
everything  by  routine  or  habit;  and  they  are  rendered  much 
happier  if  this  is  encouraged. 

I  have  thought  this  digression  worth  giving,  because  we  may 
easily  underrate  the  mental  powers  of  the  higher  animals,  and 
especially  of  man,  when  we  compare  their  actions  founded  on 
the  memory  of  past  events,  on  foresight,  reason,  and  imagina- 
tion, with  exactly  similar  actions  instinctively  performed  by 
the  lower  animals ;  in  this  latter  case  the  capacity  of  perform- 
ing such  actions  has  been  gained,  step  by  step,  through  the 
variability  of  the  mental  organs  and  natural  selection,  without 
any  conscious  intelligence  on  the  part  of  the  animal  during  each 
successive  generation.  No  doubt,  as  Mr.  Wallace  has  argued, 
much  of  the  intelligent  work  done  by  man  is  due  to  imitation 
and  not  to  reason ;  but  there  is  this  great  difference  between 
his  actions  and  many  of  those  performed  by  the  lower  animals, 
namely,  that  man  cannot,  on  his  first  trial,  make,  for  instance, 
a  stone  hatchet  or  a  canoe,  through  his  power  of  imitation. 
He  has  to  learn  his  work  by  practice;  a  beaver,  on  the  other 
hand,  can  make  its  dam  or  canal,  and  a  bird  its  nest,  as  well, 
or  nearly  as  well,  and  a  spider  its  wonderful  web,  quite  as  well, 
the  first  time  it  tries,  as  when  old  and  experienced. 

To  return  to  our  immediate  subject:  the  lower  animals,  like 
man,  manifestly  feel  pleasure  and  pain,  happiness  and  misery. 
Happiness  is  never  better  exhibited  than  by  young  animals, 
such  as  puppies,  kittens,  lambs,  etc.,  when  playing  together, 
like  our  own  children.  Even  insects  play  together,  as  has 
been  described  by  that  excellent  observer,  P.  Huber,  who  saw 
ants  chasing  and  pretending  to  bite  each  other,  like  so  many 
puppies. 

The  fact  that  the  lower  animals  are  excited  by  the  same 
emotions  as  ourselves  is  so  well  established,  that  it  will  not  be 
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to  weary  the  reader  by  many  details.  Terror  acts  in 
tiie  same  maimer  on  them  as  on  us,  causing  the  muscles  to 
tremble,  the  heart  to  palpitate,  the  sphincters  to  be  relaxed, 
and  the  hair  to  stand  on  end  Suspicion,  the  offspring  of  fear, 
is  eminently  characteristic  of  most  wild  animals.  It  is,  I 
think,  impossible  to  read  the  account  given  by  Sir  £.  Tenneut, 
of  the  behavior  of  the  female  elephants,  used  as  decoys,  with- 
oat  admitting  that  they  intentionally  practice  deceit,  and  well 
know  what  they  are  about  Courage  and  timidity  are  extremely 
variable  qualities  in  the  individuals  of  the  same  species,  as  is 
plainly  seen  in  our  dogs.  Some  dogs  and  horses  are  ill- 
tempered,  and  easily  turn  sulky;  others  are  good-tempered; 
and  these  qualities  are  certainly  inherited.  Every  one  knows 
how  liable  animals  are  to  furious  rage,  and  how  plainly  they 
show  it  Many,  and  probably  true,  anecdotes  have  been  pub- 
lished on  the  long-delayed  aud  artful  revenge  of  various  animals. 
The  accurate  Rengger,  and  Brehm,  state  that  the  American 
and  African  monkeys  which  they  kept  tame,  certainly  revenged 
themselves.  Sir  Andrew  Smith,  a  zoologist  whose  scrupulous 
aecuracy  was  known  to  many  persons,  told  me  the  following 
story  of  which  he  was  himself  an  eye-witness:  at  the  Cape  of 
Good  Hope  an  officer  had  often  plagued  a  certain  baboon,  and 
the  animal,  seeing  him  approaching  one  Sunday  for  parade, 
poared  water  into  a  hole  and  hastily  made  some  thick  mud, 
which  he  skilfully  dashed  over  the  officer  as  he  passed  by,  to 
the  amusement  of  many  bystanders.  For  long  afterwards  the 
fa^booQ  rejoiced  and  triumphed  whenever  he  saw  his  victim. 

The  love  of  a  dog  for  his  master  is  notorious;  as  an  old 
writer  quaintly  says,  '^  A  dog  is  the  only  thing  on  this  earth 
that  luvs  you  more  than  he  luvs  himself." 

In  the  agony  of  death  a  dog  has  been  known  to  caress  his 
master,  and  every  one  has  heard  of  the  dog  suffering  under 
ririsectiun,  who  licked  the  hand  of  the  operator;  this  man, 
unless  the  0(>eration  was  fully  justified  by  an  increase  of  our 
knowIed«^,  or  unless  he  had  a  heart  of  stone,  must  have  felt 
r»*mur»e  to  tlie  last  hour  of  his  life. 

As  Whewell  has  well  asked,  ''  Who  that  reads  the  touching 
instances  of  maternal  affection,  related  so  often  of  the  women 
of  sll  nations,  and  of  the  femah^s  of  all  animals,  can  doubt  that 
the  principle  of  action  is  the  same  in  the  two  cases  ?  "  We  see 
maternal  affection  exhibited  in  the  must  triflint?  details;  thus 
Renjrger   observed   an   American  monkey  (a  Cebus)  carefully 
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driving  away  the  flies  which  plagued  her  infant;  and  DuTaucel 
saw  a  Hylobates  washing  tiie  faces  of  her  young  ones  in  a 
stream.  So  intense  is  the  grief  of  female  monkeys  for  the  loss 
of  their  young,  that  it  invariably  caused  the  death  of  certain 
kinds  kept  under  confinement  by  Brehm  in  North  Africa. 
Orphan  monkeys  were  always  adopted  and  carefully  guarded  by 
the  other  monkeys,  both  males  and  females.  One  female  baboon 
had  so  capacious  a  heart  that  she  not  only  adopted  young  mon- 
keys of  other  species,  but  stole  young  dogs  and  cats,  which  she 
continually  carried  about  Her  kindness,  however,  did  not  go 
so  far  as  to  share  her  food  with  her  adopted  offspring,  at  which 
Brehm  was  surprised,  as  his  monkeys  always  divided  every- 
thing quite  fairly  with  their  own  young  ones.  An  adopted 
kitten  scratched  this  affectionate  baboon,  who  certainly  had  a 
fine  intellect,  for  she  was  much  astonished  at  being  scratched, 
and  immediately  examined  the  kitten's  feet,  and  without  more 
ado  bit  off  the  claws.  In  the  Zoological  Gardens,  I  heard  from 
the  keeper  that  an  old  baboon  (C.  chacma)  had  adopted  a 
Bhesus  monkey;  but  when  a  young  drill  and  mandrill  were 
placed  in  the  cage,  she  seemed  to  perceive  that  these  monkeys, 
though  distinct  species,  were  her  nearer  relatives,  for  she  at 
once  rejected  the  Rhesus  and  adopted  both  of  them.  The 
young  Rhesus,  as  I  saw,  was  greatly  discontented  at  being  thus 
rejected,  and  it  would,  like  a  naughty  child,  annoy  and  attack 
the  young  drill  and  mandrill  whenever  it  could  do  so  with 
safety;  this  conduct  exciting  great  indignation  in  the  old 
baboon.  Monkeys  will  also,  according  to  Brehm,  defend  their 
master  when  attacked  by  any  one,  as  well  as  dogs  to  whom  they 
are  attached,  from  the  attacks  of  other  dogs.  But  we  here 
trench  on  the  subjects  of  sympathy  and  fidelity,  to  which  I  shall 
recur.  Some  of  Brehm's  monkeys  took  much  delight  in  teasing 
a  certain  old  dog  whom  they  disliked,  as  well  as  other  animals, 
in  various  ingenious  ways. 

Most  of  the  more  complex  emotions  are  common  to  the 
higher  animals  and  ourselves.  Every  one  has  seen  how  jealous 
a  dog  is  of  his  master's  affection,  if  lavished  on  any  other  crea- 
ture ;  and  I  have  observed  the  same  fact  with  monkeys.  This 
shows  that  animals  not  only  love,  but  have  desire  to  be  loved. 
Animals  manifestly  feel  emulation.  They  love  approbation  or 
praise ;  and  a  dog  carrying  a  basket  for  his  master  exhibits  in 
a  high  degree  self-complacency  or  pride.  There  can,  I  think,  be 
no  doubt  that  a  dog  feels  shame,  as  distinct  from  fear,  and 
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•omething  rery  like  modesty  when  begging  too  often  for  food. 
A  great  dog  scorns  the  snarling  of  a  little  dog,  and  this  may  be 
called  magnanimity.  Several  observers  have  stated  that  mon- 
keys certainly  dislike  being  laughed  at ;  and  they  sometimes 
invent  imaginary  offences.  In  the  Zoological  Gardens  I  saw  a 
baboon  who  always  got  into  a  furious  rage  when  his  keeper  took 
out  a  letter  or  book  and  read  it  aloud  to  him ;  and  his  rage  was 
ao  violent  that,  as  I  witnessed  on  one  occasion,  he  bit  his  own 
leg  till  the  blood  flowed.  Dogs  show  what  may  be  called  a 
sense  of  humor,  as  distinct  from  mere  play ;  if  a  bit  of  stick  or 
oCher  such  object  be  thrown  to  one,  he  will  often  carry  it  away 
for  a  short  distance;  and  then  squatting  down  with  it  on  the 
ground  close  before  him,  will  wait  until  his  master  comes  quite 
close  to  take  it  away.  The  dog  will  then  seize  it  and  rush  away 
in  triumph,  repeating  the  same  manoeuvre,  and  evidently  enjoy* 
ing  the  practical  joke. 

We  will  now  turn  to  the  more  intellectual  emotions  and  fac- 
ilities, which  are  very  important,  as  forming  the  basis  for  the 
development  of  the  higher  mental  powers.  Animals  manifestly 
enjoy  excitement,  and  suffer  from  eunui,  as  may  be  seen  with 
dogs,  and,  according:  to  Renggcr,  with  monkeys.  All  animals 
feel  Wonder,  and  may  exhibit  Curiosity.  They  sometimes 
soffer  from  this  latter  quality,  as  when  the  hunter  plays  antics 
and  thus  attracts  them  ;  I  witnessed  this  with  deer,  and  so  it  is 
with  the  wary  chamois,  and  with  some  kinds  of  wild-ducks. 
Brehm  gives  a  curious  account  of  the  instinctive  dread,  which 
his  monkeys  exhibited,  for  snakes  ;  but  their  curiosity  was  so 
great  that  they  could  not  desist  from  occasionally  satiating  their 
horror  in  a  most  human  fashion,  by  lifting  up  the  lid  of  the  box 
in  which  the  snakes  were  kept.  1  was  so  much  surprised  at  his 
aecoont,  that  I  took  a  stuffed  and  coiled-up  snake  into  the 
monkey-house  at  the  Zoological  Gardens,  and  the  excitement 
thus  caused  was  one  of  the  most  curious  8|>ectaclc8  which  I  ever 
beheld.  Three  species  of  Cercopithecus  were  the  most  alarmed  ; 
they  dashed  about  their  cages,  and  uttered  sharp  signal  cries  of 
danger,  which  were  understood  by  the  other  monkeys.  A  few 
young  monkeys  and  one  old  Anuhis  bal>oon  alone  took  no  notice 
of  the  snake.  I  then  placed  the  stuffed  Hf>ecimen  on  the  ground 
in  one  of  the  larger  compartments.  After  a  time  all  the  mon- 
keys collected  round  it  in  a  large-circle,  and  staring  intently, 
presented  a  most  ludicrous  appearance.  They  became  extremely 
nervous;  so  that  when  a  wooden  bull,  with  which  they  were 
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familiar  as  a  plaything,  was  accidentally  moved  in  the  straw, 
under  which  it  was  partly  hidden,  they  all  instantly  started 
away.  These  monkeys  behaved  very  differently  when  a  dead 
fish,  a  mouse,  a  living  turtle,  and  other  new  objects  were  placed 
in  their  cages;  for  though  at  first  frightened,  they  soon  ap- 
proached, handled  and  examined  them.  I  then  placed  a  live 
snake  in  a  paper  bag,  with  the  mouth  loosely  closed,  in  one  of 
the  larger  compartments.  One  of  the  monkeys  immediately 
approached,  cautiously  opened  the  bag  a  little,  peeped  in,  and 
instantly  dashed  away.  Then  I  witnessed  what  Brehm  has 
described,  for  monkey  after  monkey,  with  head  raised  high  and 
turned  on  one  side,  could  not  resist  taking  a  momentary  peep 
into  the  upright  bag,  at  the  dreadful  object  lying  quietly  at  the 
bottom.  It  would  almost  appear  as  if  monkeys  had  some  notion 
of  zoological  affinities,  for  those  kept  by  Brehm  exiiibited  a 
strange,  though  mistaken,  instinctive  dread  of  innocent  lizards 
and  frogs.  An  orang,  also,  has  been  known  to  be  much  alarmed 
at  the  first  sight  of  a  turtle. 

The  principle  of  Imitation  is  strong  in  man,  and  especially, 
as  I  have  myself  observed,  with  savages.  In  certain  morbid 
states  of  the  brain  this  tendency  is  exaggerated  in  an  extraordi- 
nary degree  ;  some  hemiplegic  patients  and  others,  at  the  com- 
mencement of  inflammatory  softening  of  the  brain,  unconsciously 
imitate  every  word  which  is  uttered,  whether  in  their  own  or  in 
a  foreign  language,  and  every  gesture  or  action  which  is  per- 
formed near  them.  Desor  has  remarked  that  no  animal  volun- 
tarily imitates  an  action  performed  by  man,  until  in  the  ascend- 
ing scale  we  come  to  monkeys,  which  are  well  known  to  be 
ridiculous  mockers.  Animals,  however,  sometimes  imitate  each 
other's  actions:  thus  two  species  of  wolves,  which  had  been 
reared  by  dogs,  learned  to  bark,  as  does  sometimes  the  jackal, 
bat  whether  this  can  bo  called  voluntary  imitation  is  another 
question.  Birds  imitate  the  songs  of  their  parents,  and  some- 
times of  other  birds ;  and  parrots  are  notorious  imitators  of  any 
Mund  which  they  often  hear.  Dureau  de  la  Malle  gives  an 
ioooant  of  a  dog  reared  by  a  cat,  who  learned  to  imitate  the 
well-known  action  of  a  cat  licking  her  paws,  and  thus  washing 
lier  ears  and  face;  this  was  also  witnessed  by  the  celebrated 
Bttoralist  Audouin.  I  have  received  several  confirmatory 
MOOunts ;  in  one  of  these,  a  dog  had  not  been  suckled  by  a  cat, 
it  had  been  brought  up  with  one,  together  with  kittens,  and 
id  thus  acquired  the  above  habit,  which  he  ever  afterwards 
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practised  during  his  life  of  thirteen  years.  Dureau  de  la  Malleus 
dog  likewise  learned  from  the  kittens  to  play  with  a  ball  by  roll- 
ing it  about  with  his  fore  paws,  and  springing  on  it.  A  corre- 
spoodent  assures  me  that  a  cat  in  his  house  used  to  put  her  paws 
into  jugs  of  milk  having  too  narrow  a  mouth  for  her  head.  A 
kitten  of  this  cat  soon  learned  the  same  trick,  and  practised  it 
CTer  afterwards,  whenever  there  was  au  opportunity. 

The  parents  of  many  animals,  trusting  to  the  principle  of 
imitation  in  their  young,  and  more  especially  to  their  instinctive 
or  inherited  tendencies,  may  be  said  to  educate  them.  We  see 
this  when  a  cat  brings  a  live  mouse  to  her  kittens  ;  and  Dureau 
de  la  Malle  has  given  a  curious  account  (in  the  paper  above 
quoted)  of  his  observations  on  hawks  which  taught  their  young 
dexterity,  as  well  as  judgment  of  distances,  by  first  dropping 
through  the  air  dead  mice  and  sparrows,  which  the  young  gen- 
erally fail  to  catchy  and  then  bringing  them  live  birds  and 
letting  them  loose. 

Hardly  any  faculty  is  more  important  for  the  intellectual 
progress  of  man  than  Attention.  Animals  clearly  manifest  this 
power,  as  when  a  cat  watches  by  a  hole  and  prepares  to  spring 
OQ  its  prey.  Wild  animals  sometimes  become  so  absorbed  when 
thos  engaged,  that  they  may  bo  easily  approached.  Mr.  Bartlett 
has  given  me  a  curious  proof  how  variable  this  faculty  is  in 
aaonkeys.  A  man  who  trains  monkeys  to  act  in  plays  used  to 
porchase  common  kinds  from  the  Zoological  Society  at  the  price 
of  five  pounds  for  each ;  but  he  offered  to  give  double  the  price, 
if  be  might  keep  three  or  four  of  them  for  a  few  days,  in  order 
to  select  one.  When  asked  how  he  could  possibly  learn  so  soon, 
whether  a  particular  monkey  would  turn  out  a  good  actor,  he 
answered  that  it  all  depended  on  their  power  of  attention.  If, 
when  he  was  talking  and  explaining  anything  to  a  monkey,  its 
attention  was  easily  distracted,  as  by  a  fly  on  the  wall  or  other 
trifling  object,  the  cose  was  hopeless.  If  he  tried  by  punishment 
to  make  an  inattentive  monkey  act,  it  turned  sulky.  On  the 
other  hand,  a  monkey  which  carefully  attended  to  him  could 
alwavs  be  trained. 

It  is  almost  superfluous  to  state  that  animals  have  excellent 
Memories  for  persons  and  places.  A  baboon  at  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope,  as  I  have  been  informed  by  Sir  Andrew  Smith,  recognized 
him  with  joy  after  an  absence  of  nine  months.  I  had  a  dog  who 
was  savage  and  adverse  to  all  stran<rers,  and  I  purposely  tried  his 
nemory  after  an  absence  of  five  years  and  two  days.     I  went 
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near  the  stable  where  he  lived,  and  shouted  to  him  in  my  old 
manner ;  he  showed  no  joy,  but  instantly  followed  me  out  walk- 
ing, and  obeyed  me,  exactly  as  if  I  had  parted  with  him  only 
half  an  hour  before.  A  train  of  old  associations,  dormant  during 
five  years,  had  thus  been  instantaneously  awakened  in  his  mind. 
Even  ants,  as  P.  Huber  has  clearly  shown,  recognized  their 
fellow-ants  belonging  to  the  same  community  after  a  separation 
of  four  months.  Animals  can  certainly  by  some  means  judge  of 
the  intervals  of  time  between  recurrent  events. 

The  Imagination  is  one  of  the  highest  prerogatives  of  man. 
By  this  faculty  he  unites  former  images  and  ideas,  independently 
of  the  will,  and  thus  creates  brilliant  and  novel  results.  A  poet, 
as  Jean  Paul  Richter  remarks,  '^  who  must  reflect  whether  he 
shall  make  a  character  say  yes  or  no  —  to  the  devil  with  him  ; 
be  is  only  a  stupid  corpse."  Dreaming  gives  us  the  best  notion 
of  this  power ;  as  Jean  Paul  again  says,  ^  The  dream  is  an  in- 
voluntary art  of  poetry."  The  value  of  the  products  of  our 
imagination  depends  of  course  on  the  number,  accuracy,  and 
clearness  of  our  impressions,  on  our  judgment  and  taste  in  select- 
ing or  rejecting  the  involuntary  combinations,  and  to  a  certain 
extent  on  our  power  of  voluntarily  combining  them.  As  dogs, 
cats,  horses,  and  probably  all  the  higher  animals,  even  birds, 
have  vivid  dreams,  and  this  is  shown  by  their  movements  and 
the  sounds  uttered,  we  must  admit  that  they  possess  some  power 
of  imagination.  There  must  be  something  special,  which  causes 
dogs  to  howl  in  the  night,  and  especially  during  moonlight,  in 
that  remarkable  and  melancholy  manner  called  baying.  All  dogs 
do  not  do  so ;  and,  according  to  Houzeau,  they  do  not  then 
look  at  the  moon,  but  at  some  fixed  point  near  the  horizon. 
Houzeau  thinks  that  their  imaginations  are  disturbed  by  the 
vague  outlines  of  the  surrounding  objects,  and  conjure  up  before 
them  fantastic  images :  if  this  be  so,  their  feelings  may  almost 
be  called  superstitious. 

Of  all  the  faculties  of  the  human  mind,  it  will,  I  presume, 
be  admitted  that  Rea3on  stands  at  the  summit.  Only  a  few 
persons  now  dispute  that  animals  possess  some  power  of  rea- 
soning. Animals  may  constantly  be  seen  to  pause,  deliberate, 
and  resolve.  It  is  a  significant  fact,  that  the  more  the  habits 
of  any  particular  animal  are  studied  by  a  naturalist,  the  more 
he  attributes  to  reason  and  the  less  to  unlearned  instincts.  In 
future  chapters  we  shall  see  that  some  animals  extremely  low 
in  the  scale  apparently  display  a  certain  amount  of  reason.    No 
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doabt  it  is  often  difficult  to  distinguish  between  the  power  of 
resson  and  that  of  instinct  For  instance,  Dr.  Hayes,  in  his 
work  on  ^The  Open  Polar  Sea,"  repeatedly  remarks  that  his 
dogs,  instead  of  continuing  to  draw  the  sledges  in  a  compact 
body,  diverged  and  separated  when  they  came  to.  thin  ice,  so 
that  their  weight  might  be  more  evenly  distributed.  This  was 
often  the  first  warning  which  the  travellers  received  that  the 
ioe  was  becoming  thin  and  dangerous.  Now,  did  the  dogs  act 
tfaos  from  the  experience  of  each  individual,  or  from  the  ex- 
amine of  the  older  and  wiser  dogs,  or  from  an  inherited  habit, 
that  is,  from  instinct  ?  This  instinct  may  possibly  have  arisen 
since  the  time,  long  ago,  when  dogs  were  first  employed  by  the 
natives  in  drawing  their  sledges;  or  the  Arctic  wolves,  the 
parent-stock  of  the  Esquimaux  dog,  may  have  acquired  an  in- 
stinct, impelling  them  not  to  attack  their  prey  in  a  close  pack, 
when  on  thin  ice. 

We  can  only  judge  by  the  circumstances  under  which 
actions  are  performed,  whether  they  are  due  to  instinct,  or  to 
reason,  or  to  the  mere  association  of  ideas:  this  latter  prin- 
ciple, however,  is  intimately  connected  with  reason.  A  curi- 
ous case  has  been  given  by  Prof.  Mobius,  of  a  pike,  separated 
by  a  plate  of  glass  from  an  adjoining  aquarium  stocked  with 
6tth,  and  who  often  dashed  himself  with  such  violence  against 
the  glass  in  trying  to  catch  the  other  fishes,  that  he  was  some- 
times completely  stunned.  The  pike  went  on  thus  for  three 
inoQths,  but  at  last  learned  caution,  and  ceased  to  do  so.  The 
plate  of  ^lass  was  then  removed,  but  the  pike  would  not  attack 
these  particular  fishes,  though  he  would  devour  others  which 
were  afterward  introduced;  so  stronc^ly  was  the  idea  of  a  vio- 
lent shock  associated  in  his  feeble  mind  with  the  attemp't  on 
his  former  neiirhbors.  If  a  savage,  who  had  never  seen  a  large 
plate-glass  window,  were  to  dash  himself  even  once  against  it, 
be  would  for  a  long  time  afterwards  associate  a  shock  with  a 
window-frame;  but  very  differently  from  the  pike,  he  would 
l»robal)ly  reflect  on  the  nature  of  the  impodiment,  and  be  cau- 
tions under  analoirous  circumstances.  Now  with  monkeys,  as 
we  shall  presently  8<»e,  a  painful  or  merely  a  disagreeble  im- 
pression, from  an  art  ion  once  performed,  is  sometimes  suffi- 
cient to  prevent  the  animal  from  repeating  it.  If  we  attribute 
thi«  difference  lK»tw(»en  the  monkey  and  the  pike  solely  to  the 
lAsociation  of  ideas  bein^  so  much  strontrer  and  more  persis- 
tent in  the  one  than  the  other,  though  the  pike  often  received 
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much  the  more  severe  injury,  can  we  maintain  in  the  case  of 
man  that  a  similar  difference  implies  the  possession  of  a  fun- 
damentally different  mind  ? 

Houzeau  relates  that,  whilst  crossing  a  wide  and  arid  plain 
in  Texas,  his  two  dogs  suffered  greatly  from  thirst,  and  that 
between  thirty  and  forty  times  they  rushed  down  the  hollows  to 
search  for  water.  These  hollows  were  not  valleys,  and  there 
were  no  trees  in  them,  or  any  other  difference  in  the  vegeta- 
tion, and  as  they  were  absolutely  dry  there  could  have  been  no 
smell  of  damp  earth.  The  dogs  behaved  as  if  they  knew  that  a 
dip  in  the  ground  offered  them  the  best  chance  of  finding  water, 
and  Houzeau  has  often  witnessed  the  same  behavior  in  other 
animals. 

I  have  seen,  as  I  daresay  have  others,  that  when  a  small 
object  is  thrown  on  the  ground  beyond  the  reach  of  one  of  the 
elephants  in  the  Zoological  Gardens,  he  blows  through  his  trunk 
on  the  ground  beyond  the  object,  so  that  the  current  reflected 
on  all  sides  may  drive  the  object  within  his  reach.  Again,  a 
well-known  ethnologist,  Mr.  Westropp,  informs  me  that  he 
observed  in  Vienna  a  bear  deliberately  making  with  his  paw  a 
current  in  some  water,  which  was  close  to  the  bars  of  his  cage, 
so  as  to  draw  a  piece  of  floating  bread  within  his  reach.  These 
actions  of  the  elephant  and  bear  can  hardly  be  attributed  to 
instinct  or  inherited  habit,  as  they  would  be  of  little  use  to  an 
animal  in  a  state  of  nature.  Now,  what  is  the  difference  be- 
tween such  actions,  when  performed  by  an  uncultivated  man, 
and  by  one  of  the  higher  animals  ? 

The  savage  and  the  dog  have  often  found  water  at  a  low 
level,  and  the  coincidence  under  such  circumstances  has  be- 
come associated  in  their  minds.  A  cultivated  man  would  per- 
haps make  some  general  proposition  on  the  subject ;  but  from 
all  that  we  know  of  savages  it  is  extremely  doubtful  whether 
tfaey  would  do  so,  and  a  dog  certainly  would  not  But  a  sav- 
age, as  well  as  a  dog,  would  search  in  the  same  way,  though 
frequently  disappointed ;  and  in  both  it  seems  to  be  equally  an 
aet  of  reason,  whether  or  not  any  general  proposition  on  the 
•object  is  consciously  placed  before  the  mind.  The  same 
veold  apply  to  the  elephant  and  the  bear  making  currents  in 
llie  air  or  water.  The  savage  would  certainly  neither  know 
Bor  care  by  what  law  the  desired  movements  were  effected ;  yet 
his  act  would  be  guided  by  a  rude  process  of  reasoning,  as 

dj  as  would  a  philosopher  in  his  longest  chain  of  deduc- 
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tioDa.  There  would  do  doubt  be  this  difiFerence  between  him 
mad  one  of  the  higher  animals,  that  he  would  take  notice  of 
much  slighter  circumstances  and  conditions,  and  would  observe 
may  connection  between  them  after  much  less  experience,  and 
tliis  would  be  of  paramount  importance.  I  kept  a  daily  record 
of  tlie  actions  of  one  of  my  infants,  and  when  he  was  about 
eleven  months  old,  and  before  he  could  speak  a  single  word,  I 
wms  continually  struck  with  the  greater  quickness  with  which 
all  sorts  of  objects  and  sounds  were  associated  together  in  his 
mind,  compared  with  that  of  the  most  intelligent  dogs  I  ever 
knew.  But  the  higher  animals  differ  in  exactly  the  same  way 
in  this  power  of  association  from  those  low  in  the  scale,  such 
MB  the  pike,  as  well  as  in  that  of  drawing  inferences  and  of 
ofatenration. 

The  promptings  of  reason,  after  very  short  experience,  are 
well  shown  by  the  following  actions  of  American  monkeys, 
which  stand  low  in  their  order.  Bengger,  a  most  careful  ob- 
•errer,  states  that  when  he  first  gave  eggs  to  his  monkeys  in 
Parmguay,  they  smashed  them,  and  thus  lost  much  of  their  con- 
tents; afterwards  they  gently  hit  one  end  against  some  hard 
body,  and  picked  off  the  bits  of  shell  with  their  fingers.  After 
cutting  themselves  only  once  with  any  sharp  tool  they  would 
nol  touch  it  again,  or  would  handle  it  with  the  greatest  can- 
tioB.  Lumps  of  sugar  were  often  given  them  wrapped  up  in 
paper;  and  Bengger  sometimes  put  a  live  wasp  in  Uie  paper, 
•o  that  in  hastily  unfolding  it  they  got  stung;  after  this  had 
«see  happened,  they  always  first  held  the  packet  to  their  ears 
to  detect  anv  movement  within. 

The  following  cases  relate  to  dogs.  Mr.  Colquhoun  winged 
two  wild -ducks,  which  fell  on  the  further  side  of  a  stream;  his 
rctrieTer  tried  to  bring  over  both  at  once,  but  could  not  sue- 
eecd ;  she  then,  though  never  before  known  to  ruffle  a  feather, 
deliberately  killed  one,  brought  over  the  other,  and  returned 
for  the  dead  bird.  Colonel  Hutchinson  relates  that  two  par- 
tridara  were  shot  at  once,  one  bein^  killed,  the  other  wounded ; 
tb^  latter  ran  away,  and  was  caught  by  the  retriever,  who  on 
her  return  came  across  the  dead  bird;  "she  stopped,  evidently 
nratly  puzzled,  and  after  one  or  two  trials,  finding  she  could 
ft<Jt  take  it  up  without  permitting  the  escape  of  the  winged 
ftird,  she  considered  a  moment^  then  delil)eratcly  murdered  it 
br  ipring  it  a  severe  crunch,  and  afterwards  brought  away  both 
together.     This  was  the  only  known  instance  of  her  ever  hav- 
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ing  wilfully  injured  any  game. "  Here  we  have  reason,  though 
not  quite  perfect,  for  the  retriever  might  have  brought  the 
wounded  bird  first  and  then  returned  for  the  dead  one,  as  in 
the  case  of  the  two  wild-ducks.  I  give  the  above  cases,  as  rest- 
ing on  the  evidence  of  two  independent  witnesses,  and  because 
in  both  instances  the  retrievers,  after  deliberation,  broke 
through  a  habit  which  is  inherited  by  them  (that  of  not  killing 
the  game  retrieved),  and  because  they  show  how  strong  their 
reasoning  faculty  must  have  been  to  overcome  a  fixed  habit. 

I  will  conclude  by  quoting  a  remark  by  the  illustrious  Hum- 
boldt. "The  muleteers  in  South  America  say,  *I  will  not  give 
you  the  mule  whose  step  is  easiest,  but  la  mas  racianalj  —  the 
one  that  reasons  best; '  "  and  as  he  adds,  "this  popular  expres- 
sion, dictated  by  long  experience,  combats  the  system  of  ani- 
mated machines,  better  perhaps  than  all  the  arguments  of 
speculative  philosophy."  Nevertheless  some  writers  even  yet 
deny  that  the  higher  animals  possess  a  trace  of  reason;  and 
they  endeavor  to  explain  away,  by  what  appears  to  be  mere 
verbiage,  all  such  facts  as  those  above  given. 

It  has,  I  think,  now  been  shown  that  man  and  the  higher 
animals,  especially  the  Primates,  have  some  few  instincts  in 
common.  All  have  the  same  senses,  intuitions,  and  sensa- 
tions,—  similar  passions,  affections,  and  emotions,  even  the 
more  complex  ones,  such  as  jealousy,  suspicion,  emulation, 
gratitude,  and  magnanimity;  they  practice  deceit  and  are 
revengeful;  they  are  sometimes  susceptible  to  ridicule,  and 
even  have  a  sense  of  humor ;  they  feel  wonder  and  curiosity ; 
they  possess  the  same  faculties  of  imitation,  attention,  deliber- 
ation, choice,  memory,  imagination,  the  association  of  ideas, 
and  reason,  though  in  very  different  degrees.  The  individuals 
of  the  same  species  graduate  in  intellect  from  absolute  imbe- 
cility to  high  excellence.  They  are  also  liable  to  insanity, 
though  far  less  often  than  in  the  case  of  man.  Nevertheless, 
many  authors  have  insisted  that  man  is  divided  by  an  insuper- 
able barrier  from  all  the  lower  animals  in  his  mental  faculties. 
I  formerly  made  a  collection  of  above  a  score  of  such  aphor- 
isms, but  they  are  almost  worthless,  as  their  wide  difference 
and  number  prove  the  difficulty,  if  not  the  impossibility,  of  the 
attempt  It  has  been  asserted  that  man  alone  is  capable  of 
progressive  improvement ;  that  he  alone  makes  use  of  tools  or 
fire,  domesticates  other  animals,  or  possesses  property;  that 
no  animal  has  the  power  of  abstraction,  or  of  forming  general 
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ooDceptB,  it  self-conscious  and  comprehends  itself;  ihftt  no 
maimid  employs  language;  that  man  alone  has  a  sense  of 
beanty,  is  liable  to  caprice,  has  the  feeling  of  gratitude,  mys- 
tery, etc ;  believes  in  Gk)d,  or  is  endowed  with  a  conscience. 
I  will  hazard  a  few  remarks  on  the  more  important  and  inter- 
esting of  these  points. 

Archbishop  Sumner  formerly  maintained  that  man  alone  is 
capable  of  progressive  improvement  That  he  is  capable  of 
iacomparably  greater  and  more  rapid  improvement  than  is 
any  other  animal,  admits  of  no  dispute;  and  this  is  mainly 
doe  to  his  power  of  speaking  and  handing  down  his  acquired 
knowledge.  With  animals,  looking  first  to  the  individual, 
every  one  who  has  had  any  experience  in  setting  traps  knows 
that  young  animals  can  be  caught  much  more  easily  than  old 
and  they  can  be  much  more  easily  approached  by  an 
Even  with  respect  tolDid  animals,  it  is  impossible  tp 
eaftch  many  in  the  same  place  and  in  the  same  kind  of  trap,  or 
lo  destroy  them  by  the  same  kind  of  poison ;  yet  it  is  improb- 
able that  all  should  have  partaken  of  the  poison,  and  impos- 
sible that  all  should  have  been  caught  in  a  trap.  They  must 
lemm  caution  by  seeing  their  brethren  caught  or  poisoned.  In 
North  America,  where  the  fur-bearing  animals  have  long  been 
parsoed,  they  exhibit,  according  to  the  unanimous  testimony  of 
all  observers,  an  almost  incredible  amount  of  sagacity,  caution 
and  cunning;  but  trapping  has  been  there  so  long  carried  on, 
that  inheritance  may  possibly  have  come  into  play.  I  have 
received  several  accounts  that  when  telegraphs  are  first  set  up 
ia  any  district,  many  birds  kill  themselves  by  flying  aguinst 
Ike  wires,  but  that  in  the  course  of  a  very  few  years  they  learn 
lo  avoid  this  danger,  by  seeing,  as  it  would  appear,  their  com- 
killed. 

If  we  look  to  successive  generations,  or  to  the  race,  there  is 

doabt  that  birds  and  other  animaln  prradually  both  acquire 
and  lose  caution  in  relation  to  man  or  other  enemies;  and  this 
caution  is  certainly  in  chief  part  an  inherited  habit  or  instinct, 
but  in  part  the  result  of  individual  ex|>erience.  A  good  ob- 
server, Leroy,  states  that  in  districts  where  foxes  are  much 
boated,  the  younsr,  on  first  leaving  their  burrows,  are  incon- 
iBStablv  much  more  warv  than  the  old  ones  in  districts  where 
they  are  not  much  disturhod. 

Our  domestic  doirs  are  deBcend<Ml  fr«)m  wolves  and  jackals, 
aad  though  they  may  not  have  gained  in  cunning,  and  may 
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have  lost  in  wariness  and  suspicion,  yet  they  have  progressed 
in  certain  moral  qualities,  such  as  in  affection,  trustworthi- 
ness, temper,  and  probably  in  general  intelligence.  The 
common  rat  has  conquered  and  beaten  several  other  species 
throughout  Europe,  in  parts  of  North  America,  New  Zealand, 
and  recently  in  Formosa,  as  well  as  on  the  mainland  of  China. 
Mr.  Swinhoe,  who  describes  these  two  latter  cases,  attributes 
the  victory  of  the  common  rat  over  the  large  Mus  cominga  to 
its  superior  cunning ;  and  this  latter  quality  may  probably  be 
attributed  to  the  habitual  exercise  of  all  its  faculties  in  avoid- 
ing extirpation  by  man,  as  well  as  to  nearly  all  the  less  cun- 
ning or  weak-minded  rats  having  been  continuously  destroyed 
by  him.  It  is,  however,  possible  that  the  success  of  the  com- 
mon rat  may  be  due  to  its  having  possessed  greater  cunning 
than  its  fellow-species,  before  it  became  associated  with  man. 
To  maintain,  independently  of  any  direct  evidence,  that  no 
animal  during  the  course  of  ages  has  progressed  in  intellect  or 
other  mental  faculties,  is  to  beg  the  question  of  the  evolution 
of  species.  We  have  seen  that,  according  to  Lartet,  existing 
mammals  belonging  to  several  orders  have  larger  brains  than 
their  ancient  tertiary  prototypes. 

It  has  often  been  said  that  no  animal  uses  any  tool ;  but  the 
chimpanzee  in  a  state  of  nature  cracks  a  native  fruit,  somewhat 
like  a  walnut,  with  a  stone.  Bengger  easily  taught  an  Ameri- 
can monkey  thus  to  break  open  hard  palm-nuts;  and  after- 
wards, of  its  own  accord,  it  used  stones  to  open  other  kinds  of 
nuts,  as  well  as  boxes.  It  thus  also  removed  the  soft  rind  of 
fruit  that  had  a  disagreeable  flavor.  Another  monkey  was 
taught  to  open  the  lid  of  a  large  box  with  a  stick,  and  after- 
wards, it  used  the  stick  as  a  lever  to  move  heavy  bodies ;  and  I 
have  myself  seen  a  young  orang  put  a  stick  into  a  crevice,  slip 
his  hand  to  the  other  end,  and  use  it  in  the  proper  manner  as  a 
lever.  The  tamed  elephants  in  India  are  well  known  to  break 
off  branches  of  trees  and  use  them  to  drive  away  the  flies ;  and 
this  same  act  has  been  observed  in  an  elephant  in  a  state  of 
nature.  I  have  seen  a  young  orang,  when  she  thought  she  was 
going  to  be  whipped,  cover  and  protect  herself  with  a  blanket 
or  straw.  In  these  several  cases  stones  and  sticks  were  em- 
ployed as  implements ;  but  they  are  likewise  used  as  weapons. 
Brehm  states,  on  the  authority  of  the  well-known  traveler 
Schimper,  that  in  Abyssinia  when  the  baboons  belonging  to 
one  species  (C.  gelada)  descend  in  troops  from  the  mountains 
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to  plunder  the  fielda,  they  sometimes  encounter  troops  of  an- 
ottier  species  (C.  hamadryas),  and  then  a  fight  ensues.  The 
Geladas  roll  down  great  stones,  which  the  Uamadryas  try  to 
EToid,  and  then  both  species,  making  a  great  uproar,  rush  furi* 
amtlj  agftinst  each  other.  Brehm,  when,  accompanying  the 
D«ke  of  Coburg-Gk)tha,  aided  in  an  attack  with  fire-arms  on  a 
tniop  of  baboons  in  the  pass  of  Mensa  in  Abyssinia.  The 
baboons  in  return  rolled  so  many  stones  down  the  mountain, 
some  as  large  as  a  man's  head,  that  the  attackers  had  to  beat  a 
hasty  retreat;  and  the  pass  was  actually  closed  for  a  time 
against  the  caravan.  It  deserves  notice  that  these  baboons 
thos  acted  in  concert  Mr.  Wallace  on  three  occasions  saw 
female  orangs,  accompanied  by  their  young,  ^breaking  off 
branches  and  the  great  spiny  fruit  of  the  Durian  tree,  with 
every  appearance  of  rage ;  causing  such  a  shower  of  missiles  as 
effectually  kept  ns  from  approaching  too  near  the  tree.*'  As  I 
have  repeatedly  seen,  a  chimpanzee  will  throw  any  object  at 
hand  at  a  person  who  offends  him ;  and  the  before  mentioned 
liaboon  at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  prepared  mud  for  the  purpose. 
In  the  Zoological  Gardens,  a  monkey,  which  had  weak 
teeth,  used  to  break  open  nuts  with  a  stone ;  and  I  was  assured 
by  the  keepers  that  after  using  the  stone,  he  hid  it  in  the 
straw,  and  would  not  let  any  other  monkey  touch  it  Here, 
then,  we  have  the  idea  of  property ;  but  this  idea  is  common 
to  every  dog  with  a  bone,  and  to  most  or  all  birds  with  their 


The  Duke  of  Argyll  remarks,  that  the  fashioning  of  an  im- 
plement for  a  special  purpose  is  absolutely  peculiar  to  man; 
and  he  considers  that  this  forms  an  immeasurable  gulf  between 
him  and  the  brutes.  This  is  no  doubt  a  very  important  dis- 
tinction; but  there  appears  to  me  much  truth  in  Sir  J.  Lub- 
bock's su^rgestion,  that  when  primeval  man  first  used  flint-stones 
for  any  purpose  he  would  have  accidentally  splintered  them, 
and  would  then  have  used  the  sharp  fragments.  From  this 
step  it  would  be  a  small  one  to  break  the  flints  on  purpose,  and 
not  a  very  wide  step  to  fashion  them  rudely.  This  latter  ad- 
vmnce,  however,  may  have  taken  long  apes,  if  we  may  judge  by 
the  immense  interval  of  time  which  elapsed  before  the  men  of 
the  neolithic  period  took  to  grinding  and  polishing  their  stone 
tools.  In  breaking  the  flints,  as  Sir  J.  Lubbock  likewise  re- 
marks*  sparks  would  have  been  omitted,  and  in  grinding  them 
heat  would  have  b«'on  evolved :  thus  the  two  usual  methods  of 
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^obtaining  fire  may  have  originated.**  The  nature  of  fire 
would  have  been  known  in  the  many  volcanic  regions  where 
lava  occasionally  flows  through  forests.  The  anthropomor- 
phous  apes,  guided  probably  by  instinct,  build  for  themselves 
temporary  platforms;  but  as  many  instincts  are  largely  con- 
trolled by  reason,  the  simpler  ones,  such  as  this  of  building  a 
platform,  might  readily  pass  into  a  voluntary  and  conscious 
act  The  orang  is  known  to  cover  itself  at  night  with  the 
leaves  of  the  Pandanus;  and  Brehm  states  that  one  of  his 
baboons  used  to  protect  itself  from  the  heat  of  the  sun  by 
throwing  a  straw-mat  over  its  head.  In  these  several  habits, 
we  probably  see  the  first  steps  towards  some  of  the  simpler 
arts,  such  as  rude  architecture  and  dress,  as  they  arose  amongst 
the  early  progenitors  of  man. 
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ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 

Daitdet,  Alphonse,  a  French  novelist;  bom  at  Nlmes,  May  13, 
1S40;  died  December  16, 1897.  In  1857  he  accompanied  his  brother 
Ernest  to  PariSi  taking  with  him  a  volume  of  poetry,  ''Les  Amou« 
nnaety"  which  was  published  in  1858,  and  led  to  his  employment 
by  "Figaro'*  and  other  newspapers.  He  published  "La  Double 
CoDTersion''  (18G1),  and  '*Le  Roman  du  Chaperon  Rouge*'  (1863). 
He  also  wrote,  in  conjunction  with  M.  Ernest  Lepine,  two  dramas, 
**U  Demi^re  Idole,"  and  **  UCEillet  Bhinc."  Three  later  pieces, 
-  L'Arl^ienne,"  "Le  Sacrifice,"  and  « Lise  Tavernier"  (1872), 
vere  unsuccessful  on  the  stage,  and  Daudet,  who  had  intended  to 
make  a  comedy  of  <'  Fromont  Jeune  et  Risler  Aiu^,"  turned  it  into 
a  noTeL  His  success  was  already  assured  by  ''Le  Petit  Chose," 
**Tartarin  de  Taniscon/'  ''I^s  Femmes  d' Artistes,"  ''Lettres  de 
Hon  Moulin,"  and  '*  Jack,"  the  last-named  novel  being  published  in 
187S.  **  Fromout  Jeune  et  Risler  Aliid  "  appeared  in  1874,  and  was 
crowned  the  Ufxtyearby  the  French  Academy.  This  was  succeeded 
by  •*Le«  Contcs  Choisis ''  (1877),  "Le  Xabab,"  •'Moeurs  Pari- 
nenafle"  (1879),  **Causeries  du  Lundi,"  " Robert  Helmont,"  "Lea 
Bdt  en  Exil  "  (1879),  "  Numa  Roumestan  "  (1880),  "  L'fivang^ 
lirte»  (1882),  "Sappho"  (1884),  « Trente  Ans  de  Paris "  (1887), 
•LTaunortcl"  (1888),  "Souvenirs  d'un  Homme  de  Lettres" 
(1888),  "Porto  Tarascon  "  (1890),  "  La  Petite  Paroisse"  (1895). 

From  "Tartakix  of  Tarascon." 

XRAINE\h     MFINACJEUIE—  a    LION    FROM    THE  ATLAS  AT  TAB- 
ASCOS—  A  SOLEMN  AND  FEARSOME  CONFRONTATION. 

EXHIBITINO  Tartarin  of  Tarascon,  as  we  are,  in  his  private 
!:fe«  before  Fame  kissed  his  brow  and  jrarlanded  him  with  her 
*eU-wom  laurel  wreath,  and  havinj:^  narrated  his  heroic  exist- 
tooe  in  a  modest  sUite,  his  deli^rhts  and  sorrows,  his  dreams  and 
iii  hopes,  let  us  hurriedly  skip  to  the  prraiidcst  pajres  of  his  story, 
aad  to  the  sin^ilar  event  which  was  to  give  the  first  flight  to  his 
iparable  career. 
It  happened  one  cveninp:  at  Costecaldc  the  pmraakor's,  where 
waft  engaged  in  showing  hcveral  sjK)rtsmen  the  working 
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of  the  needle-gan,  then  in  its  first  novelty.  The  door  snddenlj 
flew  open,  and  in  rushed  a  bewildered  cap-popper,  howling  **  A 
lion,  a  lion ! ''  General  was  the  alarm,  stupor,  uproar,  and  tumult 
Tartarin  prepared  to  resist  cavalry  with  the  bayonet,  whilst 
Costecalde  ran  to  shut  the  door.  The  sportsman  was  surrounded 
and  pressed  and  questioned,  and  here  follows  what  he  told  them : 
Hitaine's  Menagerie,  returning  from  Beaucaire  Fair,  had  con- 
sented to  stay  over  a  few  days  at  Tarascon,  and  was  just  unpack- 
ing, to  set  up  the  show  on  the  Castle-green,  with  a  lot  of  boas, 
seals,  crocodiles,  and  a  magnificent  lion  from  the  Atlas  Moun- 
tains. 

An  African  lion  in  Tarascon  ? 

Never  in  the  memory  of  living  man  had  the  like  been  seen. 
Hence  our  dauntless  cap-poppers  looked  at  one  another  how 
proudly !  What  a  beaming  on  their  sun-burned  visages !  and 
in  every  nook  of  Costecalde's  shop  what  hearty  congratulatory 
grips  of  the  hand  were  silently  exchanged  !  The  sensation  was 
80  great  and  unforeseen  that  nobody  could  find  a  word  to  say 
—  not  even  Tartarin. 

Blanched  and  agitated,  with  the  needle-gun  still  in  his  fist, 
he  brooded,  erect  before  the  counter.  A  lion  from  the  Atlas 
Range  at  pistol  range  from  him,  a  couple  of  strides  off !  a  lion, 
mind  you  —  the  beast  heroic  and  ferocious  above  all  others,  the 
King  of  the  Brute  Creation,  the  crowning  game  of  his  fancies, 
something  like  the  leading  actor  in  the  ideal  company  which 
played  such  splendid  tragedies  in  his  mind's  eye.  A  lion,  heaven 
be  thanked  !  and  from  the  Atlas,  to  boot !  It  was  more  than  the 
great  Tartarin  could  bear. 

Suddenly  a  flush  of  blood  flew  into  his  face.  His  eyes  flashed. 
With  one  convulsive  movement  he  shouldered  the  needle-gun, 
and  turning  towards  the  brave  Commandant  Bravida  (formerly 
captain — in  the  Array  Clothing  Department,  please  to  remember), 
he  thundered  to  him :  — 

^^  Let  *s  go  have  a  look  at  him,  commandant.'' 

"  Here,  here,  I  say !  that 's  my  gun  —  my  needle-gun  you  are 
carrying  off,"  timidly  ventured  the  wary  Costecalde ;  but  Tar- 
tarin had  already  got  round  the  corner,  with  all  the  cap-poppers 
proudly  lock-stepping  behind  him. 

When  they  arrived  at  the  menagerie,  they  found  a  goodly 
number  of  people  there.  Tarascon,  heroic  but  too  long  deprived 
of  sensational  shows,  had  rushed  upon  Mitaine's  portable  theatre, 
and  had  taken  it  by  storm.    Hence  the  voluminous  Madame 
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was  highly  contented.  In  an  Arab  costnme,  her  arms 
bare  to  the  elbow,  iron  anklets  on,  a  whip  in  one  hand  and  a 
plncked  though  live  pullet  in  the  other,  the  noted  lady  was  doing 
the  honors  of  the  booth  to  the  Tarasconians ;  and,  as  she  also 
hid  **  double  muscles,*'  her  success  was  almost  as  great  as  her 
iiiimals'. 

The  entrance  of  Tartarin  with  the  gun  on  his  shoulder  was  a 
damper. 

All  our  good  Tarasconians,  who  had  been  quite  tranquilly 
strolling  before  the  cages,  unarmed  and  with  no  distrust,  with- 
out even  any  idea  of  danger,  felt  momentary  apprehension, 
naturally  enough,  on  beholding  their  mighty  Tartarin  rush  into 
die  enclosure  with  his  formidable  engine  of  war.  There  must 
be  something  to  fear  when  a  hero  like  he  was,  came  weaponed ; 
•0,  in  a  twinkling,  all  the  space  along  the  cage  fronts  was 
deared.  The  youngsters  burst  out  squalling  for  fear,  and  the 
women  looked  round  for  the  nearest  way  out  The  chemist 
Bfoiquet  made  off  altogether,  alleging  that  he  was  going  home 
for  bis  gun. 

Gradually,  however,  Tartarin's  bearing  restored  courage. 
With  head  erect,  the  intrepid  Tarasconian  slowly  and  calmly 
made  the  circuit  of  the  booth,  passing  the  seal's  tank  without 
flopping,  glancing  disdainfully  on  the  long  box  filled  with  saw- 
dust in  which  the  boa  would  digest  its  raw  fowl,  and  going  to 
lake  his  stand  before  the  lion's  cage. 

A  terrible  and  solemn  confrontation,  this ! 

The  lion  of  Tarascon  and  the  lion  of  Africa  face  to  face ! 

On  the  one  part,  Tartarin  erect,  with  his  hamstrings  in  ten- 
sum,  and  his  arms  folded  on  his  gun  barrel ;  on  the  other,  the 
lioo,a  gigantic  specimen,  humped  up  in  the  straw,  with  blinking 
orbs  and  brutish  mien,  resting  his  huge  muzzle  and  tawny  full- 
bottomed  wig  on  his  forepaws.     Both  calm  in  their  gaze. 

Singular  thing !  whether  the  needle-gun  had  given  him  ^^  the 
needle,^  if  the  popular  idiom  is  admissible,  or  that  he  scented 
an  enemy  of  his  race,  the  lion,  who  had  hitherto  regarded  the 
Tarasconians  with  sovereign  scorn,  and  yawned  in  their  faces, 
was  all  at  once  affected  by  ire.  At  first  he  sniffed ;  then  he 
growled  hollowly,  stretching  out  his  claws;  rising,  he  tossed 
his  head,  shook  his  maiie,  opened  a  capacious  maw,  and  belched 
a  deafening  roar  at  Tartarin. 

A  yell  of  fright  responded,  as  Tarascon  precipitated  itself 
Badly  towards  the  exit,  women  and  children,  lightermen,  cap* 
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poppers,  even  the  braye  Commandant  Bravida  himself.  But, 
alone,  Tartarin  of  Tarascon  had  not  budged.  There  he  stood, 
firm  and  resolute,  before  the  cage,  lightnings  in  his  eyes,  and  on 
his  lip  that  gruesome  grin  with  which  all  the  town  was  familiar. 
In  a  moment's  time,  when  all  the  cap-poppers,  some  little  forti- 
fied by  his  bearing  and  the  strength  of  the  bars,  re-approached 
their  leader,  they  heard  him  mutter,  as  he  stared  Leo  out  of 
countenance :  — 

"  Now,  this  is  something  like  a  hunt ! " 

All  the  rest  of  that  day,  never  a  word  further  could  they 
draw  from  Tartarin  of  Tarascon. 


SINGULAR  EFFECTS   OF  MENTAL  MIRAGE. 

Confining  his  remarks  to  the  sentence  last  recorded,  Tartarin 
had  unfortunately  still  said  overmuch. 

On  the  morrow,  there  was  nothing  talked  about  through 
town  but  the  near-at-hand  departure  of  Tartarin  for  Algeria 
and  lion-hunting.  You  are  all  witness,  dear  readers,  that  the 
honest  fellow  had  not  breathed  a  word  on  that  head ;  but,  you 
know,  the  mirage  had  its  usual  effect.  In  brief,  all  Tarascon 
spoke  of  nothing  but  the  departure. 

On  the  Old  Walk,  at  the  club,  in  Costecalde's,  friends  accosted 
one  another  with  a  startled  aspect :  — 

"  And  furthermore,  you  know  the  news,  at  least  ?  " 

"  And  furthermore,  rather  ?    Tartarin's  setting  out,  at  least  ?'* 

For  at  Tarascon  all  phrases  begin  with  ''and  furthermore," 
and  conclude  with  "  at  least,"  with  a  strong  local  accent.  Hence, 
on  this  occasion  more  than  upon  others,  these  peculiarities  rang 
out  till  the  windows  shivered. 

The  most  surprised  of  men  in  the  town  on  hearing  that 
Tartarin  was  going  away  to  Africa,  was  Tartarin  himself.  But 
only  see  what  vanity  is !  Instead  of  plumply  answering  that  he 
was  not  going  at  all,  and  had  not  even  had  the  intention,  poor 
Tartarin,  on  the  first  of  them  mentioning  the  journey  to  him, 
observed  with  a  neat  little  evasive  air,  "  Aha  !  maybe  I  shall  — 
but  I  do  not  say  as  much."  The  second  time,  a  trifle  more 
familiarized  with  the  idea,  he  replied, "  Very  likely  ; "  and  the 
third  time,  "It's  certain." 

Finally,  in  the  evening,  at  Costecalde's  and  the  club,  carried 
away  by  the  egg-nogg,  cheers,  and  illumination  ;  intoxicated  by 
the  impression  that  bare  announcomoiit  of  his   departure   had 
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mmde  on  the  town,  the  hapless  fellow  formerly  declared  that  he 
was  sick  of  banging  away  at  caps,  and  that  he  would  shortly  be 
oo  the  trail  of  the  great  lions  of  the  Atlas.  A  deafening  hurrah 
greeted  this  assertion.  Whereupon  more  egg-nogg,  bravoes, 
hand-ahaking,  slappings  of  the  shoulder,  and  a  torchlight  seren- 
ade up  to  midnight  before  Baobab  Villa. 

It  was  Sancho-Tartarin  who  was  anything  but  delighted. 
This  idea  of  travel  in  Africa  and  lion-hunting  made  him  shud- 
der beforehand  ;  and  when  the  house  was  re-entered,  and  whilst 
the  complimentary  concert  was  sounding  under  the  windows,  he 
had  a  dreadful  ^^row"  with  Quixote-Tartarin,  calling  him  a 
cracked  head,  a  visionary,  imprudent,  and  thrice  an  idiot,  and 
detailing  by  the  card  all  the  catastrophes  awaiting  him  on  such 
an  expedition,  —  shipwreck,  rheumatism,  yellow  fever,  dysentery, 
the  black  plague,  elephantiasis,  and  the  rest  of  them. 

In  vain  did  Quixote-Tartarin  vow  that  he  had  not  committed 
any  impnidence  —  that  he  would  wrap  himself  up  well,  and  take 
even  superfluous  necessaries  with  him.  Sancho-Tartarin  would 
listen  to  nothing.  The  poor  craven  saw  himself  already  torn  to 
tatters  by  the  lions  or  engulfed  in  the  desert  sands  like  his  late 
royal  highness  Cambyses,  and  the  other  Tartarin  only  managed 
to  appease  him  a  little  by  explaining  that  the  start  was  not 
immediate,  as  nothing  pressed. 

It  is  clear  enough,  indeed,  that  none  embark  on  such  an  en- 
terprise without  some  preparations.  A  man  is  bound  to  know 
whither  he  goes,  hang  it  all !  and  not  fly  off  like  a  bird.  Before 
anything  else,  the  Tarasconian  wanted  to  peruse  the  accounts  of 
great  African  tourists,  the  narrations  of  Mungo  Park,  Du  Chaillu, 
Dr.  Livingstone,  Stanley,  and  so  on. 

In  them,  he  learnt  that  these  daring  explorers,  before  don- 
ning their  sandals  for  distant  excursions,  hardened  themselves 
well  beforehand  to  support  huui^er  and  thrist,  forced  marches, 
and  all  kinds  of  privation.  Tartarin  meant  to  act  like  they 
did,  and  from  that  day  forward  ho  liv^nl  upon  water  broth  alone. 
The  water  broth  of  Tarascoii  is  a  few  slices  of  bread  drowned 
in  hot  water,  with  a  clove  of  parlic,  a  pinch  of  thyme,  and  a 
•prig  of  laurel.  Striet  diet,  at  which  you  may  believe  poor 
Sancho  made  a  wrv  face. 

To  the  rejrinieu  of  water  broth  Tartarin  of  Tarascon  joined 
other  wise  practices.  To  break  himself  into  the  habit  of  long 
inarches,  he  constrained  himself  to  ^^o  round  the  town  seven  or 
eight  times  eonsecutively  every  morninir,  either  at  the  fast  walk 
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or  run,  his  elbows  well  set  against  his  body,  and  a  couple  of 
white  pebbles  in  the  mouth,  according  to  the  antique  usage. 

To  get  inured  to  fog,  dew,  and  night  coolness,  he  would  go 
down  into  his  garden  every  dusk,  and  stop  out  there  till  ten  or 
eleven,  alone  with  his  gun,  on  the  lookout,  behind  the  baobab. 

Finally,  so  long  as  Mitaine's  wild  beast  show  tarried  in 
Tarascon,  the  cap-poppers  who  were  belated  at  Costecalde's 
might  spy  in  the  shadow  of  the  booth,  as  they  crossed  the 
Castle-green,  a  mysterious  figure  stalking  up  and  down.  It  was 
Tartarin  of  Tarascon,  habituating  himself  to  hear  without 
emotion  the  roarings  of  the  lion  in  the  sombre  night. 

BEFOBE  THE   STABT. 

Pending  Tartarin's  delay  of  the  event  by  all  sorts  of  heroic 
means,  all  Tarascon  kept  an  eye  upon  him,  and  nothing  else 
was  busied  about.  Cap-popping  was  winged,  and  ballad-singing 
dead.  The  piano  in  B^zuquet's  shop  mouldered  away  under  a 
green  fungus,  and  the  Spanish  flies  dried  upon  it,  belly  up. 
Tartarin's  expedition  had  put  a  stopper  on  everything. 

Ah,  you  ought  to  have  seen  his  success  in  the  parlors.  He 
was  snatched  away  by  one  from  another,  fought  for,  loaned  and 
borrowed,  ay,  stolen.  There  was  no  greater  honor  for  the 
ladies  than  to  go  to  Mitaine's  Menagerie  on  Tartarin's  arms, 
and  have  it  explained  before  the  lion's  den  how  such  large  game 
are  hunted,  where  they  should  be  aimed  at,  at  how  many  paces 
off,  if  the  accidents  were  numerous,  and  the  like  of  that. 

Tartarin  furnished  all  the  elucidation  desired.  He  had  read 
**The  Life  of  Jules  G^raid,  the  Lion-Slayer,"  and  had  lion- 
hunting  at  his  fingers'  ends,  as  if  he  had  been  through  it  himself. 
Hence  he  orated  upon  these  matters  with  great  eloquence. 

But  where  he  shone  the  brightest  was  at  dinner  at  Chief 
Judge  Ladevdze's,  or  brave  Commandant  Bravida's  (the  former 
captain  in  the  Army  Clothing  Factory,  you  will  keep  in  mind), 
when  coffee  came  in,  and  all  the  chairs  were  brought  up  closer 
together,  whilst  they  chatted  of  his  future  hunts. 

Thereupon,  his  elbow  on  the  cloth,  his  nose  over  his 
Mocha,  our  hero  would  discourse  in  a  feeling  tone  of  all  the 
dangers  awaiting  him  thereaway.  He  spoke  of  the  long  moon- 
less night  lyings-in-wait,  the  pestilential  fens,  the  rivers  en- 
venomed by  leaves  of  poison-plants,  the  deep  snow-drifts,  the 
scorching  suns,  the  scorpions,  and  rains  of  grasshoppers;  he 
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•Im  descanted  on  the  peculiarities  of  the  great  lions  of  the 
Atlas,  their  way  of  fighting,  their  phenomenal  vigor,  and  their 
ferocitj  in  the  mating  season. 

Heating  with  hi8  own  recital,  he  would  rise  from  table, 
bounding  to  the  middle  of  the  dining-room,  imitating  the  roar 
of  a  lion  and  the  going  off  of  a  rifle  :  crack !  bang!  the  zizz  of 
the  explosive  bullet  —  gesticulating  and  roaring  about  till  he 
bad  overset  the  chairs. 

Everybody  turned  pale  around  the  board:  the  gentlemen 
looking  at  one  another  and  wagging  their  heads,  the  ladies  shut- 
ting their  eyes  with  pretty  screams  of  fright,  the  elderly  men 
eombatively  brandishing  their  canes ;  and,  in  the  side  apartments, 
the  little  boys,  who  had  been  put  to  bed  betimes,  were  greatly 
startled  by  the  sudden  outcries  and  imitated  gun-fire,  and 
screamed  for  lights. 

Meanwhile,  Tartarin  did  not  start 

BAGGED  HIM  AT  LAST. 

It  was  not  until  early  on  the  morrow  of  this  adventurous 
tad  dramatic  eve  that  our  hero  awoke,  and  acquired  assurance 
doably  sure  that  the  prince  and  the  treasure  had  really  gone 
ufl^  without  any  prospect  of  return.  When  he  saw  himself 
alooe  in  the  little  white  tomb-house,  betrayed,  robbed,  aban- 
Jooed  in  the  heart  of  savage  Algeria,  with  a  one-humped  camel 
^  some  pocket-money  as  all  his  resources,  then  did  the  repre- 
mtative  of  Tarascon  for  the  first  time  doubt.  He  doubted 
Muntenegro,  friendship,  glory,  and  even  lionf ;  and  the  great 
Bsn  blubbered  bitterly. 

Whilst  he  was  pensively  seated  on  the  sill  of  the  sanctuary, 
holding  his  head  between  his  hands  and  his  gun  between  his 
legs,  with  the  camel  mooning  at  him,  the  thicket  over  the  way 
WIS  divided,  and  the  stupor-stricken  Tartarin  saw  a  gigantic 
lion  appear  not  a  dozen  pa  es  off.  It  thrust  out  its  high  head 
tad  emitted  powerful  roars,  which  made  the  temple  walls  shake 
beoeath  their  votive  decorations,  and  even  the  saint*s  slippers 
dance  in  their  niche. 

The  Tarasconian  alone  did  not  tremble. 

**  At  last  you  *ve  come  ! "  he  shouted,  jumping  up  and  levelling 
the  rifle. 

Bang,  bang  !  went  a  brace  of  shells  into  its  head. 

It  was  done.     For  a  minute,  on  the  fiery  l)ackground  of  the 
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Afric  skj,  there  was  a  dreadful  firework  display  of  Bcattered 
brains,  smoking  blood,  and  tawny  hair.  When  all  fell,  Tartarin 
perceived  two  colossal  negroes  furiously  running  towards  him, 
brandishing  cudgels.  They  were  his  two  negro  acquaintances 
of  Milianah ! 

Oh,  misery  ! 

This  was  the  domesticated  lion,  the  poor  blind  beggar  of  the 
Mohammed  Monastery,  whom  the  Tarasconian's  bullets  had 
knocked  over. 

This  time,  spite  of  Mahound,  Tartarin  escaped  neatly. 
Drunk  with  fanatical  fury,  the  two  African  collectors  would 
have  surely  beaten  him  to  pulp  had  not  the  god  of  chase  and 
war  sent  him  a  delivering  angel  in  the  shape  of  the  rural  con- 
stable of  the  Orl^nsville  commune.  By  a  by-path  this  garde 
ehampStre  came  up,  his  sword  tucked  under  his  arm. 

The  sight  of  the  municipal  cap  suddenly  calmed,  the  negroes' 
choler.  Peaceful  and  majestic,  the  officer  with  the  brass  badge 
drew  up  a  report  on  the  affair,  ordered  the  camel  to  be  loaded 
with  what  remained  of  the  king  of  beasts,  and  the  plaintiffs  as 
well  as  the  delinquent  to  follow  him,  proceeding  to  OrMansville, 
where  all  was  deposited  with  the  law-courts  receiver. 

There  issued  a  long  and  alarming  ease ! 

After  the  Algeria  of  the  native  tribes  which  he  had  overrun, 
Tartarin  of  Tarascon  became  thence  acquainted  with  another 
Algeria,  not  less  weird  and  to  be  dreaded  —  the  Algeria  in 
the  towns,  surcharged  with  lawyers  and  their  papers.  He  got 
to  know  the  pettifogger  who  does  business  at  the  back  of  a  caf^ 
—  the  legal  Bohemian,  with  documents  reeking  of  wormwood 
bitters  and  white  neckcloths  spotted  with  champoreau  ;  the 
ushers,  the  attorneys,  all  the  locusts  of  stamped  paper,  meagre 
and  famished,  who  eat  up  the  colonist  body  and  boots  —  ay,  to 
the  very  straps  of  them,  and  leave  him  peeled  to  the  core  like 
an  Indian  cornstalk,  stripped  leaf  by  leaf. 

Before  all  else  it  was  necessary  to  ascertain  whether  the  lion 
had  been  killed  on  the  civil  or  the  military  territory.  In  the 
former  case  the  matter  regarded  tlic  Tribunal  of  Commerce ; 
in  the  second,  Tartarin  would  be  dealt  with  by  the  Council  of 
War ;  and  at  the  mere  name  the  impressionable  Tarasconian 
saw  himself  shot  at  the  foot  of  the  ramparts  or  huddled  up  in  a 
casemate-silo. 

The  puzzle  lay  in  the  limitation  of  the  two  territories  being 
very  hazy  in  Algeria. 
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At  length,  after  a  month's  running  about,  entanglements 
and  waiting  under  the  sun  in  the  yards  of  Arab  Departmental 
offices,  it  was  established  that,  whereas  the  lion  had  been  killed 
OD  the  military  territory,  on  the  other  hand  Tartarin  was  in  the 
ciril  territory  when  he  shot.  So  the  case  was  decided  in  the  civil 
courts,  and  our  hero  was  let  off  on  paying  two  thousand  five 
hundred  francs  damages,  costs  not  included. 

How  could  he  pay  such  a  sum  ? 

The  few  piastres  escaped  from  the  prince's  sweep  had  long 
since  gone  in  legal  documents  and  judicial  libations.  The  un- 
fortunate lion-destroyer  was  therefore  reduced  to  selling  the 
•tore  of  guns  by  retail,  rifle  by  rifle ;  so  weAt  the  daggers,  the 
Malaj  kreeses,  and  the  life-preservers.  A  grocer  purchased 
the  preserved  aliments  ;  an  apothecary  what  remained  of  the  me- 
dicaments. The  big  boots  themselves  walked  off  after  the  im- 
proved tent  to  a  dealer  of  curiosities,  who  elevated  them  to  the 
dignity  of  ^  rarities  from  Cochin-China." 

When  everything  was  paid  up,  only  the  lion's  skin  and  the 
eamel  remained  to  Tartarin.  The  hide  he  had  carefully  packed, 
to  be  sent  to  Tarascon  to  the  address  of  brave  Commandant 
Brmrida,  and,  later  on,  we  shall  see  what  came  of  this  fabulous 
trophy.  As  for  the  camel,  he  reckoned  on  making  use  of  him 
Id  get  back  to  Algiers,  not  by  riding  on  him,  but  by  selling  him 
to  pay  his  coach-fare  —  the  best  way  to  employ  a  camel  in 
travelling.  Unhappily  the  beast  was  difficult  to  place,  and  no 
one  would  offer  a  copper  for  him. 

Still  Tartarin  wanted  to  regain  Algiers  by  hook  or  crook. 
He  was  in  haste  again  to  behold  Baya's  blue  bodice,  his  little 
miggery  and  his  fountains,  as  well  as  to  repose  on  the  white 
trefoils  of  his  little  cloister  whilst  awaiting  money  from  France. 
80  oor  hero  did  not  hesitate  ;  distressed  but  not  downcast,  he 
udertook  to  make  the  journey  afoot  and  penniless  by  short 
stages. 

In  this  enterprise  the  camel  did  not  cast  him  off.  The 
strange  animal  had  taken  an  unaccountable  fancy  for  his  master, 
and  on  seeing  him  leave  Orl^^ansville  he  set  to  striding  stead- 
fastly behind  him,  regulating  his  pace  by  his,  and  never  quitting 
Iiim  by  a  yard. 

At  the  first  outset  Tartarin  found  this  touchinj^ ;  such  fidelity 
and  devotion  above  proof  went  to  his  heart,  all  the  more  be- 
eaass  the  creature  was  acconinio<iatin'^,  and  fed  himself  on 
n^hing.     Nevertheless,  after  a  few  das  8,  the  Tarasconiau   was 

ru.  —  5 
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worried  by  having  this  glum  companion  perpetually  at  his  heeli, 
to  remind  him  of  his  misadventures.  Ire  arising,  he  hated  him 
for  his  sad  aspect,  hump  and  gait  of  a  goose  in  harness.  To  tell 
the  whole  truth,  he  held  him  as  his  Old  Man  of  the  Sea,  and 
only  pondered  on  how  to  shake  him  off ;  but  the  follower  would 
not  be  shaken  off.  Tartarin  attempted  to  lose  him,  but  the 
camel  always  found  him  ;  he  tried  to  outrun  him,  but  the  camel 
ran  faster.  He  bade  him  begone,  and  hurled  stones  at  him. 
The  camel  stopped  with  a  mournful  mien,  but  in  a  minute  re- 
sumed the  pursuit,  and  always  ended  by  overtaking  him.  Tar- 
tarin had  to  resign  himself. 

For  all  that,  when,  after  eight  full  days  of  tramping,  the 
dusty  and  harassed  Tarasconian  espied  the  first  white  house- 
tops of  Algiers  glimmer  from  afar  in  the  verdure,  and  when  he 
got  to  the  city  gates  on  the  noisy  Mustapha  Avenue,  amid  the 
Zouaves,  Biskris,  and  Mahonnais,  all  swarming  around  him 
and  staring  at  him  trudging  by  with  his  camel,  overtasked 
patience  escaped  him. 

"  No !  no ! "  he  growled,  "  it  is  not  likely  I  I  cannot  enter 
Algiers  with  such  an  animal ! " 

Profiting  by  a  jam  of  vehicles,  he  turned  off  into  the  fields 
and  jumped  into  a  ditch.  In  a  minute  or  so  he  saw  over  his 
head  on  the  highway  the  camel  flying  off  with  long  strides  and 
stretching  his  neck  with  a  wistful  air. 

Believed  of  a  great  weight  thereby,  the  hero  sneaked  out  of 
his  covert,  and  entered  the  town  anew  by  a  circuitous  path 
which  skirted  the  wall  of  his  own  little  garden. 

TABASCOK  AGAIN  t 

Mid-day  has  come. 

The  '*  Zouave  '*  had  her  steam  up,  ready  to  go.  Upon  the  bal- 
cony of  the  Valentin  Caf^,  high  above,  the  oflBcers  were  level- 
ling telescopes,  and,  with  the  colonel  at  their  head,  looking  at 
the  lucky  little  craft  that  was  going  back  to  France.  This  is 
the  main  distraction  of  the  staff.  On  the  lower  level,  the  roads 
glittered.  The  old  Turkish  cannon  breeches,  stuck  up  along 
the  waterside,  blazed  in  the  sun.  The  passengers  hurried. 
Biskris  and  Mahonnais  piled  their  luggage  up  in  the  wherries. 

Tartarin  of  Tarascon  had  no  luggage.  Here  he  comes  down 
the  Bue  de  la  Marine  through  the  little  market,  full  of  bananas 
and  melons,  accompanied  by  his  friend  Barbassou.     The  hap- 
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leM  Tarasconian  left  on  the  MooriBh  strand  his  gun-cases  and 
hit  illuaions,  and  now  he  had  to  sail  for  Tarascon  with  his 
hands  in  his  otherwise  empty  pockets.  He  had  barely  leaped 
into  the  captain's  cutter  before  a  breathless  beast  slid  down 
from  the  heights  of  the  square  and  galloped  towards  him.  It 
WIS  the  faithful  camel,  who  had  been  hunting  after  his  master 
io  Algiers  during  the  last  four-and-twenty  hours. 

On  seeing  him,  Tartarin  changed  countenance,  and  feigned 
not  to  know  him,  but  the  camel  was  not  going  to  be  put  off. 
He  scampered  along  the  quay ;  he  whinnied  for  his  friend,  and 
regarded  him  with  affection. 

^Take  me  away,"  his  sad  eyes  seemed  to  say,  ^take  me 
iwty  in  your  ship,  far,  far  from  this  sham  Arabia,  this  ridicu- 
lous Land  of  the  East,  full  of  locomotives  and  stage  coaches, 
where  a  camel  is  so  sorely  out  of  keeping  that  I  do  not  know 
whit  will  become  of  me.  You  are  the  last  real  Turk,  and  I 
am  the  last  camel.     Do  not  let  us  part,  0  my  Tartarin ! '' 

"Is  that  camel  yours  ?  "  the  captain  inquired. 

^Notabitof  it!"  replied  Tartarin,  who  shuddered  at  the 
idea  of  entering  Tarascon  with  that  ridiculous  escort;  and, 
impudently  denying  the  companion  of  his  misfortunes,  he 
ipomed  the  Algerian  soil  with  his  foot,  and  gave  the  cutter  the 
iboring-off  start  The  camel  sniffed  of  the  water,  extended 
its  neck,  cracked  its  joints,  and,  jumping  in  behind  the  row- 
boit  at  haphazard,  he  swam  towards  the  ^  Zouave  "  with  his 
hampback  floating  like  a  bladder,  and  his  long  neck  projecting 
Ofer  the  wave  like  the  beak  of  a  galley. 

Cotter  and  camel  came  alongside  the  mail  steamer  together. 

*This  dromedary  regularly  cuts  me  np,"  observed  Captain 
BarbassoQ,  quite  affected.  ^  I  have  a  good  mind  to  take  him 
aboard  and  make  a  present  of  him  to  the  Zoological  Gardens  at 
Maneilles.** 

And  so  they  hauled  up  the  camel  with  many  blocks  and 
tackles  apoQ  the  deck,  being  increased  in  weight  by  the  brine, 
and  the  ^  Zouave  "  started. 

Tartarin  spent  the  two  days  of  the  crossing  by  himself  in 
bis  stateroom,  not  because  the  sea  was  rough  or  that  the  red 
fex  had  too  much  to  suffer,  but  because  the  deuced  camel,  as 
•oQQ  as  his  master  appoarod  above  decks,  showed  him  the  most 
prpposteroios  attentions.  You  never  did  see  a  camel  make  such 
la  eihibition  of  a  man  as  this. 

From  hour  to  hour,  through  the  cabin  portholes,  where  he 
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stuck  out  his  nose  now  and  then,  Tartarin  saw  the  Algerian 
blue  sky  pale  away;  until  one  morning,  in  a  silvery  fog,  he 
heard  with  delight  Marseilles  bells  ringing  out.  The  "  Zouave  " 
bad  arrived  and  cast  anchor. 

Our  man,  having  no  luggage,  got  oS  without  saying  any- 
thing, hastily  slipped  through  Marseilles  for  fear  he  was  still 
pursued  by  the  camel,  and  never  breathed  till  he  was  in  a 
third-class  carriage  making  for  Tarascon. 

Deceptive  security ! 

Hardly  were  they  two  leagues  from  the  city  before  every 
head  was  stuck  out  of  window.  There  were  outcries  and 
astonishment.  Tartarin  looked  in  his  turn,  and  —  what  did 
he  descry!  the  camel,  reader,  the  inevitable  camel,  racing 
along  the  line  behind  the  train  and  keeping  up  with  it!  The 
dismayed  Tartarin  drew  back  and  shut  his  eyes. 

After  this  disastrous  expedition  of  his  he  had  reckoned  on 
slipping  into  his  house  incognito.  But  the  presence  of  this 
burdensome  quadruped  rendered  the  thing  impossible.  What 
kind  of  a  triumphal  entry  would  he  make  ?  Good  heavens !  not 
a  sou,  not  a  lion,  nothing  to  show  for  it  save  a  camel! 

"  Tarascon !  Tarascon ! " 

He  was  obliged  to  get  down. 

0  amazement ! 

Scarce  had  the  hero's  red  fez  popped  out  of  the  doorway 
before  a  loud  shout  of  "Tartarin  forever!"  made  the  glazed 
roof  of  the  railway  station  tremble.  "Long  life  to  Tartarin, 
the  lion-slayer!"  And  out  burst  the  windings  of  horns  and 
the  choruses  of  the  local  musical  societies. 

Tartarin  felt  death  had  come:  he  believed  it  a  hoax.  But, 
no!  all  Tarascon  was  there,  waving  their  hats,  all  of  the  same 
way  of  thinking.  Behold  the  brave  Commandant  Bravida, 
Gostecalde  the  armorer,  the  Chief  Judge,  the  chemist,  and 
the  whole  noble  corps  of  cap-poppers,  who  pressed  around  their 
leader,  and  carried  him  in  triumph  out  through  the  passages. 

Singular  effects  of  the  mirage !  —  the  hide  of  the  blind  lion 
sent  to  Bravida  was  the  cause  of  all  this  riot.  With  that 
humble  fur  exhibited  in  the  club-room  the  Tarasconians,  and, 
at  the  back  of  them,  the  whole  South  of  Prance,  had  grown 
exalted.  The  "  Semaphore  "  newspaper  had  spoken  of  it.  A 
drama  had  been  invented.  It  was  not  'merely  a  solitary  lion 
which  Tartarin  had  slain,  but  ten,  nay,  twenty  —  pooh !  a  herd 
of  lions  had  been  made  marmalade  of.     Hence,  on  disembark- 
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ing  at  Marseilles,  Tartarin  was  already  celebrated  without 
being  aware  of  it,  and  an  enthuBiastic  telegram  had  gone  on 
before  him  by  two  hours  to  his  native  place. 

But  what  capped  the  climax  of  the  popular  gladness  was  to 
see  a  fancifully  shaped  animal,  covered  with  foam  and  dust, 
appear  behind  the  hero,  and  stumble  down  the  station  stairs. 

Tarascon  for  an  instant  believed  that  its  dragon  was  come 
again. 

Tartarin  set  his  fellow-citizens  at  ease. 

^This  is  my  camel,"  he  said. 

Already  feeling  the  influence  of  the  splendid  sun  of  Taras- 
con, which  makes  people  tell  ^'bouncers"  unwittingly,  he 
added,  as  he  fondled  the  camel's  hump:  — 

^ It  is  a  noble  beast!    It  saw  rae  kill  all  ray  lions!" 

Whereupon  he  familiarly  took  the  arm  of  the  commandant, 
who  was  red  with  pleasure;  and  followed  by  his  camel,  sur- 
rounded by  the  cap-huntei*s,  acclaimed  by  all  the  population, 
he  placidly  proceeded  towards  the  Baobab  Villa;  and,  on  the 
march,  thus  commenced  the  account  of  his  mighty  hunting:  — 

^  Once  upon  an  evening,  you  are  to  imagine  that,  out  in  the 
depths  of  the  Sahara  —  " 

Fbom  "  Recollkctions  of  a  Litkraey  Mak." 
the  garden  of  the  rue  des  rosiers. 

Written  March  22,  1871. 

Put  not  your  trust  in  the  names  of  streets,  nor  in  the  peace- 
ful appearance  thereof!  When,  after  having  clambered  over 
barricades  and  mitrailleuses,  I  reached  the  top  of  Montmartre, 
and  from  behind  the  windmills  looked  down  and  saw  the  little 
Bue  des  Rosiers,  with  its  pebbled  roadway,  its  gardens,  and 
small  houses,  I  could  have  fancied  myself  far  away  in  the  prov- 
inces, in  one  of  those  quiet  suburbs  where  the  town  as  it  be- 
comes more  scattered,  finally  dwindles  down  and  disappears  in 
the  surrounding  fields.  In  front  of  me,  nothing  was  to  be  seen 
but  a  flight  of  pigeous  and  two  sisters  of  mercy  in  their  large 
caps,  timidly  skirting  the  wall.  In  the  distance  rose  the 
Solferino  tower,  a  vulgar  and  heavy  fortress,  Sunday  resort  of 
the  neighborhood  that  the  siege  has  almost  rendered  picturesque, 
by  reducing  it  to  a  ruin. 

By  degrees,  as  I  advanced,  the  street  widened  out,  and  wore 
a  more  animated  appearance.     There  were  tents  laid  out  in  a 
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line,  cannon  and  stacks  of  guns,  and  on  the  left-hand  side 
a  large  gateway,  in  front  of  which  national  guards  were  smok- 
ing their  pipes.  The  house  was  at  the  back  and  could  not  be 
seen  from  the  street.  After  some  parley,  the  sentinel  allowed 
me  to  enter.  It  was  a  two-storied  house,  situated  between  a 
courtyard  and  garden,  and  had  nothing  tragic  about  it.  It 
belongs  to  the  heirs  of  M.  Scribe. 

The  rooms  on  the  ground  floor,  light,  airy,  and  hung  with 
flowery  papers,  opened  into  the  passage  leading  from  the  little 
paved  courtyard  to  the  garden.  It  was  here  that  the  former 
Comite  Central  held  its  meetings.  It  was  hither  that  on  the 
afternoon  of  the  18th  the  two  generals  were  conveyed,  and  that 
they  endured  the  anguish  of  their  last  hour;  while  the  mob 
yelled  in  the  garden  outside,  and  the  deserters  came  and  stuck 
their  hideous  faces  against  the  windows,  scenting  blood  like 
wolves ;  here,  at  last,  that  the  two  corpses  were  brought  back, 
and  remained  exposed  for  two  days  to  the  public  gaze. 

With  heavy  heart,  I  went  down  the  three  steps  leading  to 
the  garden,  a  true  suburban  garden,  where  each  tenant  has  bis 
corner  of  currant  bushes  and  clematis,  separated  by  green 
trellis-work  with  belled  gates.  The  fury  of  a  mob  had  passed 
over  all.  The  enclosures  were  knocked  down,  the  flower-beds 
torn  up.  Nothing  was  left  standing  but  certain  quincunxes  of 
limes,  some  twenty  trees,  freshly  trimmed,  with  their  hard  gray 
branches  uprising  in  the  air,  like  a  vulture's  talons.  An  iron 
railing  went  round  the  back  by  way  of  wall,  showing  in  the 
distance  the  immense,  melancholy  valley,  and  the  tall,  smoking 
factory  chimneys. 

The  calm  brought  by  time  steals  over  things  as  well  as  over 
human  beings.  Here  I  am  on  the  very  scene  of  the  drama,  and 
yet  I  experience  a  certain  difficulty  in  recalling  an  impression 
of  it.  The  weather  is  mild,  the  sky  clear.  Tliesc  Montmartre 
soldiers  who  surround  me  seem  good-natured  fellows.  They 
sing,  and  play  at  pitch  and  toss.  The  ofiicers  laugh  as  they 
saunter  to  and  fro !  The  great  wall  alone,  riddled  with  bullets, 
and  with  crumbled  coping,  stands  up  like  a  witness  and  relates 
the  crime.     It  was  against  this  wall  they  were  shot. 

It  appears  that  at  the  last  moment  General  Lecomte,  who 
till  then  had  been  firm  and  resolute,  felt  his  courage  fail  him. 
He  struggled  and  tried  to  escape,  ran  a  few  steps  in  the  garden, 
was  seized  again  immediately,  shaken,  dragged,  jostled,  fell  on 
his  knees  and  spoke  of  bis  children. 
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^  I  have  five,**  he  said  sobbing. 

The  heart  of  the  father  had  burst  the  tanic  of  the  soldier. 
There  were  fathers  also  in  that  mad  crowd,  and  some  pitying 
voices  answered  his  despairing  appeal;  but  the  inexorable 
deserters  would  not  listen. 

''If  we  do  not  shoot  him  to-day,  he  will  have  us  shot  to- 
morrow.'' 

He  was  thrust  against  the  wall.  Immediately  after,  the 
sergeant  of  an  infantry  regiment  approached  him. 

•*  (Seneral,**  he  said,  "  you  must  promise  us  —  ** 

Then  suddenly  changing  his  mind,  he  took  a  couple  of  steps 
backwards,  and  discharged  his  chassepot  full  in  his  chest.  The 
others  had  only  to  finish  him  off. 

Clement  Thomas,  however,  did  not  give  way  for  one  instant 

Placed  against  the  same  wall  as  Lecomte,  at  two  paces  from 
his  body,  he  faced  death  to  the  end,  and  siK)ke  in  a  dignified 
manDcr.  When  the  guns  were  lowered,  he  instinctively  raised 
his  left  arm  before  his  face,  and  the  old  Republican  died  in  the 
attitude  of  Cssar.  At  the  spot  where  they  fell,  against  the  cold 
wall,  bare  like  the  target  of  a  shooting  gallery,  a  few  branches 
of  a  peach-tree  are  still  spread  out,  and  at  the  top  blooms  an 
earij  flower,  all  white,  spared  by  the  bullets  and  unsullied  by 
the  powder. 

On  quitting  the  Rue  des  Rosiers,  through  the  silent  roads 
rising  one  above  the  other,  along  the  sides  of  the  hill,  full  of 
gardens  and  terraces,  I  came  to  the  former  cemetery  of  Mont- 
martre,  that  had  been  reopened  a  few  days  before,  to  receive  the 
bodies  of  the  two  generals.  It  is  a  village  cemetery,  bare,  with- 
oat  trees,  adorned  by  nothing  but  gravestones.  Like  those 
rapacioos  peasants,  who  in  ploughing  their  land  onr roach  each 
day  oo  the  pathway  that  crosses  their  Fields,  mnking  it  finally 
disappear  altogether;  so  here,  death  has  invaded  everything, 
eveathe  alleya  The  tombs  crowd  one  above  the  other.  Every 
plaoe  is  filled.     One  is  at  a  los.s  to  know  where  to  step. 

I  know  nothing  sadd^T  than  tho.se  old  cemeteries.  One  feels 
uiie*s  self  to  be  in  presence  of  a  va.st  n.ssomhlage,  and  yet  no  one  is 
visible.    Those  who  lie  there  s(M>in«Ml  indeed  twice  dead. 

••What  are  you  looking:  for?"  inquired  a  kind  of  half  gard- 
i-ner,  half  graveditrger,  in  a  national  guard's  forage  cap,  who  was 
mending  a  railing. 

Mj  answ«^r  astonished  him.  For  a  moment  he  hesitated, 
looked  around  him,  and  lowering  his  voice :  — 
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" Over  there,"  he  said,  ''near  the  cowl." 

What  he  called  the  cowl  was  a  sentry-box  in  japanned  sheet- 
iron,  sheltering  a  few  tarnished  glass-beaded  wreaths,  and  old 
filigree  flowers.  By  its  side  was  a  wide  slab,  which  had  been 
recently  raised.  Not  a  railing,  not  an  inscription.  Nothing  but 
two  bunches  of  violets,  wrapped  in  white  paper,  with  a  stone 
placed  on  their  stalks  that  the  strong  wind  of  the  hill-side  may 
not  blow  them  away.  It  is  here  they  sleep  side  by  side.  It  is 
in  this  transitory  tomb,  awaiting  restoration  to  their  families, 
that  a  billet  has  been  given  to  these  two  soldiers. 


AN  ESCAPE. 

Written  during  the  Commune, 

On  one  of  the  last  days  of  the  month  of  March  five  or  six  of 
us  were  seated  at  a  table,  in  front  of  the  Gaf^  Riche,  watching 
the  battalions  of  the  Commune  march  past.  There  had  been  as 
yet  no  fighting,  but  assassinations  had  already  taken  place  in  the 
Rue  des  Hosiers,  Place  Vend8me,  and  at  the  Prefecture  de 
Police.  The  farce  was  rapidly  turning  into  a  tragedy,  and  the 
boulevard  laughed  no  longer. 

In  serried  ranks  round  the  red  flag,  with  their  canvas  bags 
slung  across  the  shoulder,  the  communeux  tramped  along  with 
resolute  step,  covering  the  whole  roadway  ;  and  when  one  looked 
at  all  these  people  under  arms,  so  far  from  their  working  districts, 
with  cartridge-pouches  tightly  buckled  over  their  fustian  jackets, 
the  workmen's  hands  clutching  the  butt  end  of  their  guns,  it  was 
impossible  not  to  think  of  the  empty  workshops  and  the  aban- 
doned factories. 

This  march  past  was  in  itself  a  menace.  We  all  understood 
it,  and  the  same  sad,  undefinable  presentiment  chilled  our 
hearts. 

At  this  moment,  a  tall,  indolent  and  bloated  swell,  known  to 
all  the  boulevard,  from  Tortoni  to  the  Madeleine,  approached  our 
table.  He  was  one  of  the  most  contemptible  specimens  of  the 
fast  man  of  the  late  Empire,  a  second-hand  exquisite,  who  had 
never  done  anything  but  pick  up  on  the  boulevard  all  the  eccen- 
tricities of  the  upper  ten  ;  baring  his  throat  like  Lutteroth,  wear- 
ing ladies'  dressing-gowns  like  Mouchy,  bracelets  like  Narishkine, 
keeping  for  five  years  a  card  of  Gramraont-Caderousse  stuck  in 
his  lookinar-glass ;  and  withal  painted  like  any  old  actor,  drop- 
ping all  his  r's,  in  the  affected  style  of  the  Directoire,  saying : 
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••  Parole  d'hanneu.  B(mjo\C  Ma^ame^^  bringing  the  smell  of  Tat  • 
tersairs  stables  everywhere  on  his  boots,  and  with  just  enough 
education  to  be  able  to  scratch  his  name  on  the  mirrors  of 
the  Cafd  Anglais,  which,  however,  did  not  prevent  him  from 
posiDg  as  a  thorough  theologian,  and  from  exhibiting  from  one 
rastaurant  to  another  his  disdainful,  used-up,  blas<£  manner, 
which  at  that  time  constituted  the  height  of  ^^  form.'' 

During  the  siege,  mj  fine  fellow  had  had  himself  attached 
to  some  kind  of  staff  —  merely  to  save  his  riding  horses  —  and 
from  time  to  time  his  ungainly  figure  might  be  seen,  parading 
the  neighborhood  of  the  Place  Vend(>me,  amongst  all  the  other 
grand  gold-laced  gentlemen  ;  since  then  I  had  lost  sight  of  him. 
Therefore,  to  find  him  again  suddenly  in  the  midst  of  the  insur- 
rection, ever  the  same,  in  this  convulsed  Paris,  produced  on  me 
the  logubrious  and  comical  impression  of  an  old  veteran  of  the 
fiisl  empire,  carrying  out  his  pilgrimage  of  the  5th  of  Hay  in  the 
Bidst  of  the  modem  boulevard.  The  race  of  wretched  Dun- 
drearies  was  not  ended,  then  ?  There  were  still  some  left !  In 
reality,  I  think  that  had  I  been  given  a  choice,  I  would  have 
preferred  those  infuriated  eommunard^  who  gathered  on  the 
ramparts,  with  a  dr}-  crust  at  the  bottom  of  their  rough  canvas 
wallets.  These  at  least  had  something  in  their  heads,  some 
▼ague,  wild  ideal  which  floated  a(>ove  them,  and  took  some  fierce 
eoloring  from  the  folds  of  that  red  rag,  for  which  they  were  going 
to  die.     But  he,  empty  rattle,  with  his  vacant,  breadcrumb  brain! 

That  day  precisely,  our  friend  was  more  insipid,  more  indo- 
kal,  more  full  of  fine  airs  than  usual.  He  wore  a  little  straw 
hal  with  blue  ribbons,  his  moustache  was  well  waxed,  his  hair 
cropped  Russian  fashion ;  a  short  coat  displayed  all  his  fi^re, 
and  to  be  thoroughly  complete,  at  the  end  of  a  silken  cord,  used 
ss  a  leash,  he  led  a  lady's  lapdoir,  a  little  Ilavanese  dog  the  size 
of  a  rat,  which,  buried  in  its  loiif;  hair,  looked  as  bored  and 
fstigned  as  his  master.  Thus  p)t  up,  he  planted  him.solf  in  a 
languid  attitude  in  front  of  our  tahlo.  and  wntehed  the  com- 
mwmrux  defiling  |>ast,  made  some  foolish  reniaik.  th(Mi  with  a 
»loQch  and  a  swing  that  were  positively  iniinital>K\  dv^clared  to 
OS  that  these  fellows  were  l)e(rinnine  to  make  liis  blood  boil,  and 
that  he  was  going  off  at  onee  to  "  plae«»  his  sword  at  the  service 
of  the  Admiral  I'*  The  Hat  had  irone  forth.  th«»  (le<»laration  was 
laonched  !  Lasouche  or  Priston  have  nt»ver  found  anvthinir  more 
comic.  Thereupon  he  turned  away,  and  strolled  off  languidly, 
followed  by  his  little  bulky  dog. 
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I  know  not  whether  in  reality  he  did  place  his  Bword  at  the 
Admiral's  disposal ;  but  in  any  case,  M.  Saisset  did  not  make  much 
use  of  it,  for  eight  days  later,  the  flag  of  the  Commune  floated 
over  all  the  mayors'  offices,  the  drawbridges  were  raised,  fight- 
ing had  begun  everywhere,  and  from  hour  to  hour  the  sidewalks 
grew  emptier  and  the  streets  more  deserted.  Every  one  tried  to 
escape  as  best  he  might  —  in  the  market-gardeners'  carts,  in  the 
luggage  vans  of  the  embassies.  Some  disguised  themselves  as 
bargemen,  stokers,  or  navvies.  The  most  romantic  crossed  the 
ramparts  at  night  with  rope-ladders.  The  boldest  went  thirty 
at  a  time,  and  passed  through  a  gate  by  storm ;  others,  more 
practical,  simply  offered  a  bribe  of  five  francs.  Many  followed 
hearses,  and  went  wandering  about  the  fields  of  the  surround- 
ing suburbs,  with  umbrellas  and  chimney-pot  hats,  black  from 
bead  to  foot,  like  village  tipstaffs.  Once  outside,  all  these 
Parisians  looked  at  each  other  laughingly,  breathed  freely, 
capered  about,  made  fun  of  Paris ;  but  soon  the  nostalgia  of 
the  asphalt  regained  possession  of  them,  and  the  emigration, 
begun  as  truant  schoolboys,  became  sad  and  burdensome  as  an 
exile. 

My  mind  full  of  these  ideas  of  escape,  I  was  one  morning 
strolling  down  the  Rue  de  Bivoli,  in  pouring  rain,  when  I  was 
stopped  by  seeing  a  familiar  face.  At  that  early  hour  there 
was  scarcely  anything  in  sight  but  the  sweeping-machines, 
gathering  up  the  mud  in  little  gleaming  heaps  along  the  side 
of  the  pavement,  and  the  rows  of  tumbrels  filled  one  after  the 
other  by  the  scavengers.  Horror  !  it  was  under  the  bespattered 
smock  of  one  of  these  men  that  I  recognized  my  masher,  well  dis- 
guised indeed !  —  a  battered  felt  hat,  a  neck-handkerchief  tied 
like  a  wisp  round  the  throat,  and  the  wide  trousers  called  by 
the  Parisian  workman  (pardon  me  the  word)  a  scUopette;  all 
this  was  wet,  shabby,  threadbare,  covered  with  a  thick  coating 
of  mire,  that  the  wretched  creature  did  not  even  then  consider 
thick  enough,  for  I  detected  him  trampling  in  the  puddles,  and 
kicking  the  mud  up  to  the  very  roots  of  his  hair.  It  was  this 
peculiar  manceuvre  that  attracted  my  attention- 

"  Good  morning,  Vicomte,"  I  said  to  him  in  an  undertone 
as  I  passed.  The  Vicomte  grew  pale  under  his  mud  stains, 
threw  a  terrified  glance  around  him,  then  seeing  every  one  busy, 
be  regained  a  little  assurance,  and  told  me  that  he  had  not 
chosen  to  place  his  sword  (always  his  sword)  at  the  service  of 
the  Commune,  and  that  his  butler's  brother,  mud  contractor  at 
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Moutreuil,  liad  fortunately  contrived  for  him  this  possibility  of 
leaving  Paris.  He  could  not  add  more.  The  carts  were  full, 
and  the  procession  was  beginning  to  move  on.  My  fellow  bad 
but  time  to  run  to  his  team,  take  up  his  position  in  the  file, 
crack  his  whip,  and,  hoi !  go  on !  he  was  off.  The  adventure 
intereated  me.  In  order  to  see  the  end  of  it,  I  followed  the  tum- 
brels at  a  distance,  as  far  as  the  Porte  de  Vincennes. 

Each  man  walked  at  the  side  of  his  horses,  whip  in  hand, 
leading  his  team  by  a  leathern  rein.  To  make  his  task  easier 
they  had  put  the  Vicomte  the  last,  and  it  was  pitiful  to  see  the 
poor  devil  striving  to  do  like  the  others,  to  imitate  their  voice, 
their  gait,  that  heavy  bent,  drowsy  gait,  swinging  along  with  the 
rolling  of  the  wheels,  regulated  by  the  step  of  the  overladen 
animals.  At  times  they  stopped  to  allow  some  battalion  to  pass 
on  its  way  to  the  ramparts.  Then  ho  would  assume  a  bustling 
air,  swear,  use  his  whip,  and  make  himself  as  much  of  a  carter 
ss  possible ;  but,  from  time  to  time,  the  man  of  fashion  re-ap- 
peared. This  scavenger  looked  at  women.  In  front  of  a  cart- 
ridge manufactory,  Rue  de  Charonne,  he  paused  for  a  moment 
to  watch  the  factory  girls  entering.  The  aspect  of  the  great 
fanbuurg,  all  the  swarms  of  (>eople  seemed  to  astonish  him  very 
much,  and  the  startled  glances  he  threw  right  and  left  showed 
his  surprise,  as  though  he  fancied  himself  in  an  unknown 
eoantrv. 

And  yet  Vicomte,  you  have  travelled  over  these  long  streets 
ieadinp:  to  Vincennes  often  enough,  on  fine  spring  and  autumn 
8imda\s,  when  you  were  returning  from  the  races,  with  a  green 
card  stuck  in  your  hat,  and  a  leather  bag  slung  over  your 
shouldrr,  cracking  your  whip  in  delicate  and  masterly  style. 
Bat  then  you  were  perched  up  so  high  in  your  phaeton,  you 
were  surrounded  with  such  a  nia8.s  of  flowers,  ribbons,  ringlets, 
and  ganze  veils,  the  wheels  that  almost  touched  your  own,  en- 
veloped you  in  such  a  luminous  and  aristocratic  dust,  that  you 
never  saw  the  dark  windows  oponinir  at  your  approa<?h,  nor  the 
workmen*s  homes,  wlien».  at  that  very  hour,  they  were  sitting 
down  to  dinner ;  and    whrn  vou   had  passed  bv.  when  all  that 

•  I  • 

lonpr  train  of  luxurious  existence,  the  bright  silks  and  startlin^r 
^ildeo  lucks  of  tlu'  wonion,  all  had  disMpjM»ared  toward  Paris, 
tpi.-arintr  awav  with  it  its  irildeil  atinushhere,  vou  did  not  know 
how  much  more  phMUuy  tho  Fjnil»o!ir^  became,  how  much  morn 
bitter  siM^med  the  !.n»a<L  how  nmrh  hf^avior  the  tool  apjH^ared, 
what  you  left  there  of  accumulated  hatred  and  anger.     A 


3372  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 

volley  of  oaihs  and  cracks  of  the  whip  cut  short  my  soliloquy. 
We  had  reached  the  Port  de  Vincennes.  The  drawbridge  had 
been  lowered,  and  in  the  twilight,  in  the  downpour  of  rain,  in 
the  midst  of  the  obstruction  caused  by  the  crowding  carts,  the 
national  guards  examining  the  permits,  I  perceived  the  poor 
Vicomtje  struggling  with  his  three  large  horses,  which  he  was 
trying  to  turn  round.  The  unfortunate  fellow  had  lost  his  place. 
He  swore,  tugged  at  the  rein ;  large  drops  of  sweat  rolled  down 
his  face.  I  can  assure  you  his  languid  look  had  vanished.  Already 
the  communeux  were  beginning  to  notice  him.  A  circle  was 
formed  round  him,  laughing  at  him;  his  position  became  dan- 
gerous. Luckily  the  head  carter  came  to  his  assistance,  tore 
the  bridle  from  his  hands  with  a  rough  push,  then,  with  a  lash 
of  his  large  whip,  started  the  team,  which  rushed  over  the  bridge 
at  a  galop,  with  the  Vicomte  running  and  splashing  behind. 
The  gate  passed,  he  resumed  his  place,  and  the  long  file  was 
lost  in  the  waste  land  outside  the  fortifications. 

It  was,  indeed,  a  piteous  egress.  I  watched  it  from  the  top 
of  an  embankment,  the  fields  full  of  rubbish  in  which  the 
wheels  stuck ;  the  scarce  and  muddy  grass,  the  men  bending 
low  under  the  downpour,  the  long  line  of  tumbrels  rolling 
heavily,  like  hearses.  It  might  have  been  some  shameful 
burial,  as  it  were  all  the  Paris  of  the  Bas  Empire  disappear- 
ing,  drowned  in  the  mud  of  its  own  creation. 

MADAME  ARNOULD-PLESSr. 

Did  you  see  her  act  in  Henriette  Marichalf  Do  you  re- 
member her,  in  front  of  her  looking-glass,  throwing  a  long  and 
despairing  gaze  at  that  mute  and  pitiless  confidant,  and  saying, 
with  a  heart-rending  intonation:  "Ah,  I  look  every  hour  of  my 
age  to-day."  Those  who  heard  her  will  never  be  able  to  forget 
it.  It  was  so  deep  felt,  so  human !  By  those  few  simple 
words,'  slowly  accentuated,  falling  one  after  the  other  like  the 
notes  of  a  knell,  the  actress  conveyed  so  much:  the  regret  at 
departed  youth,  the  bitter  anguish  of  a  woman  who  feels  that 
her  reign  is  over,  and  that  if  she  does  not  abdicate  willingly, 
old  age  will  very  soon  come,  and  sign  her  renunciation  by  a 
disfiguring  scratch  across  her  whole  face. 

Terrible  moment  even  for  the  strongest,  or  the  most  up- 
right! It  is  like  a  sudden  exile,  an  abrupt  change  of  climate, 
and  the  surprise  of  an  icy  cold  atmosphere  succeeding  the 
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balmj  and  perfumed  air,  full  of  flattering  murmurs  and  pas- 
•i<mate  adulations,  which  surround  a  woman's  beauty  in  the 
meridian  of  her  age.  For  the  actress,  the  wreuch  is  still  more 
cmeL  For  in  her  the  coquetry  natural  to  woman  grows  and  is 
aggrarated  by  a  thirst  for  fame.  And  so  most  actresses  never 
wiU  make  an  end,  never  have  the  courage  to  place  themselves 
onee  for  all  before  their  mirror,  and  say:  "1  look  every  hour 
of  my  age  to-day.'*  They  are  truly  much  to  be  pitied.  In  vain 
they  struggle,  cling  despairing  to  the  faded  shreds  of  the  fallen 
crown,  they  see  the  public  abaiidoning  them,  admiration  re- 
placed by  indulgence,  then  by  compassion ;  and  what  is  more 
heart-rending  than  all,  by  indifTerence. 

Thanks  to  her  intelligence,  thanks  to  her  pride,  the  grand 
and  valiant  Amould-Plessy  did  not  await  this  distressing  hour. 
Altbongh  she  still  had  some  years  before  her,  she  preferred 
disappearing  at  the  height  of  her  zenith,  like  those  iine  Octo- 
ber tuna,  that  plunge  suddenly  under  the  horizon,  rather  than 
drag  their  luminous  agony  through  a  dim  and  slow  twilight 
Her  reputation  has  gained  thereby;  but  we  have  lost  many 
delightful  evenings  she  could  still  have  given  us.  With  her, 
Marivaux  disappeared,  and  the  charm  of  his  marvellous  talent, 
of  that  sparkling  and  airy  phraseology  which  has  the  capricious 
breadth  of  range  of  a  fan  unfolded  to  the  footlights.  All  these 
delightful  heroines  with  names  like  the  princesses  of  Shake- 
speare, and  who  have  even  something  of  their  ethereal  ele- 
gance, have  vanished  and  drawn  back  within  the  covers  of  the 
book;  in  vain  are  tliey  evoked,  they  no  longer  answer  to  the 
cilL  Gone,  too,  is  all  that  pretty  jestinsr  with  language  and 
wit,  that  dainty  talk,  perhaps  a  little  affected,  a  little  over- 
refined,  but  so  French,  such  as  Mussot  has  so  often  written; 
charming  triflers,  who  lean  arms,  hidden  under  floating  laces, 
on  the  edge  of  a  work-tablo,  laden  with  all  the  srailinir  caprices 
of  an  amorous  idleness.  All  that  is  at  an  end,  no  one  knows 
h  iw  to  talk,  how  to  flirt,  now,  in  that  sentimental  style  on  the 
'^ujre. 

The  tradition  is  lost  since  Arnould-Plossy  is  no  lonsrer 
ill-re.  And  then  not  only  was  tho  artist  hoth  studious  and 
w^^th^idical,  a  faithful  intcTprotor  of  traditional  French  art,  but 
this  excellent  actress  ha<l  also  an  oriirinal  and  inciuirinir  talent, 
vh«»ther  she*  prappli-d  with  tlic  irrand  trairic  creations,  such  as 
Airrippina,  which  she  play<Ml  in  a  reniarkal)]e  manner,  more 
after  Suetonius  than  Racine,  or  whether  she  created  a  part  full 
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of  modem  life  and  realistic  art,  such  as  Nany  in  Meilhac's 
drama  —  an  ignorant  peasant  and  passionately  devoted  mother. 
I  remember  particularly  a  scene  in  which  to  express  the  thou- 
sand conflicting  sentiments  which  clashed  in  her  ambitious 
and  jealous  spirit,  Nany,  uncultivated,  stuttering,  seeking  in 
vain  for  words,  in  a  burst  of  mad  rage  against  herself,  gasped 
out  as  she  struck  her  breast:  ^^Ah!  peasant,  peasant!"  The 
actress  said  it  in  a  way  that  made  the  whole  house  shudder. 
And  remember  that  such  cries,  such  truthful  gestures,  are 
not  traditional,  that  no  teaching  can  give  them,  but  only  a 
profound  study,  sympathetic  and  observant  of  life.  Is  it  not 
a  magnificent  triumph,  the  proof  of  an  admirable  power  of 
creation,  that  a  drama  that  foundered  like  Nany,  and  was 
played  only  about  ten  nights,  should  have  remained  forever  in 
the  mind  and  eyes  of  those  who  saw  it,  because  Mme.  Amould- 
Plessy  had  acted  the  principal  part  in  it 
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Dayib,  Rbbscca  (Habddt o)i  an  American  authoress,  was  bom 
at  Washington,  Pa.,  June  24, 1831.  In  very  early  life  she  removed 
to  Virginia.  She  was  reared  and  educated  at  Wheeling,  W.  Va., 
where  she  wrote  her  first  published  tales,  **Life  in  the  Iron  Mills" 
and  "A  Story  of  To-Day,"  which  appeared  in  the  "Atlantic" 
in  1861,  the  latter  being  again  published  in  book  form  under  the 
title  of  "Margaret  Howth"  (1861).  The  following  year  she  was 
married  to  L.  Clark  Davis,  who  was  at  that  time  connected  with 
the  editorial  department  of  the  Philadelphia  "Inquirer;"  and 
during  the  seven  years  of  their  residence  in  Philadelphia  she  con- 
tinned  to  write  for  the  newspaper  and  periodical  press,  and  to  pub- 
lish works  of  a  more  permanent  character.  Among  the  latter  were, 
"Waiting  for  Verdict"  (1867),  and  "Dallas  Galbraith"  (1868). 
In  1869  she  became  a  regular  writer  on  the  editorial  staff  of  the 
New  York  "Tribune."  Her  later  works  include:  "The  Captain'^ 
Story  "  (1874) ;  "  John  Andross  ^  (1874)  ;  "  The  Ffeded  Leaf  of  His- 
tory"  (1876);  "Kitty's  Choice''  (1876);  "A  Law  Unto  Herself" 
(1878) ;  "  Natasqua"  (1886) ;  "  Doctor  Warrick's  Daughters  "  (1896). 

Life  and  Death.^ 

(From  **  Dr.  Warrick'i  DmoghteiB.") 

Doctor  Samuel  Warrick  was  a  surgeon  in  a  Federal  regi- 
ment from  the  beginning  to  the  end  of  the  Civil  War.  His 
wife,  in  the  mean  time,  lived  with  her  children  in  the  old  War- 
rick homestead  near  Luxborough  in  eastern  Pennsylvania. 

Even  as  early  as  '65,  Luxborough  was  called  a  city  by  the 
contractors  who  had  recently  pushed  in  and  built  mills.  They 
elected  themselves  mayors  and  councilmcn  :  their  dwellings 
rose  around  the  new  Park  near  the  Works  with  Greek  porticos 
in  front  and  Ottoman  minarets  at  the  back,  and  within,  much 
plenishing  of  gilt  and  plush  and  vases  of  alabaster. 

The  old  settlers,  who  live  in  crooked,  shady  lanes  on  the 
hill,  ignored  these  people  and  their  city.  They  always  talked 
of  "our  little  burgh"  with  proud  humility:  as  the  great  Louis 

^  Copyright,  1896,  by  Harper  &  Brothen. 
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was  known  to  his  people  only  as  ^^  Monsieur/'  because  there 
could  be  but  one  gentleman  in  France.  Of  course  they  knew 
that  there  were  other  towns  in  the  country,  but  they  thought 
of  them  vaguely,  as  one  does  of  affairs  in  the  Antarctic  circle. 
Luxborough  was  the  final  result  of  the  creation.  For  it  Colum- 
bus had  sailed,  and  Washington  fought,  and  the  Bible  been 
written.  They  delighted  to  tell  each  other  that "  with  our  re- 
sources and  water  power  we  could  easily  have  surpassed  Phila- 
delphia at  any  time.  But  our  people,  sir,  have  had  higher 
pursuits  than  trade."  A  small  college  gave  a  scholastic  flavor 
to  the  pursuits  of  some  citizens;  others  were  army  and  navy 
officers  on  half  pay ;  still  others  derived  their  support  from  the 
meagre  dividends  of  the  venerable  Luxborough  Bank.  But  a 
meagre  income  did  not  interfere  with  the  self-respect  of  any 
Luxboroughan.  He  wrapped  his  poverty  about  him  as  a  royal 
garment  arid  smiled  down  patronage  on  the  world. 

Now,  these  people  all  knew  that  their  forefathers  had  been 
Swedish  peasants  who  came  over  on  the  "  Key  of  Galmar  " :  or 
mechanics  and  cotters  brought  to  his  principality  by  Penn. 
But  Imd  they  not  founded  Luxborough  ?  That  was  a  patent  of 
nobility  in  the  minds  of  their  descendants,  who  clung  fondly  to 
their  old  oak  chesli  and  chain  clocks. 

The  young  people,  it  is  true,  had  talked  much,  of  late,  of 
certain  Scotch  lords  and  English  baronets,  whom,  without  re- 
gard to  Burke  and  Debrett,  they  declared  to  be  their  ancestors 
and  whose  crests  they  uneasily  adopted. 

Luxborough  asserted  itself,  however,  most  strenuously  in  the 
Monthly  Whist  Club  (established  a.  d.  1767).  The  mill-owners 
beat  in  vain  at  its  closed  doors.  They  jeered  at  the  sandwiches 
and  tea  which  were  its  fixed  features,  but  their  hearts  were  sore 
with  envy.  These  homely  simplicities  showed  a  superb  con- 
tempt for  the  vulgar  splendor  of  their  balls  and  costly  suppers. 
Once  a  year  minuets  were  danced  at  the  club,  the  girls  wearing 
their  grandmothers'  brocade  gowns.  The  patronesses  *'  re- 
quested the  honor  of  your  presence  "  on  the  backs  of  playing 
cards,  as  the  club  had  done  when  Dolly  Madison  or  Nelly  Custis 
were  its  guests.  These  things  furnished  the  new-comers  with 
endless  gibes.  But  the  old  Luxboroughans  smiled  and  vouch- 
safed no  answer.  They  were  sure  that  their  town,  with  its 
patrician  caste,  was  as  unique  in  the  world  as  a  Rome  or  a 
Damascus. 

For  the  rest,  their  minds  were  chiefly  concerned  with  their 
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food  and  the  squabbles  of  the  High  and  Low  churches.  They 
were  all  good  housekeepers  and  churchgoers,  and,  let  the  world 
rage  as  it  would,  the  excellence  of  their  hams  and  jellies  and 
miaaionaries  were  firm  foundations  on  which  they  stood  im- 
pregnable. So  deep  was  their  complacency  that  if  a  Lux- 
borooghan  went  out  into  the  world  and  found  success,  his  old 
netg^bors  scowled  askance  at  him.  Why  should  he  go  out  into 
the  world  ?  Could  he  not  have  the  best  of  hams  and  the 
Monthly  Club  at  home?  They  would  not  clap  their  hands 
for  him. 

Young  Logue  was  the  foremost  American  sculptor  in  Rome 
for  years,  and  George  Parr,  the  philologist,  was  recognized  by 
the  greatest  of  German  scholars.  Ue  was  for  mouths  the 
honored  guest  of  Queen  Sophie  in  the  Huis  ten  Bosch. 

But  when  the  two  men  came  home  Luxborough  passed  them 
with  an  icy  nod.  No  cards  were  sent  them  for  the  club.  "  They 
hare  good  blood,'"  said  Mrs.  Hayes,  who  was  patroness  that 
year.  ^  But  it  is  safer  to  keep  out  all  artistic  riffraff."  She 
felt  that  they  should  be  taught  that  Luxborough  was  its  own 
world.  Roman  studios  and  foreign  courts  were  but  as  the  rim 
to  iU  cup. 

Naturally,  men  of  ability  who  were  bom  in  the  town  and 
eoold  not  push  out  into  the  world  did  not  find  these  things  as 
hdicrous  as  they  seemed  to  Doctor  Parr  or  John  Logue.  They 
eomplained  that  they  were  stifled :  sunk  in  a  slough,  not  of 
deapond,  but  of  self-satisfied  mediocrity. 

Doctor  Warrick  was  one  of  these  men.  The  war  gave  him 
hia  first  chance  to  draw  a  full  breath  of  life.  His  wife,  on  the 
eootrary,  was  calm  and  self-contained  as  any  Luxboroughan, 
ilthoutrh  she  came  from  another  city.  Certain  idiosyncrasies  be- 
loo)?  to  all  Penusylvaiiian  towns  as  though  they  were  first  cousina 

Mrs.  Warrick  lived  a  couple  of  miles  outside  of  the  borough. 
8be  ignored  the  town  as  the  town  did  the  rest  of  the  earth. 
Ucr  children,  her  pirden,  the  cook,  tlie  turkeys  —  here  was  the 
World.  Even  the  war  threw  hut  a  far-off  shadow  through  the 
windows  of  her  cheerful  lighted  home. 

She  had  her  anxieties,  however.  She  was  forced  to  econo- 
mize closely,  as  her  husband  was  apt  to  lend  paii;  of  every 
quarterns  salary  to  some  n<»edy  friend  in  camp.  Sometimes, 
whit  with  tobacco  to  the  prisoners  and  suppers  to  the  staff, 
he  would  have  none  left  to  send  home. 

**  Your  papa  "  —  she  would  say,  with  kindling  eyes,  when  this 
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happened — ^ your  papa  is  the  most  generous  of  men!  He  is 
giving  his  life  to  his  country,  and  he  would  give  his  last  dollar 
to  anybody  who  needs  it.  Well,  thank  God,  the  dear  soul  has 
it  to  give  !  *'  Then  she  would  go  to  work  to  nip  ten  cents  here 
and  there  out  of  meat  and  butter  bills  to  make  up  the  deficit. 

When  the  news  of  Lee's  surrender  came  the  neighboring 
women  rejoiced  loyally  together  in  their  sanitary  committees,  but 
she  fell  to  cleaning  house  to  be  ready  for  the  doctor. 

Her  nephew,  Brooke  Calhoun,  a  noisy  boy  who  had  rushed 
in  from  the  country  when  the  news  came,  hauled  down  the  Bags 
from  the  garret  early  in  the  morning.  ^'  I  '11  put  one  out  of  each 
window,"  he  shouted.  Anne,  a  lean  child  of  ten,  clattered  down 
the  stairs  after  him,  loaded  with  nails  and  hammer.  Mrs.  War- 
rick came  in  from  her  crocus-beds  with  muddy  fingers. 

"  No,  I  think  not,  Brooke,  dear,"  she  said  gently,  "  not  flags ; 
it  is  peace,  you  know.  Your  uncle  has  been  through  such  hor- 
rors in  these  years  —  knee-deep,  you  might  say,  in  blood  and 
mud — that  I  thought  the  house  ought  to  be  very  quiet  and 
clean  for  him.  Just  home.  No  flags  —  evergreen  now,  twisted 
around  the  pillars  and  over  the  door  ?     What  do  you  think  ?  " 

^^  All  right,"  Brooke  said.  But  he  and  Anne  scowled  as  they 
nailed  up  the  hemlock.  Their  souls  were  clothed  upon  with  vic- 
tory and  blood  to-day.  Brooke  banged  the  nails  viciously.  The 
whole  North  was  resplendent  in  red,  white,  and  blue ;  why  must 
he  carry  out  the  idea  of  a  ridiculous  woman  ?  As  for  Anne,  she 
hid  one  of  the  flags.  She  intended  presently  to  go  to  a  window 
in  the  barn  which  opened  on  the  road,  and,  wrapping  it  around 
her,  pose  there  as  Liberty,  for  passers-by  to  see.  Sometimes 
she  covered  herself  with  a  piece  of  old  mosquito  netting  and 
stood  there,  hoping  that  people  would  take  her  for  a  bride.  Mrs. 
Warrick,  who  kept  her  little  girls  apart  from  the  villagers  as  if 
they  were  nuns,  never  dreamed  of  these  tricks  of  the  child. 

Mildred  Warrick,  a  girl  of  fourteen,  stood  silently  watching 
her  sister  and  Brooke,  slowly  turning  her  innocent  blue  eyes 
from  one  to  the  other.  They  never  asked  for  her  opinion  in 
their  disputes.  Her  mouth  was  as  dumb  as  her  eyes.  Nobody 
had  ever  known  the  soft,  chubby  creature  to  have  an  opinion 
since  she  was  born. 

When  they  were  seated  at  breakfast  Mrs.  Warrick  looked 
around  her  with  a  beaming  face.    Her  regency  was  n       •  ^ 
Surely  Samuel  would  think  she  had  not  managed 

Five  years  ago,  at  parting,  the  doctor  Tiu^ 
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property  to  her.    ^^  You '11  make  ducks  and  drakes  of  it,  of 
course,  being  a  woman,"  he  said,  with  a  shrug.    "  But  what  else 

can  1  do?" 

When  they  were  married  the  house  had  been  surrounded  for 
several  miles  by  the  Warrick  estate.  But  the  doctor,  from  time 
to  time,  to  pull  himself  out  of  debt,  had  sold  farm  after  farm, 
until  only  the  old  apple  orchard  was  left  on  one  side,  and  on  the 
other  the  garden  where  his  wife  worked  all  day  among  her  pease 

and  beans. 

"  If  my  wife  breathes  on  a  seed  it  turns  into  a  rose,"  he 
used  to  say  fondly,  which  pleased  her  so  much  that  she  did  not 
notice  that  he  never  helped  her  to  weed  the  rose-bed. 

In  front  of  the  house  a  grassy  field  sloped  to  the  road,  and 
upon  it  three  or  four  huge,  ancient  oaks  threw  an  always  grave 
and  solemn  shadow. 

The  homestead,  like  most  Colonial  houses  in  eastern  Penn- 
sylvania, was  built  of  black-lined  English  brick  in  a  large,  un- 
meaning square.  The  doctor  liked  to  tell  of  the  entertainments 
vhich  long-dead  Warricks  had  given  here  to  Washington,  or  to 
vandering  Bourbon  princes,  and  there  was  still  a  lingering  flavor 
of  gracious  hospitality  in  the  noble  proportions  of  the  lofty 
apartments  and  the  vast  fireplaces,  with  their  unwieldy  brass 
dogs  glittering  in  the  flame.  Time  had  softened  the  florid  splen- 
dors of  the  frescoed  nymphs  on  the  ceiling  and  yellowed  the 
marble  Caryatides  of  the  mantel-pieces :  even  the  gorgeous  roses 
on  the  carpets  had  faded  into  soft,  dull  hues  on  which  the  sun- 
shine fell  pleasantly.  The  great  mahogany  chairs  on  which  the 
children  sat  at  the  table  shone  in  it,  black  with  age. 

"  Your  papa  will  find  no  change  in  the  house  when  he  comes," 
Mrs.  Warrick  said  complacently,  "  and  I  have  not  sold  an  inch 
of  ground,  either." 

"That  is  a  pity,"  said  Brooke.  "If  you  had  sold  Matthew 
Plunkett  the  orchard,  and  he  had  built  his  big  villa  there,  it  would 
have  sent  up  the  value  of  this  property  five  hundred  per  cent." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  said  his  aunt  indiflferently.  "  We  have  enough 
of  money.  I  did  not  care  to  have  the  Plunketts  for  neighbors, 
or  any  of  the  n(3W  rich  clique." 

"  Here  comes  Dave  Plunkett  now,"  said  Anne.  "  He  writes 
poetry,"  she  whispered  to  Brooke.  "  lie  reads  his  tragedies  to 
mamma  while  she  plants  her  seeds !  He  waddles  after  her 
through  the  paths  like  a  tame  dog." 

"I  will  not  bring  my  tragedy,  when  I  write  it,  to  Aunt 
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Sarah,"  said  Brooke  gravelj,  looking  at  the  jolly  face  and  taw 
dry  plaid  gown  of  the  stout  old  lady. 

Ad  enormously  fat  lad,  gaudily  dressed,  came  into  the  room, 
and,  after  greeting  them  with  a  bob  of  the  head,  dropped  into  a 
seat  and  fell  to  work  voraciously  at  the  scrapple  and  hot  toast 
He  paused  long  enough  to  mumble : 

"  When  d'  ye  expect  the  doctor,  Mrs.  Warrick  ?  " 

"  Next  week.  We  are  almost  ready.  The  grates  must  be 
polished  and  the  pictures  hung." 

"  Why  did  not  you  keep  the  prints  on  the  walls  for  your  own 
comfort  all  these  years,  Aunt  Sarah  ?  "  said  Brooke. 

*'  The  frames  would  liave  tarnished,  and  besides  I  take  no  in- 
tercbt  in  pictures,"  she  said,  calmly  sipping  her  coffee. 

"  And  yet  tbey  count  for  so  much  to  the  doctor !  He  must 
have  grown  thin,  kept  away  from  such  things  so  long!  "  the  boy 
said.  "  Geoi^  !  how  he  will  scamper  around  to  theatres  and 
old  book-shops  when  he  comes !     And  how  the  money  will  fly ! " 

"  I'll  go  with  him  !  "  piped  Anne  shrilly. 

Mrs.  Warrick,  her  cup  in  her  hand,  turned  her  broad  red  face 
from  one  to  the  other  with  a.  startled  stare.  In  the  last  fiTe  years 
she  had  learned  to  look  upon  her  husband  only  as  a  hero,  facing 
death  for  a  great  cause. 

But  — .  Why,  of  course  he  would  run  about  to  theatres  and 
book-shops,  irritable,  voluble;  in  a  paroxysm  of  rapture  one 
minute  over  a  first  edition,  and  a  paroxysm  of  misery  the  next 
over  a  limp  collar.  And  she  —  always  outside  of  his  paroxysms  1 
The  old  days  dashed  up  distinctly  before  her.  His  finest  en- 
graving was  no  more  to  her  than  black  scratches  on  paper. 
Clothes  were  to  her  only  a  troublesome  covering  for  the  body. 
He  had  poetic  ideas  about  color  and  drapery  which  she  never 
could  understand.  How  tired  she  used  to  be  trying  to  under- 
stand, to  keep  up.  But  Samuel  never  saw  it.  He  would  keep 
her  for  an  hour  descanting  on  the  lines  of  a  Morghen  when  she 
was  frantic  to  go  and  devil  the  crabs  for  supper. 

Milly  watched  her  anxiously.  Hhc  caught  her  hand  uuder 
the  table.  "Is  papa  like  that?"  slu'  whispered.  "Would  he 
waste  your  little  bit  of  monej  '      such  trash?" 

"Mildred!"  she  shook  offfce     and.^  ififlhtt  dOft^ 
father.    He  is  a  man  who  — 
purposes !     He  stands  head  • 
Cato  or  Nelson,  or  —  or  — I 
lif«  for  years,  and  yon  woo 
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money  ?     He  lives  away  above  us  with  his  books  and  his  pic- 
tures.   You  'U  see." 

"  Why !  I  did  n't  mean  anything !  I  am  sorry ! "  stammered 
Brooke,  amazed  at  this  outbreak.  He  wanted  to  laugh.  Love 
between  people  of  his  own  age  was  a  divine  thing,  but  the  devo- 
tion of  this  old  woman  with  a  mole  on  her  nose  to  the  fussy  little 
surgeon  was  like  a  farce  on  the  stage. 

David  Plunkett,  who  had  been  watching  Mrs.  Warrick,  broke 
in  at  this  crisis :  — 

"Calhoun,  did  you  know  I  thought  of  going  to  Princeton  ? 
Father  says  I  can,  if  I  like." 

"Well,  do  you  like?"  said  Brooke  gruffly,  with  an  uneasy 
glance  at  his  aunt's  dim  eyes. 

"  Better 'n  anything.  It  seems  as  if  I  ought  to  have  the 
chance,  too.  There's  Sims  the  butcher's  sendin'  his  son  to 
Yale,  an'  Warren  —  you  know  Jo  Warren  —  he's  workin'  his 
way  through  Harvard.  If  I  —  think  of  me  graduatin'  first 
honor-man  in  Princeton  ! "  He  stretched  out  his  huge  arms 
with  a  deep  breath. 

Brooke  looked  at  him  a  moment  and  then  said  respectfully, 
"  It  will  take  a  lot  of  work,  Pud." 

"  I  don't  mind  work.  1  've  got  a  fine  brain.  If  I  do  it  at  all, 
ril  go  in  for  bein*  a  professor.  Why,  I  'd  rather  be  a  teacher 
sittin'  up  there  with  a  lot  of  men  before  me,  knowin'  things  that 
thev  don't  know,  than  be  President !  " 

"Why  don't  you  go  to  college  then?"  said  Brooke  impa- 
tiently. "Your  father's  reckoned  an  eight-million  man  —  he 
can  aflford  it.     What  hinders  you  ?  " 

David  munched  a  great  mouthful  deliberately  before  he  spoke. 
"Eight  million  ?  P'r'aps.  But  you  see,  if  I  'm  to  be  an  oil  man 
like  pap,  I  've  to  begin  now.  College  graduates  don't  count  in 
business.     You  've  got  to  be  trained  young  " 

"it  does  not  need  much  training  to  measure  tanks  of  oil  and 
take  pay." 

"  So  !  that 's  your  idea  of  the  oil  business,  is  it  ?  "  said  Dand 
cmteraptuously.  "  My  father  he^an  without  a  dollar,  sir.  Hut 
I)'"  knows  oil  and  gas.  He's  j^ot  the  sharpest  eye  for  indications 
of  any  man  in  the  State.  That's  what  broiifrht  him  the  eijrht 
millions.  If  I  mean  to  carry  on  the  business,  I've  got  to  <^o  in 
traininpr  now.     I  must  give  up  collejr^/' 

Brooke  laughed.  "  Well,  go  in  traininsr,  then  !  You  won't 
have  money  enough  I  " 
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David  looked  at  him  steadily,  a  sharp  cunning  creeping  into 
Iiis  flabby  white  face.  "Millions  breed  billions,  ia  the  old  saj- 
ing.  But  you've  got  to  nurae 'em  well.  You  can't  have  too 
much  money  nowadays  "  —  his  catlike  eyes  twinkling. 

"  I  am  ashamed  of  you,  David !  "  said  Mrs.  Warrick.  "  Tou 
are  going  to  sell  your  birthright  for  pottage  that  you  don't 
need ! " 

*'  Oh !  Nobody  but  you  ever  thought  I  had  a  birthright, 
Mrs.  Warrick."  David  rose  and  went  to  her  side,  a  queer 
tremor  on  his  broad  face.  "  I  brought  sumthiu'  for  you  to  read 
to^iay,  but  I  guess  you  're  too  busy !  " 

"  A  poem  ! "  she  said,  smiling  kindly.  "  Come  this  evening, 
my  boy.     I  am  going  to  town  uow." 

"  Well,  then,  I  '11  go.  'Momia' ! "  he  muttered,  with  a 
general  nod. 

"'By,  Pud,"  said  Brooke. 

"  Good-morning,  Mr.  Plunkett,"  lisped  Milly  respectfully  as 
he  passed  her.  He  stopped  short,  his  face  red  with  delight,  and 
held  out  his  hand.  She  took  it  reluctantly,  and  as  the  unwieldy 
body  lumbered  out  rubbed  her  fingers  with  a  shudder. 

"  Why  were  you  civil  to  him,  then  ? "  cried  Anne.  "  He 
thinks  the  world  is  made  up  of  Dave  Plunkett ! " 

Mrs.  Warrick  looked  after  Dave  with  alarm.  What  would 
the  doctor  say  when  he  found  this  rough  lad  an  AoMtW  of  the 
house  ? 

Her  soul  was  full  of  alarms.  It  was  not  a  hero  who  was 
coming ;  it  was  —  Samuel.  How  Milly'a  lisp  would  worry  him  t 
Anne's  clumsiness  would  drive  him  mad.  Heaveni  I  why  moBt 
the  child  wave  her  arms  and  legs  about  liko  that ! 

As  she  sat  silent  behind  the  coffee  urn  the  world  suddenly  grew 
askew  around  her.     It  must  be  set  straight  in  a  day  for  Samuel. 

If  she  were  only  one  of  these  superior  women  coming  to  the 
front  now,  who  organized  sanitary  comiaissions  or  lectured  on 
the  war!  But  Sarah  was  only  clever  in  gardening.  She  waa  a, 
good-humored  creature.  The  knowledge  of  her  inferiority  nfiVQf 
had  hurt  her  as  it  did  to-day.  If  ahe  had  even  kept  herj 
whito-and-pink  skin!  She  glanced  at  the  mirror, 
to  think  BO  much  of  that ! 

Then  a  fiery  passion  rose  in  hpv.      He  ou^ 
whether  her  skin  was  white  or  black  1 
should  n't  care !    She  had  loved  him  < 
trifles  —  trifles ! 
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Sarah's  thoughts  as  usual  soon  dropped  to  the  basis  of  hard 
eommon-sense.  She  was  not  to  blame  if  she  had  been  bom 
without  the  wit  and  taste  which  her  husband  and  children 
had.  She  had  at  least  made  them  live  up  to  their  own  high 
standard. 

^  Why  do  you  shriek  so,  Anne  ?  "  she  said  now,  irritably ; 
^  other  girls  do  it,  but  you  cannot.  How  often  must  I  tell  you  t 
Ton  are  a  Warrick.  A  Warrick  cannot  be  loud  or  pushing  any 
more  than  she  can  be  dishonest  or  cowardly.  Tour  father  will 
expect  to  find  you  fit  to  bear  your  name." 

Brooke,  who  was  reading  the  newspaper,  threw  it  down. 
'^They  are  going  to  disband  the  troops !  It  is  to  be  peace,  sure 
enough ! "  he  cried.  *^  I  thought  there  always  would  be  fight- 
ing here  and  there,  and  in  a  year  I  could  go  in.  I  Ve  had  hard 
luck,  to  be  only  a  boy  while  this  scrimmage  was  going  on. 
Now,  I  Ve  no  chance." 

**  Oh,"  said  Mrs.  Warrick  eagerly,  **  we  may  have  a  war  with 
England  soon,  and  then  you  can  go  in.  A  man  always  has  the 
ehance  to  do  credit  to  his  name." 

^  Why,  I  am  not  a  Warrick,  cousin  Sarah.  Nor  you.  We 
are  Dacres." 

^  Tes,  and  the  Dacres  always  stood  by  their  creed  till  death. 
There  was  a  Dacre  burned  at  Smithfield,  and  my  grandfather 
was  whipped  by  the  Puritans  in  Massachusetts.  On  his  g^ve- 
stone  it  says,  '  He  was  the  son  of  generations  of  fearless  con- 
fessors.' You  are  descended  from  him,  Brooke,"  said  Mrs. 
Warrick,  with  kindling  eyes. 

Brooke  laughed.  '^  Oh,  I  've  no  doubt  the  Puritan  creed 
vas  as  nearly  right  as  his  own.  He  ought  to  have  met  them 
half-way  comfortably,  and  so  dodged  the  whipping.  WeVe 
outgrown  that  sort  of  thing !  You  are  a  churchwoman,  but  you 
don't  want  to  burn  Father  Riley,  nor  the  Plunketts,  who  are 
Methodists." 

^  I  'd  as  lief  go  to  the  stake  myself  as  to  Mass  or  to  the 
Methodist  revivals,"  she  said  doggedly. 

Brooke  laughed,  and  took  Anne  to  feed  the  cows.  Her 
mother  looked  after  her  anxionslj.  Would  Samuel  be  satisfied 
with  the  girls  ?  She  knew  nothing  of  modem  training.  One 
or  two  ideas  had  seemed  to  her  of  authority :  the  Church  and 
the  family  honor.  She  had  helped  herself  in  her  weeding  and 
darning  by  thinking  of  Jane  Dacre  tied  to  the  stake.  But  was 
this  sort  of  thing  enough  for  the  girls  ? 
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"  Elegance  of  deportment,"  "  grace  of  attitude  "  —  some  ot 
the  doctor's  favorite  phrases  came  back  to  nag  her  honest  soul, 

Millj  was  patting  her  hand  fondly.  "  Mamma,  Anne  does 
not  understand,"  she  said ;  "  she  would  not  be  burned  sooner 
than  be  a  Methodist,  but /would." 

"  Oh,  yes ;  certainly,  dear,"  her  mother  said  impatiently. 

If  Anne  had  said  that  it  would  mean  something.  But  Milly'g 
mind  was  so  easily  filled  and  emptied !  When  Mrs.  Warrick 
had  an  opinion,  she  knew  as  certainly  that  Milly  would  echo  it 
as  that  a  cup  of  water  would  reflect  a  passing  color. 

"  She  will  be  what  I  am  while  I  am  with  her,"  she  thought. 
*'  Well,  I  shall  probably  always  be  with  her.  Even  when  the 
girls  are  married,  I  shall  look  after  them  a  bit." 

She  made  haste  now  to  catch  the  train  into  town.  It  was  a 
threatening  day.  Heavy  clouds  drifted  through  the  thin  April 
sunshine.  Brooke  walked  with  her  to  the  little  station.  "  I 
have  an  appointment  with  the  oculist,"  she  explained;  "my 
eyes  have  suddenly  failed.  I  must  have  glasses  before  Samuel 
comes.  Brooke,  what  do  you  think  of  this  gown  ?  It  is  my 
best,  but  the  figures  are  so  bold.  It  was  cheap,  but  I  wish  I 
had  bought  a  better  one  —  and  the  red  ginghams  the  ^rlswesr? 
He  has  such  exquisite  taste," 

"  Don't  bother !  What  are  gowns  ? "  the  boy  growled.  He 
could  not  put  it  into  words,  but  if  Doctor  Warrick  conld  not  see 
how  unlike  to  all  other  girb  these  were  io  their  solitary  life 
with  their  mother;  with  their  queer  unworldly  notions  about 
their  Warrick  blood  and  souls  inherited  from  martyrs  T  If  be 
made  it  a  question  of  gowus  ?  He  kicked  a  stone  Ticioosly 
which  lay  in  his  way. 

"  What  day  does  he  come  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  He  leaves  it  for  me  to  decide.  He  can  run  up  on  farlongli, 
returning  when  his  regiment  is  mustered  out,  or  wait  and  come 
then  to  stay.  Of  course  I  shall  write  for  him  to  oome  at  0 
if  only  for  a  day  — " 

She  did   not  finish  the  sentence.      Brooke   glanced  at 
face,   and   turned   quickly    away. 

"  Here  is  your  train,"  he  said  gently. 

Sarah  Warrick  is  of  no  interest  in  this  history.     The  chaj 
which  concerns  her  must  be  brief. 

She  waited  nn  hour  in  the  oculist's  outer  offioe, 
busy   with   calculations  of  the  cost  of  a  plainer  gi 
time  she  would  need  to  make  it.     At  last  her  1 
she  entered  the  operating-room. 


nee, 
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Doctor  Swan  was  an  old  man,  whom  she  had  known  since 
her  childhood.  He  was  standing  when  she  came  in,  and  g^reeted 
her  gravely.  She  fancied  tliat  he  looked  anxious.  He  was  a 
sympathetic  man,  in  spite  of  his  dry  manner.  Some  patient, 
perhaps,  whose  case  he  found  incurable. 

^How  much  longer  will  the  examination  last?^  she  asked. 
''I  have  been  looking  at  these  tedious  letters  and  wheels  for 
five  days.     Can  you  not  tell  me  what  ails  my  eyes  to-day  ?" 

*^  Yes,  I  think  I  can,"  he  said. 

At  another  time  she  might  have  been  startled  by  his 
unsmiling  face,  but  just  then  she  thought  of  a  nainsook  wrapper, 
soft  and  creamy  white  —  Samuel  would  delight  in  that,  unless 
—was  she  too  old  to  wear  white  ? 

Doctor  Swan  meanwhile  led  her  into  a  dark  closet  and  turned 
a  strong  light  into  her  eyes.  ^  I  must  trouble  you  with  this 
once  more.  I  must  be  sure  that  I  am  right,"  he  said.  As  she 
moved  her  eyes  up  and  down  at  his  bidding,  she  hesitated  about 
embroidery  for  the  gown.  It  would  be  costly,  but  Samuel  liked 
lace  80  much  — 

"Now  to  the  left.    That  will  do." 

He  drew  back,  wiping  the  little  mirror  that  he  held. 

"Have  you  finished  already  ?" 

"Yes,  I  have  finished." 

"  I  am  very  glad.  I  am  so  busy  at  home.  And  the  glasses  ?** 
she  asked,  buttoning  her  coat. 

The  old  man  still  rubbed  the  mirror  with  a  bit  of  chamois- 
skin,  looking  down  at  her  steadily,  standing  between  her  and 
the  door. 

"You  never  will  require  glaflscs.  I  wish  to  say  —  Sarah, 
there  is  something  that  I  must  tell  you." 

"  Yes."     She  waited,  attentive,  smiling. 

"There  is  a  peculiar  fact  about  the  eye.  You  may  have 
heard  of  it.  There  is  a  gray  curtain  —  I  may  call  it  that  —  at 
the  back  of  the  eye,  and  on  it,  when  I  turn  a  strong  light  —  Sit 
down.  Sarah.     You  do  not  seem  strong  to-day." 

"  I  am  not  as  young  as  when  we  went  to  school  on  the  hill 
together,"  she  said,  laughing.  "  I  do  feel  my  age  a  little  this 
year.    You  were  saying  ? " 

Why  did  he  prose  so  ?  She  would  have  time  to  buy  the 
nainsook,  if  she  could  go  at  once. 

"  It  is  like  a  gray  canvas.  On  it,  as  I  said  "  — he  turned  his 
eyes  away  from  her,  but  went  on  hurriedly  —  "  on  it  an  oculist 
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can  see  the  marks  made  by  certain  incurable  diseases  before  anj 
other  part  of  the  body  betrays  their  presence.  It  is  the  writing 
on  the  wall.    Death  —  " 

She  had  taken  the  seat  he  gave  her.  She  rose  now  mechan- 
ically, and  stood  looking  into  his  eyes.  He  stopped  speaking, 
but  it  seemed  to  her,  aftex  a  moment,  that  he  had  been  talking 
a  long  time  and  had  said  much. 

She  said  at  last :  ^^  What  did  you  see  ?  What  is  the 
disease  ? " 

He  answered  her,  briefly. 

Turning  his  back  on  her,  he  began  to  arrange  some  empty 
vials  on  a  shelf.  Her  eyes  followed  him.  How  clean  his  bottles 
were  —  quite  shining!  She  must  go  now.  The  nainsook  — 
the  train  — 

Her  jaws  moved  beyond  her  control. 

Death! 

"  Are  you  going,  Sarah  ?  "  He  walked  with  her  to  the  door. 
«  Will  you  have  a  little  wine  ?    Water  ?  " 

^^  No,  thank  you.''  She  had  her  hand  on  the  knob  of  the 
door.    She  hesitated  a  moment  and  then  turned  : 

"  Can  anything  be  done  ?    Is  there  any  chance  ?  " 

"  Consult  your  physician  at  once,  of  course.  But  I  did  not 
diagnose  the  case  hastily.  It  is  kindest  to  be  frank,  when  the 
time  is  short  —  What  did  you  say  ?  " 

«  How  long  ?  " 

"  Not  more  than  a  month." 

She  bowed  and  smiled  civilly,  as  if  he  had  told  her  the  time 
of  day,  and  opening  the  door  passed  through  the  outer  office, 
which  was  filled  with  patients.     He  followed  her  to  the  halL 

*'  It  is  raining,"  he  said. 

'*  I  have  an  umbrella,  thank  you.     Good-mornhig." 

"Good- morning,  Mrs.  Warrick." 

As  she  went  down  the  steps  he  put  out  his  hand  to  stop  her, 
but  checked  himself,  looked  after  her  with  an  approving  nod, 
and  went  in. 

It  was  only  a  spring  shower.  The  buds  on  the  maple-trees 
shone  redly  in  it.  "  They  will  be  out  early  in  May  this  year/* 
she  thought,  and  then  stopped  short. 

"  Why,  I  shall  not  see  them  I  "  she  said. 

Some  woman  whom  she  knew  passed  at  the  moD 
smiled  and  nodded,  but  looked  after  her.    "  Shi 
She  can  see  the  children  and  talk  to  Samuel,  and 
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Tlieii  a  sudden  frenzy  came  upon  her  to  be  at  home,  to  sec 
her  husband.  The  minutes  were  flying,  and  there  were  so  few  ! 
She  had  work  for  their  whole  lives  to  do,  and  no  time  was  left 
to  her — no  time. 

But  at  the  end  of  a  block  she  turned  and  went  into  a  shop. 
As  she  made  her  purchase  she  saw  that  they  were  closing  the 
windows  of  the  house.  The  saleswomen  were  whispering 
anxiously  together.  Coming  into  the  street,  she  saw  workmen 
bosy  everywhere  removing  the  flags  and  decorations  from  the 
booses.  Black  streamers  hung  from  many  windows ;  groups  of 
excited  men  stood  talking  on  the  street ;  some  of  them  wore 
crape  on  their  arms,  and  they  spoke  low  as  if  in  the  presence  of 
the  dead. 

She  stopped,  bewildered.  Had  they  beard — that  it  was 
only  a  month  ? 

'^  What  has  happened  ?  "  she  asked  some  one  hurrying  by. 

^'Lincoln  was  murdered  last  night!"  the  woman  said. 
*'  Why,  where  have  you  been  not  to  know  it  ?  " 

""Is  that  all?"  said  Sarah. 

She  walked  on  up  the  street.  It  was  all  so  natural  and  familiar 
—the  sun  shining  on  the  muddy  spattered  sidewalks,  the  bells 
on  the  horse-cars  jingling.  There  was  a  policeman  whom  she 
knew :  this  shop  was  where  she  always  bought  candy  for  Anne. 

There  was  no  awful  presence  near  her.  No  death,  nor  God. 
Nothing  but  the  gay  shops  and  the  car  horses  with  their  bells. 

Sarah  had,  as  we  know,  a  worried  sense  of  the  inferiority  of 
her  own  small  mind.  She  felt,  with  a  kind  of  humiliation  now, 
that  she  could  not  force  herself  up  to  the  supreme  moment. 

'^  I  wonder,"  she  thought,  ^^  if  I  shall  go  before  Him  think- 
ing of  candy  and  policemen  ?  " 

She  went  to  her  physician's  office  for  an  hour,  then  to  a 
telegraph  station,  and  then  home. 

The  car  was  filled  with  her  neighbors.  They  greeted  her 
cordially,  but  they  were  still  excited  with  the  horror  of  the 
assassinaition. 

Mrs.  Warrick  sat  silent,  listening,  on  a  back  seat.  She  said 
to  herself,  "  The  whole  world  is  shaken  because  Lincoln  is  dead. 
Nobody  thinks  of  me.  Yet  I  have  lived  my  life  in  the  world 
too.    I  have  lived  my  life  in  the  world  too." 

She  tried  to  quiet  herself,  to  think  rationally.  How  would 
the  Warricks  meet  death  ?  She  had  always  looked  up  to  her 
husband's  family  as  of  finer  clay  than  herself.     But  they  did 
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not  seem  real  at  all  to  her  now.     Their  very  name  was  an 
empty  sound. 

She  tried  to  think  of  Jane  Dacre  and  the  flames,  bat  she 
could  not  remember  now  why  it  was  that  Jane  died.  She  could 
not  remember  what  the  Protestant  creed  was. 

As  she  left  the  car,  her  neighbors  nodded  good-by,  laugh- 
ing. Would  they  care  when  they  knew  ?  There  was  old  Peter, 
waiting  to  carry  her  bag.  She  had  always  tried  to  be  kind  to 
the  poor  black  soul.  Would  he  remember  her  ?  Would  any- 
body remember  her  ? 

The  storm  which  had  been  threatening  all  day  had  sunk 
lower,  a  gray  darkness  thickened  the  air;  suddenly,  fierce 
gusts  bent  the  trees.  They  made  the  stout  old  woman  stagger 
as  she  walked.  She  halted  under  the  oaks ;  they  waved  their 
branches  wildly,  with  half  inarticulate  cries  over  her  head. 
She  saw  that  they  knew  what  had  happened  to  her.  There  was 
some  comfort  in  that.  She  turned  into  the  old  garden,  which 
was  home  to  her  more  than  any  place  on  earth.  The  rain  was 
falling  now,  the  pale  green  bushes  were  dripping;  the  crocuses 
thrust  their  wet  heads  through  the  soft  mould.  She  dropped 
upon  her  knees  in  it.  So  many  years  she  had  worked  with 
them!    She  knew  every  leaf  and  root  of  them. 

They  knew. 

She  pulled  up  a  weed  or  two  and  straightened  the  roots  of 
the  jonquils  with  affectionate  pats,  her  eyes  growing  quiet. 
She  had  been  treading  on  shifting  seas,  but  now  she  felt  firm 
ground  again  under  her  feet. 

She  walked  toward  the  house.  "  I  'm  afraid  I  have  n't  much 
grit  to  go  through  with  it,"  she  said,  with  an  uneasy  langfa. 

The  girls  were  waiting  for  her  on  the  porch.  She  sat  down 
and  drew  them  to  her,  kissing  them  again  anfl  again. 

"  Have  you  heard  ? "  Milly  cried.  "  Have  you  heard, 
mamma  ?  " 

"  About  the  President  ?  Yes.  All  the  world 's  dyings  I 
think.     Stav,  don't  go  away!     Don't  leave  me." 

"How  wet  you  are!  "'said  Milly.  "What's  in  iliit 
bundle  ?  " 

"It  is  a  white  wrapper,"  Mrs.   Warrick  said, 
"with  embroidery.       I  thought  you  and  Anne  woill^.  :.4 
remember  —  to  see  me  in  it.     I  shall  wear  it  ever* 
sorry  I  ever  wore  tboso  ugly  gowns." 

"  And  papa  ?     When  did  you  tell  him  to  cohm 
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Mrs.  Warrick  did  not  answer. 

^Did  you  telegraph  to  him?  When  did  you  tell  him  to 
come?" 

"I  told  him,'*  she  said  slowly,  "to  stay  there  until  his  regi- 
ment was  mustered  out     It  will  be  —  more  than  a  month«" 

"Oh,  you  poor  little  mother!"  Anne  said.  "You  wanted 
him  so !    It  will  be  so  hard  for  you  to  wait ! " 

"I  —  **  She  gave  a  queer  laugh.  "Papa  cannot  bear  a 
fuss.     You  must  always  keep  him  from  that.     I  will  —  wait" 

She  sat  with  her  arms  about  them,  looking  out  into  the 
rain. 

Wait  ?  For  what  ?  In  a  month  she  would  be  gone  —  alto- 
gether gone.  The  children  would  grow  up  like  their  father. 
They  were  of  his  kind  —  a  different  kind  from  her.  She  had 
sometimes  been  taken  for  their  nurse  in  the  train.  There  was 
a  certain  air  of  distinction  in  them  which  she  never  could  get, 
try  as  she  might  She  had  often  felt  as  if  she  were  down  on  a 
low  road  in  life,  and  these  girls,  the  children  of  her  womb,  to 
whom  she  had  given  her  own  flesh  and  her  own  blood,  were 
climbing  up  above  her.  They  would  go  on  climbing,  now,  and 
where  would  she  be  ? 

Anne,  who  very  seldom  caressed  anybody,  saw  just  then  her 
mother's  troubled  face,  and  throwing  her  arms  about  her  kissed 
her. 

"Why  —  Anne!"  Mrs.  Warrick  held  her  back,  looking  at 
her.  Her  eyes  gathered  an  intelligence  which  never  before 
had  lighted  them.  "You  won't  forget!  1  have  loved  you  so, 
children!"  she  said,  "no  matter  what  1  am.  Nobody  will  ever 
love  you  like  your  mother." 

She  walked  down  the  porch.  "It's  love  that  lasts!"  she 
told  herself,  shivering  with  exultation.  "Oh,  I  sec  now!  On 
the  cross  —  for  love.  He  came  back  to  them  that  loved  him  — 
He  came  back  —  " 

Brooke  at  that  moment  rushed  up  the  steps.  "I  must  pull 
down  these  greens  ! "  he  said.  "  Lincoln  's  (load  !  I  must  hang 
out  black  streamers.     Everybody  has  black  streamers  out!" 

"No!  No  black  on  this  house!"  Mrs.  Warrick  cried.  "I 
will  have  no  black  —  no  mourninj^!  When  people  die  they  do 
not  go  away  ;  they  are  not  forgotten  !  God  is  good.  They  stay 
to  help  their  own.     They  stay  right  here  I " 
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As  nNmnsHED  Stobt. 

(Fiom  "  Van  Bibter  uid  Otheia.") 

Mbs.  Tbe7el¥an,  as  she  took  her  Beat,  shot  a  quick  glanoe 
down  the  length  of  her  table  and  at  the  arrangement  of  her 
guests,  and  tried  to  learn  if  her  lord  and  master  apprond. 
But  he  was  listening  to  something  Lady  Arbuthnot,  who  sat  on 
his  right,  was  saying,  and,  being  a  man,  failed  to  catch  her  mean- 
ing, and  only  smiled  unconcernedly  and  cheerfully  back  at  her. 
But  the  wife  of  the  Austrian  Minister,  who  was  her  very  dearest 
friend,  saw  and  appreciated,  and  gave  her  a  quick  little  smile 
over  her  fan,  which  said  that  tlic  table  was  pci'fect,  the  people 
most  interesting,  and  that  she  could  possess  her  soul  in  peace. 
So  Afrs.  Trevelyan  pulled  at  the  tips  of  hei'  gloyes  and  smiled 
upon  her  guests.  Mrs.  Trevelyan  was  not  uaud  to  questioning 
her  powers,  but  this  dinner  had  been  almost  impromptu,  and  she 
had  been  in  doubt.  It  was  quite  unneceesary, ' 
carried  with  it  the  added  virtue  of  being  the  lasl 
on  encore  to  all  that  bad  gone  before  —  a  spe 
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reqaest  on  the  social  programme.    It  was  not  one  of  many 
others  stretching  on  for  weeks,  for  the  summer's  change  and 
leisure  began  on  the  morrow,  and  there  was  nothing  hanging 
oyer  her  guests  that  they  must  go  on  to  later.      They  knew 
that  their  luggage  stood  ready  locked  and  strapped  at  home ; 
they  could  look  before  them  to  the  whole  summer's  pleasure, 
and  they  were  relaxed  and  ready  to  be  pleased,  and  broke  simul- 
taneously into  a  low  murmur  of  talk  and  laughter.    The  win- 
dows of  the  dining-room  stood  open  from  the  floor,  and  from  the 
tiny  garden  that  surrounded  the  house,  even  in  the  great  mass 
of  stucco  and  brick  of  encircling  London,  came  the  odor  of 
flowers  and  of  fresh  turf.    A   soft  summer-night  wind  moved 
the  candles  under  their  red  shades ;  and  gently  as  though  they 
rose  from  afar,  and  not  only  from  across  the  top  of  the  high  wall 
before  the  house,  came  the  rumble  of  the  omnibuses  passing 
farther  into  the  suburbs,  and  the  occasional  quick  rush  of  a 
hansom  over  the  smooth  asphalt.     It  was  a  most  delightful 
choice  of  people,  gathered  at  short  notice  and  to  do  honor  to  no 
one  in  particular,  but  to  give  each   a  chance  to  say  good-by 
before  he  or  she  met  the  yacht  at  Southampton  or  took  the  club 
train  to  Homburg.    They  all  knew  each  other  very  well ;  and 
if  there  was  a  guest  of  the  evening,  it  was  one  of  the  two  Ameri- 
cans—  either  Miss  Egerton,  the  girl  who   was  to  marry  Lord 
Arbuthnot,  whose  mother  sat  on  Trevelyan's  right,  or  young 
Gordon,  the  explorer,  who  had  just  come  out  of  Africa.     Miss 
Egerton  was  a  most  strikingly  beautiful  girl,  with  a  strong,  fine 
face,  and  an  earnest,  interested  way  when  she  spoke,  which  the 
English  found   most  attractive.     In  appearance  she  had   been 
variously  likened  by  Trevelyan,  who  was  painting  her  portrait, 
to  a  druidess,  a  vestal  virgin,  and  a  Greek  goddess ;  and  Lady 
Arbuthnot's  friends,  who  thought  to  please  the  girl,  assured  her 
that  no  one  would  ever  suppose  her  to  be  an  American  —  their 
ideas  of  the  American  young  woman  having  been  gathered  from 
those  who  pick  out  tunes  with  one  iinger  on  the  pianos  in  the 
public  parlors  of  the  M^tropole.     iliss  Egerton  was  said  to  be 
intensely  interested  in  her  lover's  career,  and  was  as  ambitious 
for  his  success  in  the  House  as  he  was  himself.     They  were 
both  very  much  in  love,  and  showed  it  to  others  as  little  as  peo- 
ple of  their  class  do.     The  others  at  the  table  were  General  Sir 
Henry  Kent ;  Phillips,  the  novelist ;  the  Austrian  Minister  and 
his  young  wife  ;  and  Trevelyan,  who  painted  portraits  for  large 
sums  of  money  and  figure  pieces  for  art ;  and  some  simply  fash 
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ionable  smart  people  who  were  good  listeners,  and  who  were 
rather  disappointed  that  the  American  explorer  was  no  more 
sunburned  than  other  young  men  who  had  stayed  at  home,  and 
who  had  gone  in  for  tennis  or  yachting. 

The  worst  of  Gordon  was  that  he  made  it  next  to  impossible 
for  one  to  lionize  him.  He  had  been  back  in  civilization  and 
London  only  two  weeks,  unless  Cairo  and  Shepheard's  Hotel  are 
civilization,  and  he  had  been  asked  everywhere,  and  for  the  first 
week  had  gone  everywhere.  But  whenever  his  hostess  looked 
for  him,  to  present  another  and  not  so  recent  a  lion,  he  was 
generally  found  either  humbly  carrying  an  ice  to  some  neglected 
dowager,  or  talking  big  game  or  international  yachting  or  tailors 
to  a  circle  of  younger  sons  in  the  smoking-room,  just  as  though 
several  hundred  attractive  and  distinguished  people  were  not 
waiting  to  fling  the  speeches  they  had  prepared  on  Africa  at  him, 
in  the  drawing-room  above.  He  had  suddenly  disappeared  dur- 
ing the  second  week  of  his  stay  in  London,  which  was  also  the 
last  week  of  the  London  season,  and  managers  of  lecture  tours 
and  publishers  and  lion-hunters,  and  even  friends  who  cared  for 
him  for  himself,  had  failed  to  find  him  at  his  lodgings.  Trevely an, 
who  had  known  him  when  he  was  a  travelling  correspondent  and 
artist  for  one  of  the  great  weeklies,  had  found  him  at  the  club 
the  night  before,  and  had  asked  him  to  his  wife's  impromptu 
dinner,  from  which  he  had  at  first  begged  oflf,  but,  on  learning 
who  was  to  be  there,  had  changed  his  mind  and  accepted.  Mrs. 
Trevelyan  was  very  glad  he  had  come ;  she  had  always  spoken 
of  him  as  a  nice  boy,  and  now  that  he  had  become  famous  she 
liked  him  none  the  less,  but  did  not  show  it  before  people  as 
much  as  she  had  been  used  to  do.  She  forgot  to  ask  him  whether 
he  knew  his  beautiful  compatriot  or  not ;  but  she  took  it  for 
granted  that  they  had  met,  if  not  at  home,  at  least  in  London, 
as  they  had  both  been  made  so  much  of,  and  at  the  same  houses. 

The  dinner  was  well  on  its  way  towards  its  end,  and  the 
women  had  begun  to  talk  across  the  table,  and  to  exchange 
bankers'  addresses,  and  to  say  "  Be  sure  and  look  us  up  in 
Paris,"  and  "  When  do  you  expect  to  sail  from  Cowes  ?  "  They 
were  enlivened  and  interested,  and  the  present  odors  of  the  food 
and  flowers  and  wine,  and  the  sense  of  leisure  before  them,  made 
it  seem  almost  a  pity  that  such  a  well-suited  gathering  should 
have  to  separate  for  even  a  summer's  pleasure. 

The  Austrian  Minister  was  saying  this  to  his  hostess,  when 
Sir  Henry  Kent,  who  had  been  talking  across  to  Phillips^  tbe 
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lorelist,  leaned  back  in  his  place  and  said,  as  though  to  challenge 
the  attention  of  every  one,  ^^  I  can't  agree  with  jou,  Phillips.  I 
am  sure  no  one  else  will." 

^  Dear  me/'  complained  Mrs.  Trevelyan,  plaintively,  ^  what 
have  you  been  saying  now,  Mr.  Phillips  7  He  always  has  such 
debatable  theories,"  she  explained. 

^  On  the  contrary,  Mrs.  Trevelyan,"  answered  the  novelist, 
^  it  is  the  other  way.  It  is  Sir  Henry  who  is  making  all  the 
troable.  He  is  attacking  one  of  the  oldest  and  dearest  platitudes 
I  know."  He  paused  for  the  general  to  speak,  but  the  older 
Bian  nodded  his  head  for  him  to  go  on.  '^  He  has  just  said  that 
fiction  is  stranger  than  truth,"  continued  the  novelist.  ^'He 
fays  that  I  —  that  people  who  write  could  never  interest  people 
who  read  if  they  wrote  of  things  as  they  really  are.  They  select, 
he  says  —  they  take  the  critical  moment  in  a  man's  life  and  the 
crises,  and  want  others  to  believe  that  that  is  what  happens 
erery  day.  Which  it  is  not,  so  the  general  says.  He  tliinks 
Uiat  life  is  commonplace  and  uneventful  —  that  is,  uneventful 
in  a  picturesque  or  dramatic  way.  He  admits  that  women's 
lives  are  saved  from  drowning,  but  that  they  are  not  saved  by 
tfieir  lovers,  but  by  a  longshoreman  with  a  wife  and  six  children, 
who  accepts  five  pounds  for  doing  it  That 's  it,  is  it  not  ?  **  he 
asked. 

The  general  nodded  and  smiled.  ^<  What  I  said  to  Phillips 
was,"  he  explained,  '*  that  if  things  were  related  just  as  they 
happen,  they  would  not  be  interesting.  People  do  not  say  the 
dramatic  things  they  say  on  the  stage  or  in  novels ;  in  real  life 
they  are  commonplace  or  sordid  —  or  disappointing.  I  have 
seen  men  die  on  the  battle-field,  for  instance,  and  they  never 
cried, '  I  die  that  my  country  may  live,'  or  *  I  have  got  my  pro- 
motion at  last ; '  they  just  stared  up  at  the  surgeon  and  said, 
•  Ha\e  I  got  to  lose  that  arm  ?'  or  '  I  am  killed,  I  think.'  You 
•ee,  when  men  are  dying  around  you,  and  horses  are  plunging, 
and  the  batteries  are  firing,  one  does  n't  liave  time  to  think  up 
the  appropriate  remark  for  the  occasion.  I  don't  believe,  now, 
that  Pitt's  last  words  were,  *  Roll  up  the  map  of  Europe.'  A 
who  could  change  the  face  of  a  continent  would  not  use  his 
breath  in  making  epigrams.  It  was  one  of  his  seci-ctaries 
or  one  of  the  doctors  who  said  that.  Aiul  the  man  who  was 
CBpabla  of  writing  home,  *•  All  is  lost  but  honor,'  was  just  the 
itft €f  a  man  who  would  lose  more  battles  than  he  would  win. 
It;  jpOBy  Phillips,"  said  the  general,  raising  his  voice  as  he 
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became  more  confident  and  conscious  tliat  he  held  the  centre 
of  the  stage,  "and  you,  Trevelyan,  don't  write  and  paint  every- 
day things  as  they  are.  You  introduce  something  for  a  contrast 
or  for  an  efiPect ;  a  red  coat  in  a  landscape  for  the  bit  of  color  you 
want,  when  in  real  life  the  red  coat  would  not  be  within  miles ; 
or  you  have  a  baud  of  music  playing  a  popular  air  in  the  street 
when  a  murder  is  going  on  inside  the  house.  You  do  it  because 
it  is  effective ;  but  it  is  n't  true.  Now  Mr.  Caithness  was  telling 
us  the  other  night  at  the  club,  on  this  very  matter  —  " 

"  Oh,  that 's  hardly  fair,"  laughed  Trevelyan ;  "  you  We  re- 
hearsed all  this  before.     You  've  come  prepared." 

"  No,  not  at  all,"  frowned  the  general,  sweeping  on.  "  He 
said  that  before  he  was  raised  to  the  bench,  when  he  practised 
criminal  law,  he  had  brought  word  to  a  man  that  he  was  to  be 
reprieved,  and  to  another  that  he  was  to  die.  Now,  you  know," 
exclaimed  the  general,  with  a  shrug,  and  appealing  to  the  table, 
"  how  that  would  be  done  on  the  stage  or  in  a  novel,  with  the 
prisoner  bound  ready  for  execution,  and  a  galloping  horse,  and  a 
fluttering  piece  of  white  paper,  and  all  that.  Well,  now,  Caith- 
ness told  us  that  he  went  into  the  man's  cell  and  said, '  You 
have  been  reprieved,  John,'  or  William,  or  whatever  the  fellow's 
name  was.  And  the  man  looked  at  him  and  said:  ^Is  that 
so  ?  That 's  good  —  that 's  good ; '  and  that  was  all  he  said. 
And  then,  again,  he  told  one  man  whose  life  he  had  tried  very 
hard  to  save :  '  The  Home  Secretary  has  refused  to  intercede  for 
you.  I  saw  him  at  his  house  last  night  at  nine  o'clock.'  And 
the  murderer,  instead  of  saying, '  My  God !  what  will  my  wife 
and  children  do  ?'  looked  at  him,  and  repeated, '  At  nine  o'clock 
last  night ! '  just  as  though  that  were  the  important  part  of  the 
message." 

"  Well,  but,  general,"  said  Phillips,  smiling, "  that 's  dramatic 
enough  as  it  is,  I  think.     Why  —  " 

"  Yes,"  interrupted  the  general,  quickly  and  triumphantly. 
"  But  that  is  not  what  you  would  have  made  him  say,  is  it  ? 
That's  my  point." 

"  There  was  a  man  told  me  once,"  Lord  Arbuthnot  began,  leis- 
urely —  "  he  was  a  <rreat  chum  of  mine,  and  it  illustrates  what  Sir 
Henry  has  said,  I  think  —  he  was  engaged  to  a  girl,  and  he  had 
a  misunderstanding  or  an  understanding  with  her  that  opened 
both  their  eyes,  at  a  dance,  and  the  next  afternoon  he  called, 
and  they  talked  it  over  in  the  drawing-room,  with  the  tea-tray 
between  them,  and  agreed  to  end  it.     On  the  stage  he  would 
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hftTc  risen  and  said,  'Well,  the  comedy  is  over,  the  tragedy 
beinns,  or  the  curtain  falls;'  and  she  would  have  gone  to  the 
piano  and  played  Chopin  sadly  while  he  made  his  exit.  Instead 
of  which  he  jo^t  up  to  go  without  saying  anything,  and  as  he  rose 
be  npeet  a  cup  and  saucer  on  the  tea-table,  and  said,  ^  Oh,  I  beg 
year  pardon ; '  and  she  said,  *•  It  is  n't  broken ; '  and  he  went  out. 
Yon  sec,"  the  young  man  added,  smiling, "  there  were  two  young 
people  whose  hearts  were  breaking,  and  yet  they  talked  of  tea- 
cops,  not  because  they  did  not  feel,  but  because  custom  is  too 
strong  on  us  and  too  much  for  us.  We  do  not  say  dramatic 
tfaiiigs  or  do  theatrical  ones.  It  does  not  make  interesting 
reading,  but  it  is  the  truth." 

"Exactly,"  cut  in  the  Austrian  Minister,  eagerly.  "And 
iben  there  is  the  prerogative  of  the  author  and  of  the  playwright 
to  drop  a  curtain  whenever  he  wants  to,  or  to  put  a  stop  to  every- 
thing by  ending  the  chapter.  That  is  n't  fair.  That  is  an  ad- 
vantage over  nature.  When  some  one  accuses  some  one  else  of 
doing  something  dreadful  at  the  play,  down  comes  the  curtain 
quick  and  keeps  things  at  fever  point,  or  the  chapter  ends  with 
a  lot  of  stars,  and  the  next  page  begins  with  a  description  of  a 
toDset  two  weeks  later.  To  be  true,  we  ought  to  be  told  what  the 
man  who  is  accused  said  in  the  reply,  or  what  happened  during 
those  two  weeks  liefore  the  sunset.  The  author  really  has  no 
right  to  choose  only  the  critical  moments,  and  to  shut  out  the 
oommonplace,  every-day  life  by  a  sort  of  literary  closure.  That 
is,  if  be  claims  to  tell  the  truth." 

Phillips  raised  his  eyebrows  and  looked  carefully  around  the 
table.  "Does  any  one  else  feel  called  upon  to  testify?"  he 
•sked. 

**  It  *s  awful,  is  n't  it,  Phillips,"  laughed  Trevelyan,  comfort- 
ibly, "  to  find  that  the  photographer  is  the  only  artist,  after  all  ? 
I  feel  very  guilty." 

**  You  ought  to,"  pronounced  the  general,  gayly.  He  was 
Terr  well  satisPicd  with  himwlf  at  having  held  his  own  ajrainst 
these  clever  people.  '*  And  I  am  snre  Mr.  Ciordon  will  ajrrce 
with  me,  too,"  he  went  on,  confidently,  with  a  bow  towards  the 
Toonirer  man.  "  He  has  seen  more  of  the  world  than  anv  of  us. 
lad  he  will  tell  you,  I  am  sure,  that  what  happens  only  sug^sts 
the  story  ;  it  is  not  complete  in  itself.  That  it  always  needs  the 
Mthors  touch,  just  as  the  rou'rh  diamond  —  " 

"Oh,  thanks,  thanks,  jreneral,''  laughed  Phillips.  '*  My  feel- 
inz*  nn»  not  hurt  as  badlv  as  that." 
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Oordon  had  been  turning  the  stem  of  a  wine-glass  slowly  be- 
tween his  thumb  and  his  finger  while  the  others  were  talking, 
and  looking  down  at  it  smiling.  Now  he  raised  his  eyes  as 
though  he  meant  to  speak,  and  then  dropped  them  again.  '^  I 
am  afraid,  Sir  Henrj,"  he  said,  ^  that  I  don't  agree  with  you  at 
all.** 

Those  who  had  said  nothing  felt  a  certain  satisfaction  that 
they  had  not  committed  themselves.  The  Austrian  Minister  tried 
to  remember  what  it  was  he  had  said,  and  whether  it  was  too  late 
to  retreat,  and  the  general  looked  blankly  at  Gordon  and  said, 
"Indeed?" 

"  You  should  n't  have  called  on  that  last  witness,  Sir  Henry," 
said  Phillips,  smiling.     "  Your  case  was  very  good  as  it  was." 

<'  I  am  quite  sure,"  said  Gordon,  seriously,  "  that  the  story 
Phillips  will  never  write  is  a  true  story,  but  he  will  not  write  it 
because  people  would  say  it  is  impossible,  just  as  you  have  all 
seen  sunsets  sometimes  that  you  knew  would  be  laughed  at  if 
any  one  tried  to  paint  them.  We  all  know  such  a  story,  some- 
thing in  our  own  lives,  or  in  the  lives  of  our  friends.  Not  ghost 
stories,  or  stories  of  adventure,  but  of  ambitions  that  come  to 
nothing,  of  people  who  were  rewarded  or  punished  in  this  world 
instead  of  in  the  next,  and  love  stories." 

Phillips  looked  at  the  young  man  keenly  and  smiled.  "  Es- 
pecially love  stories,"  he  said. 

Gordon  looked  back  at  him  as  if  he  did  not  understand. 

**  Tell  it,  Gordon,"  said  Mr.  Trevelyan. 

"  Yes,"  said  Gx)rdon,  nodding  his  head  in  assent,  "  I  was 
thinking  of  a  particular  story.  It  is  as  complete,  I  think,  and 
as  dramatic  as  any  of  those  we  read.  It  is  about  a  man  I  met 
in  Africa.  It  is  not  a  long  story,"  he  said,  looking  around  the 
table  tentatively,  "  but  it  ends  badly." 

There  was  a  silence  much  more  appreciated  than  a  polite 
murmur  of  invitation  would  have  been,  and  the  simply  smart 
people  settled  themselves  rigidly  to  catch  every  word  for  future 
use.  They  realized  that  this  would  be  a  story  which  had  not  as 
yet  appeared  in  the  newspapers,  and  which  would  not  make  a 
part  of  Gordon's  book.  Mrs.  Trevelyan  smiled  encouragingly 
upon  her  former  prot^g6;  she  was  sure  he  was  going  to  do  him- 
self credit ;  but  the  American  girl  chose  this  chance,  when  all 
the  other  eyes  were  turned  expectantly  towards  the  explorer,  to 
look  at  her  lover. 

'^  We  were  on  our  return  march  from  Lake  Tchad  to  the 
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Ifobangi/'  said  Gordon.  "  We  had  been  travelling  over  a  month, 
•ometimea  by  water  and  sometimes  through  the  forest,  and  we 
did  not  expect  to  see  any  other  white  men  besides  those  of  our 
own  party  for  several  months  to  come.  In  the  middle  of  a 
jungle  late  one  afternoon  I  found  this  man  lying  at  the  foot  of  a 
tree.  He  had  l)een  cut  and  beaten  and  left  for  dead.  It  was  as 
much  of  a  surprise  to  me,  you  understand,  as  it  would  be  to  you 
if  you  were  drinng  through  Trafalgar  Square  in  a  hansom,  and 
tn  African  lion  should  spring  up  on  your  horses*  haunches. 
We  believed  we  were  the  only  white  men  that  had  ever  succeeded 
in  getting  that  far  south.  Crampel  had  tried  it,  and  no  one 
knows  vet  whether  he  is  dead  or  alive ;  Doctor  Schlemen  had 
been  eaten  by  cannibals,  and  Major  Bethume  had  turned  back 
two  hundred  miles  farther  north  ;  and  we  could  no  more  account 
for  this  man's  presence  than  if  he  had  been  dropped  from  the 
clouds.  Lieutenant  Royce,  my  surgeon,  went  to  work  at  him,  and 
we  baited  where  we  were  for  the  night.  In  about  an  hour  the 
man  moved  and  o|)oned  his  eyes.  He  looked  up  at  us  and  said, 
•  Thank  God  ! '  —  because  we  were  white,  I  suppose  —  and  went 
off  into  unconsciousness  again.  When  he  came  to  the  next  time, 
he  asked  Royce,  in  a  whis[)er,  how  long  he  had  to  live.  He 
was  n't  the  sort  of  a  man  you  had  to  lie  to  about  a  thing  like 
that,  and  Royce  told  liim  he  did  not  think  he  could  live  for  more 
than  an  hour  or  two.  The  man  moved  his  head  to  show  that  he 
nodenitood,  and  raised  his  hand  to  his  throat  and  began  pulling 
at  hit  shirt,  but  the  effort  sent  him  off  into  a  fainting-fit  again. 
I  opened  his  collar  for  him  as  gently  as  I  could,  and  found  that 
his  fingers  had  clinched  around  a  silver  necklace  that  he  wore 
sboat  his  neck,  and  from  which  there  hung  a  gold  locket  shaped 
like  a  heart.** 

Gordon  raised  his  eves  slowlv  from  the  observation  of  his 
finger-tips  as  they  rested  on  the  edge  of  the  table  before  him 
to  those  of  the  American  girl  who  sat  opposite.  She  had  heard 
bii  storv  so  far  without  anv  show  of  attention,  and  had  been 
matching,  rather  with  a  touch  of  fondness  in  her  eyes,  the 
'•lever,  earnest  face  of  Arhuthnot,  who  was  following  Gordon's 
♦torr  with  |>olite  interest.  But  now,  at  Gordon's  last  words, 
•he  turne<l  her  eyes  to  him  with  a  look  of  awful  indignation, 
vhich  was  followed,  when  she  met  his  calmly  polite  look  of 
iaqairy,  by  one  of  fear  ami  almost  of  entreaty. 

•*When  the  man  came  to,"  continued  Gordon,  in  the  same 
eooventional  monotone,  '*  he  begged  me  to  take  the  chain  and 
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locket  to  a  girl  whom  he  said  I  would  find  either  in  London  or 
in  New  .York.  He  gave  me  the  address  of  her  banker.  He 
said :  '  Take  it  off  my  neck  before  you  bury  me ;  tell  her  I 
wore  it  ever  since  she  gave  it  to  me.  That  it  has  been  a  charm 
and  loadstone  to  me.  That  when  the  locket  rose  and  fell 
against  my  breast,  it  was  as  if  her  heart  were  pressing  against 
mine  and  answering  the  beating  and  throbbing  of  the  blood  in 
my  veins.'" 

Gordon  paused,  and  returned  to  the  thoughtful  scrutiny  of 
his  finger-tips. 

"  The  man  did  not  die,"  he  said,  raising  his  head.  "  Royce 
brought  him  back  into  such  form  again  that  in  about  a  week 
we  were  able  to  take  him  along  with  us  on  a  litter.  But  he  was 
very  weak,  and  would  lie  for  hours  sleeping  when  we  rested,  or 
mumbling  and  raving  in  a  fever.  We  learned  from  him  at  odd 
times  that  he  had  been  trying  to  reach  Lake  Tchad,  to  do  what 
we  had  done,  without  any  means  of  doing  it.  He  had  had  not 
more  than  a  couple  of  dozen  porters  and  a  corporal's  guard  of 
Senegalese  soldiers.  He  was  the  only  white  man  in  the  party, 
and  his  men  had  turned  on  him,  and  left  him  as  we  found  him, 
carrying  off  with  them  his  stock  of  provisions  and  arms.  He 
had  undertaken  the  expedition  on  a  promise  from  the  French 
government  to  make  him  governor  of  the  territory  he  opened 
up  if  he  succeeded,  but  he  had  had  no  ofiicial  help.  If  he 
failed,  he  got  nothing ;  if  he  succeeded,  he  did  so  at  his  own 
expense  and  by  his  own  endeavors.  It  was  only  a  wonder  he 
had  been  able  to  get  as  far  as  he  did.  He  did  not  seem  to 
feel  the  faihire  of  his  expedition.  All  that  was  lost  in  the  hap- 
piness of  getting  back  alive  to  this  woman  with  whom  he  was  in 
love.  He  had  been  three  days  alone  before  we  found  him,  and 
in  those  three  days,  while  he  waited  for  death,  he  had  thought 
of  nothing  but  that  he  would  never  see  her  again.  He  had 
resigned  himself  to  this,  had  given  up  all  hope,  and  our  com- 
ing seemed  like  a  miracle  to  him.  I  have  read  about  men  in 
love,  I  have  seen  it  on  the  stage,  I  have  seen  it  in  real  life,  but 
I  never  saw  a  man  so  grateful  to  God  and  so  happy  and  so 
insane  over  a  woman  as  this  man  was.  He  raved  about  her 
when  he  was  feverish,  and  he  talked  and  talked  to  me  about 
her  when  he  was  in  his  senses.  The  porters  could  not  under- 
stand him,  and  he  found  me  sympathetic,  I  suppose,  or  else  he 
did  not  care,  and  only  wanted  to  speak  of  hor  to  some  one.  and 
80  he  told  me  the  story  over  and  over  again  as  I  walked  beside 
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the  litter,  or  as  we  sat  by  the  6  re  at  night.  She  must  have 
been  a  very  remarkable  girl.  He  had  met  her  first  the  year 
before,  on  one  of  the  Italian  steamers  that  ply  from  New  York 
to  Gibraltar.  She  was  travelling  with  her  father,  who  was  an 
ioralid  going  to  Tangier  for  his  health ;  from  Tangier  they 
were  to  go  on  np  to  Nice  and  Cannes,  and  in  the  spring  to 
Paris  and  on  to  London  for  this  season  just  over.  The  man 
was  going  from  Gibraltar  to  Zanzibar,  and  then  on  into  the 
Congo.  They  had  met  the  first  night  out;  they  had  separated 
thirteen  days  later  at  Gibraltar,  and  in  that  time  the  girl  had 
fallen  in  love  with  him,  and  had  promised  to  marry  him  if  he 
would  let  her,  for  he  was  very  proud.  He  had  to  be.  He  had 
abaolntely  nothing  to  offer  her.  She  is  very  well  known  at 
home.  I  mean  her  familv  is:  thev  have  lived  in  New  York 
from  its  first  days,  and  they  are  very  rich.  The  girl  had  lived 
a  life  as  different  from  his  as  the  life  of  a  girl  in  society  must 
be  from  that  of  a  va<^abond.  He  had  been  an  engineer,  a  news- 
paper correspondent,  an  officer  in  a  Chinese  army,  and  had 
boilt  bridges  in  Soutli  America,  and  led  their  little  revolntiona 
there,  tnd  had  seen  service  on  the  desert  in  the  French  army 
of  Algiers.  He  had  no  home  or  nationality  even,  for  he  had 
left  America  when  lie  was  sixteen ;  he  had  no  family,  had  saved 
no  money,  and  was  tnisting  everything  to  the  success  of  this 
expedition  into  Africa  to  make  him  known  and  to  give  him 
position.  It  was  the  story  of  Othello  and  Desdemona  over 
again.  His  blackness  lay  from  her  point  of  view,  or  rather 
voald  have  lain  from  the  point  of  view  of  her  friends,  in  the 
ftet  that  he  was  as  helplessly  ineligible  a  youncf  man  as  a 
^wboy.  And  he  really  had  lived  a  life  of  which  ho  had  no 
p«it  reason  to  Ix?  proud.  He  had  existed  entirely  for  excite- 
ment, as  other  men  live  to  drink  until  they  kill  themselves  by 
it;  notliing  lie  had  done  had  counted  for  much  except  his  bridges. 
Tbey  are  still  standin^r  But  the  things  he  had  written  are 
lost  in  the  columns  of  the  daily  papers.  The  soldiers  he  had 
fought  with  knew  him  only  as  a  man  who  cared  more  for  the 
fi;rhting  than  for  what  the  fighting  was  about,  and  he  had  been 
u  ready  to  write  on  one  side  as  to  fight  on  the  other.  He  was 
a  rolling  stone,  and  had  l>een  a  rolling  stone  from  the  time  he 
wu  sixteen  and  had  run  away  to  sna,  up  to  tlio  day  he  had  met 
thif  girl,  when  he  was  just  thirty.  Yet  you  can  nee  how  such 
tman  would  attract  a  youncr,  impressionable  girl,  who  had  met 
oaly  tboee  men  whose  actions  are  bounded  by  the  courts  of  law 
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or  Wall  Street,  or  the  yoanger  set  who  drive  coaches  and 
who  live  the  life  of  the  clubs.  She  had  gone  through  life  as 
some  people  go  through  picture-galleries,  with  their  catalogues 
marked  at  the  best  pictures.  She  knew  nothing  of  the  little 
fellows  whose  work  was  skied,  who  were  trying  to  be  known, 
who  were  not  of  her  world,  but  who  toiled  and  prayed  and 
hoped  to  be  famous.  This  man  came  into  her  life  suddenly 
with  his  stories  of  adventure  and  strange  people  and  strange 
places,  of  things  done  for  the  love  of  doing  them  and  not  for 
the  reward  or  reputation,  and  he  bewildered  her  at  first,  I 
suppose,  and  then  fascinated,  and  then  won  her.  You  can 
imagine  how  it  was,  these  two  walking  the  deck  together  dur- 
ing the  day,  or  sitting  side  by  side  when  the  night  came  on, 
the  ocean  stretched  before  them.  The  daring  of  his  present 
undertaking,  the  absurd  glamour  that  is  thrown  over  those  who 
have  gone  into  that  strange  country  from  which  some  travel- 
lers return,  and  the  picturesqueness  of  his  past  life.  It  is  no 
wonder  the  girl  made  too  much  of  liim.  I  do  not  think  he 
knew  what  was  coming.  He  did  not  pose  before  her.  I  am 
quite  sure,  from  what  I  knew  of  him,  that  he  did  not  Indeed, 
I  believed  him  when  he  said  that  he  had  fought  against  the 
more  than  interest  she  had  begun  to  show  for  him.  He  was 
the  sort  of  man  women  care  for,  but  they  had  not  been  of  this 
woman's  class  or  calibre.  It  came  to  him  like  a  sign  from 
the  heavens.  It  was  as  if  a  goddess  had  stooped  to  him.  He 
told  her  when  they  separated  that  if  he  succeeded  —  if  he 
opened  this  unknown  country,  if  he  was  rewarded  as  they  had 
promised  to  reward  him  —  he  might  dare  to  come  to  her ;  and 
she  called  him  her  knight-errant,  and  gave  him  her  chain  and 
locket  to  wear,  and  told  him  whether  he  failed  or  succeeded 
it  meant  nothing  to  her,  and  that  her  life  was  his  while  it 
lasted,  and  her  soul  as  well. 

"I  think,"  Gordon  said,  stopping  abruptly,  with  an  air  of 
careful  consideration,  "that  those  were  her  words  as  he  re- 
peated them  to  me." 

He  raised  his  eyes  thoughtfully  towards  the  face   of  the 
girl  opposite,  and  then  glanced  past  her,  as  if  he  were  trying 
to  recall  the  words  the  man  had  used.     The  fine,  beautiful  face 
of  the  woman  was  white  and  drawn  around  the  lips,  and  ehi 
gave  a  quick,  appealing  glance  at  her  hostess,  as  if  she  woul 
beg  to  be  allowed  to  go.     But  Mrs.  Trevelyan  and  her  gues 
were  watching  Gordon  or  toying  with  the  things  in  front 
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tiiem.    The  dinner  had  been  served,  and  not  even  iihe  soft 
BOTements  of  the  servants  interrupted  the  young  man's  story. 

^  You  can  imagine  a  man/'  Gordon  went  on,  more  ligbtlji 
''finding  a  hansom  cab  slow  when  he  is  riding  from  the  station 
to  see  the  woman  he  loves ;  but  imagine  this  man  urging  him- 
self and  the  rest  of  us  to  hurry  when  we  were  in  the  heart  of 
Africa,  with  six  months'  travel  in  front  of  us  before  we  could 
reach  the  first  limits  of  civilization.     That  is  what  this  man 
did.     When  he  was  still  on  his  litter  he  used  to  toss  and  turn, 
and  abuse  the  bearers  and  porters  and  myself  because  we  moved 
so  slowly.     When  we  8top|>ed  for  the  night  he  would  chafe  and 
fret  at  the  delay ;  and  when  the  morning  came  he  was  the  first 
to  wake,  if  he  slept  at  all,  and  eager  to  push  on.    When  at  last 
he  was  able  to  walk,  he  worked  himself  into  a  fever  again,  and 
it  was  only  when  Royce  warned  him  that  he  would  kill  himself 
if  be  kept  on  that  he  submitted  to  be  carried,  and  forced  him- 
self to  be  patient     And  all  the  time  the  poor  devil  kept  say- 
ing bow  unworthy  he  was  of  her,  how  miserably  he  had  wasted 
his  years,  how  unfitted  he  was  for  the  great  happiness  which 
kMd  come  into  his  life.     I  suppose  every  man  says  that  when 
he  is  in  love;  very  properly,  too;  but  the  worst  of  it  was,  in 
tiiis  man's  case,  that  it  was  so  very  true.     He  was  unworthy  of 
her  in  everything  but  his  love  for  her.     It  used  to  frighten  me 
to  see  how  much  he  cared.     Well,  we  got  out  of  it  at  last,  and 
mebed  Alexandria,  and  saw  white  faces  onco  more,  and  heard 
women's  voices,  and  the  strain  and  foar  of  failure  were  over, 
and  we  could  breathe  again.     1  was  quite  ready  enough  to  push 
on  to  Londoa,  but  we  had  to  wait  a  week  for  the  steamer,  and 
during  that  time  that  man  made  my  life  miserable.     He  had 
done  so  well,  and  would  have  done  so  much  more  if  he  had  had 
my  equipment,  that  I  tried  to  see  that  he  received  all  the  credit 
doe  him.     But  he  would  have  none  of  the  public  receptions, 
and  the  audience  with  the  khedive,  or  any  of  the  fuss  they  made 
over  us.     He  only  wanted  to  get  back  to  her.     He  spent  the 
days  on  the  quay  watching  them  load  the  steanoer,  and  count- 
ing the  hours  until  she  was  to  sail;  and  even  at  night  he  would 
leave  the  first  l>ed  he  had  slept  in  lor  and  would 

come  into  my  room  and  ask  me  if  '^  md  talk 

vith  him  until  daylight     Ton  np  all 

thought  of  her,  and  believed  ;  aee- 

iaf  her  again,  it  made  her  t^  mdo 

kim  all  the  more  fearful  of  1 
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*He  became  very  quiet  as  soon  as  we  were  really  tinder 
way,  and  Boyce  and  I  hardly  knew  him  for  the  same  man.  He 
would  sit  in  silence  in  his  steamer-chair  for  hours,  looking  out 
at  the  sea  and  smiling  to  himself,  and  sometimes,  for  he  was 
still  very  weak  and  feverish,  the  tears  would  come  to  his  eyes 
and  run  down  his  cheeks.  'This  is  the  way  we  would  sit,'  he 
said  to  me  one  night,  ^  with  the  dark  purple  sky  and  the  strange 
Southern  stars  over  our  heads,  and  the  rail  of  the  boat  rising 
and  sinking  below  the  line  of  the  horizon.  And  I  can  hear  her 
voice,  and  I  try  to  imagine  she  is  still  sitting  there,  as  she  did 
the  last  night  out,  when  I  held  her  hands  between  mine.'" 
Gordon  paused  a  moment,  and  then  went  on  more  slowly:  "I 
do  not  know  whether  it  was  that  the  excitement  of  the  journey 
overland  had  kept  him  up  or  not,  but  as  we  went  on  he  became 
much  weaker  and  slept  more,  until  Royce  became  anxious  and 
alarmed  about  him.  But  he  did  not  know  it  himself;  he  had 
grown  so  sure  of  his  recovery  then  that  he  did  not  understand 
what  the  weakness  meant.  He  fell  o£P  into  long  spells  of  sleep 
or  unconsciousness,  and  woke  only  to  be  fed,  and  would  then 
fall  back  to  sleep  again.  And  in  one  of  these  spells  of  uncon- 
sciousness he  died.  He  died  within  two  days  of  land.  He  bad 
no  home  and  no  country  and  no  family,  as  I  told  you,  and  we 
buried  him  at  sea.  He  left  nothing  behind  him,  for  the  very 
clothes  he  wore  were  those  we  had  given  him  —  nothing  but 
the  locket  and  the  chain  which  he  had  told  me  to  take  from 
his  neck  when  he  died." 

Gordon's  voice  had  grown  very  cold  and  hard.  He  stopped 
and  ran  his  fingers  down  into  his  pocket  and  pulled  out  a  little 
leather  bag.  The  people  at  the  table  watched  him  in  silence 
as  he  opened  it  and  took  out  a  dull  silver  chain  with  a  gold 
heart  hanging  from  it 

"This  is  it,"  he  said,  gently.  He  leaned  across  the  table, 
with  his  eyes  fixed  on  those  of  the  American  girl,  and  dropped 
the  chain  in  front  of  her.  "  Would  you  like  to  see  it  ?  "  he 
said. 

The  rest  moved  curiously  forward  to  look  at  the  little  hea]) 
of  gold  and  silver  as  it  lay  on  the  white  cloth.  But  the  girl, 
with  her  eyes  half  closed  and  her  lips  pressed  together,  pushed 
it  on  with  her  hand  to  the  man  who  sat  next  her,  and  bowed 
her  head  slightly,  as  though  it  was  an  effort  for  her  *«  tnnwa  at 
all.  The  wife  of  the  Austrian  Minister 
relief. 
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**I  should  Bay  your  story  did  end  badly,  Mr.  Gordon,**  she 
•aid.     ^It  is  terribly  sad,  and  so  unnecessarily  so." 

**I  don't  know,"  said  Lady  Arbutbnot,  thoughtfully  —  "I 
don't  know;  it  seems  to  me  it  was  better.  As  Mr.  Gordon 
says,  the  man  was  hardly  worthy  of  her.  A  man  should  have 
something  more  to  offer  a  woman  than  love ;  it  is  a  woman's 
prerogative  to  be  loved.  Any  number  of  men  may  love  her;  it 
is  nothing  to  their  credit:  they  cannot  help  themselves." 

**  Well,"  said  General  Kent,  "if  all  true  stories  turn  out  as 
badly  as  that  one  does,  I  will  take  back  what  I  said  against 
those  the  story-writers  tell.  I  prefer  the  ones  Anstey  and 
Jerome  make  up.     I  call  it  a  most  unpleasant  story." 

•*  But  it  is  n't  finished  yet, "  said  Gordon,  as  he  leaned  over  and 
picked  up  the  chain  and  locket     "There  is  still  a  little  more." 

**0h,  I  beg  your  pardon!"  said  the  wife  of  the  Austrian 
Minister,  eagerly.  "But  then,"  she  added,  "you  can't  make 
it  any  better.     You  cannot  bring  the  man  back  to  life." 

*No,"  said  Gordon,  "but  I  can  make  it  a  little  worse." 

^Ah,  I  see,"  said  Phillips,  with  a  story-teller's  intuition 
—  « the  girl." 

**The  first  dav  I  reached  London  I  went  to  her  banker's  and 
got  her  address,"  continued  Gordon.  "And  I  wrote,  saying  I 
wanted  to  see  her,  but  before  I  could  got  an  answer  I  met  her 
the  next  afternoon  at  a  garden-party.  At  least  I  did  not  meet 
her;  she  was  pointed  out  to  me.  I  saw  a  very  beautiful  girl 
surrounded  by  a  lot  of  men,  and  asked  who  she  was,  and  found 
oot  it  was  the  woman  I  had  written  to,  the  owner  of  the  chain 
and  locket;  and  I  was  also  told  that  her  engaeement  had  just 
been  announced  to  a  young  Englishman  of  family  and  position, 
who  had  known  her  only  a  few  months,  and  with  whom  she  was 
very  much  in  love.  So  you  sec,"  he  went  on,  smiling,  "that 
it  was  better  that  he  died,  believing  in  her  and  in  her  love  for 
him.  Mr.  Phillips,  now,  would  have  let  him  live  to  return  and 
find  her  married ;  but  Nature  is  kinder  than  writers  of  fiction, 
and  quite  as  dramatic." 

Phillips  did  not  reply  to  this,  and  the  general  only  shook 
kis  bead  doubtfully  and  said  nothinir.  So  Mrs.  Trevelyan 
Isokcd  at  Lady  Arbutbnot,  and  the  ladiog  rose  and  left  the 
When  the  men  had  left  them,  a  young  girl  went  to  the 
the  other  women  seated  themselves  to  listen;  but 
"i^fing  that  it  was  warm,  stepped  out  through 
iws  <m  to  the  little  balcony  that  overhung 
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the  garden.  It  was  dark  out  there  and  cool,  and  the  rambling 
of  the  encircling  city  sounded  as  distant  and  as  far  off  as  the 
reflection  seemed  that  its  million  lights  threw  up  to  the  sky 
above.  The  girl  leaned  her  face  and  bare  shoulder  against  the 
rough  stone  wall  of  the  house,  and  pressed  her  hands  together, 
with  her  fingers  locking  and  unlocking  and  her  rings  cutting 
through  her  gloves.  She  was  trembling  slightly,  and  the  blood 
in  her  veins  was  hot  and  tingling.  She  heard  the  voices  of 
the  men  as  they  entered  the  drawing-room,  the  momentary 
cessation  of  the  music  at  the  piano,  and  its  renewal,  and  then 
a  figure  blocked  the  light  from  the  window,  and  Gordon  stepped 
out  of  it  and  stood  in  front  of  her  with  the  chain  and  locket  in 
his  hand.  He  held  it  towards  her,  and  they  faced  each  other 
for  a  moment  in  silence. 

"  Will  you  take  it  now  ?  "  he  said. 

The  girl  raised  her  head,  and  drew  herself  up  until  she 
stood  straight  and  tall  before  him.  "  Have  you  not  punished 
me  enough  ?  "  she  asked,  in  a  whisper.  "  Are  you  not  satis- 
fied ?  Was  it  brave  ?  Was  it  manly  ?  Is  that  what  you  have 
learned  among  your  savages  —  to  torture  a  woman  ? "  She 
stopped  with  a  quick  sob  of  pain,  and  pressed  her  hands  against 
her  breast. 

Gordon  observed  her,  curiously,  with  cold  consideration. 
"  What  of  the  sufferings  of  the  man  to  whom  you  gave  this  ?  " 
he  asked.  "  Why  not  consider  him  ?  What  was  your  bad 
quarter  of  an  hour  at  the  table,  with  your  friends  around  you, 
to  the  year  he  suffered  danger  and  physical  pain  for  you  —  for 
you,  remember  ?  " 

The  girl  hid  her  face  for  a  moment  in  her  hands,  and  when 
she  lowered  them  again  her  cheeks  were  wet  and  her  voice  was 
changed  and  softer.  "They  told  me  he  was  dead,"  she  said. 
"Then  it  was  denied,  and  then  the  French  papers  told  of  it 
again,  and  with  horrible  detail,  and  how  it  happened." 

Gordon  took  a  step  nearer  her.  "And  does  your  love  come 
and  go  with  the  editions  of  the  daily  papers?"  he  asked, 
fiercely.  "If  they  say  to-morrow  morning  that  Arbuthnot  is 
false  to  his  principles  or  his  party,  that  he  is  a  bribe-taker,  a 
man  who  sells  his  vote,  will  you  believe  them  and  stop  loving 
him?"  He  gave  a  sharp  exclamation  of  disdain.  "Or  will 
you  wait,"  he  went  on,  bitterly,  "until  the  Liberal  organs  have 
had  time  to  deny  it?  Is  that  the  love,  the  life,  and  the  soul 
you  promised  the  man  who  —  " 


RICHARD  HARDING  DAVIS.  M06 

There  was  a  soft  step  on  the  floor  of  the  drawing*room,  and 
the  tall  figure  of  young  Arbuthnot  appeared  in  the  opening  of 
the  vindow  as  he  looked  doubtfully  out  into  the  darkness.  Gor- 
don took  a  step  back  into  tlie  light  of  the  window,  where  he 
eoold  be  seen,  and  leaned  easily  against  the  railing  of  the  bal- 
cony. His  eyes  were  turned  towards  the  street^  and  he  noticed 
orer  the  wall  the  top  of  a  passing  omnibus  and  the  glow  of  the 
nen^s  pipes  who  sat  on  it 

*^Miss  Egerton?''  asked  Arbuthnot,  his  eyes  still  blinded 
by  the  lisrhts  of  the  room  he  had  left  ^  Is  she  here  ?  Oh,  is 
that  you  ?  ^  he  said,  as  he  saw  the  movement  of  the  white  dress. 
"I  was  sent  to  look  for  you,"  he  said.  "They  were  afraid 
something  was  wrong.**  He  turned  to  Gordon,  as  if  in  expla- 
•ttion  of  his  lover-like  solicitude.  "  It  has  been  rather  a  hard 
veek,  and  it  has  kept  one  pretty  well  on  the  go  all  the  time, 
and  I  thought  Miss  Egerton  looked  tired  at  dinner.*' 

The  moment  he  had  spoken,  the  girl  came  towards  him 
quickly,  and  put  her  arm  inside  of  his,  and  took  his  hand. 

He  looked  down  at  her  wonderingly  at  this  show  of  affee- 
tion,  and  then  drew  her  nearer,  and  said,  gently,  "You  are 
tired,  are  n*t  you  ?  I  came  to  tell  you  that  Lady  Arbuthnot  is 
foiiig.     She  is  waiting  for  you.** 

It  struck  Gordon,  as  they  stood  there,  how  handsome  they 
^w  and  how  well  suited.  They  took  a  step  towards  the  win- 
^v,  and  then  the  young  nobleman  turned  and  looked  out  at 
&e  pretty  garden  and  up  at  the  sky,  where  the  moon  was  strug- 
gling against  the  glare  of  the  city. 

•*It  is  very  pretty  and  peaceful  out  here,**  he  said,  "is  it 
W4?  It  seems  a  pity  to  leave  it  Good-night,  Gordon,  and 
tbtnk  you  for  your  story.**  He  stopped,  with  one  foot  on  the 
Arethold,  and  smiled.  "And  yet,  do  you  know,**  he  said,  "I 
'^Dot  help  thinking  you  were  guilty  of  doing  just  what  you 
^<'«ti»ed  Philliiw  of  doing.  I  somehow  thoujrbt  you  helped  the 
^nje  story  out  a  little.  Now  did  n't  vou  ?  Was  it  all  just  as 
J>a  told  it  ?     Or  am  I  wronjr  ?  " 

**.V'»,"  Gordon  anawrred ;  '\vou  are  ricrht     I  did  change  it 
'little,  in  one  partirular." 

"An'l  wlint  wrxy;,  that,  may  I  ask  ?"  sai'l  AHmthnot 
**Tli»'  man  'Ii<]  ni»t  di**."  n.»pl«>n  nnswrp'*!. 
ArHiitliriMt   i:a\«'  a  qiii<»k    litt]«'  si-jli   <  f    <\inpatbv.      "Poor 
'l^^ii:"  ho  Rai^I,  j^oftly:  ''poor  chaj»!  "     Ilr  movod  his  left  hand 
^r  and  touched  the  hand  of  the  girl,  us  though  to  reassure 


8406  RICHARD  HARDING  DAVIS. 

himself  of  his  own  good  fortune.  Then  he  raised  his  eyes  to 
Gordon*s  with  a  curious,  puzzled  look  in  them.  "But  then," 
he  said,  doubtfully,  "if  he  is  not  dead,  how  did  you  come  to 
get  the  chain  ?  " 

The  girl's  arm  within  his  own  moved  slightly,  and  her 
fingers  tightened  their  hold  upon  his  hand. 

"Oh,"  said  Gordon,  indifferently,  "it  did  not  mean  any- 
thing to  him,  you  see,  when  he  found  he  had  lost  her,  and  it 
could  not  mean  anything  to  her.  It  is  of  no  vain?.  It  means 
nothing  to  any  one  —  except,  perhaps,  to  me." 


MOT 


DANIEL  DEFOE. 

Dbfob,  DamikLi  an  EaglUh  noTelist  and  political  writer,  bom 
in  London  in  1661;  died  there  April  26,  1731.  He  was  the  son  of 
a  batcher  of  St.  Oiles,  Cripplegate.  His  surname  was  Foe,  and  it 
was  not  until  he  was  about  forty  years  of  age  that  he  changed  his 
sifpiatare  from  D.  Foe  to  Defoe.  He  was  intended  for  the  dissent- 
ing ministry,  and  acquired  a  good  knowledge  of  the  classics  and 
alto  receiTed  special  training  in  his  own  language.  He  afterward 
aHfiiired  a  knowledge  of  French,  Italian,  and  Spanish.  In  ir>80 
be  was  nominated  a  Presbyterian  minister,  but  did  not  choose  to 
follow  that  Tocation.  He  became  a  writer  of  political  pamphlets, 
the  earliest  of  which,  **More  Reformation,"  was  a  satire  on  him- 
•elf.  When  convicted  of  seditious  libel  he  wrote  a  **  Hymn  to  the 
Pillory, "  which  awakened  such  enthusiasm  that  his  appearance  in 
that  place  of  humiliation  became  a  triumph. 

In  1719  "  Robinson  Crusoe  '*  took  the  reading  world  by  storm. 
It  immediately  became  popular,  and  its  extraordinary  success  in- 
duced its  author  to  write  numerous  other  narratives  in  a  similar 
rein. 

Defoe  was  the  autlior  of  two  hundred  and  ten  books  and  pam- 
phleu.  His  "Journal  of  the  Plague  in  Ix)ndon  "  and  his  "  Memoirs 
of  a  Cavalier  ^  have  been  accepted  as  veritable  history,  so  minute 
the  author's  knowledge  of  the  times  he  describes,  and  so  vivid 
his  conception  of  the  effect  of  events  upon  the  common  mind. 
From  contact  with  the  denizens  of  the  prison  where  he  was  con- 
fine several  years  for  libel  he  gained  a  knowledge  of  the  life  and 
ehjuacter  of  criminals,  that  enabled  him  to  relate,  as  from  his  own 
•oaL  the  experience  of  theirs.  His  style  is  unrivalled  in  sim- 
plicity and  naturalness,  his  English  is  pure  and  n n pretend  in. e. 
Among  his  works  are:  "The  Storm"  ^704);  "Apparition  of  Mrs. 
Veal-  (1706);  "Robinson  Crusoe"  (1719);  "Fnrther  Adventures 
of  Robinson  Cmsoe"  (1719);  "Kin^of  Pirates"  (1719);  "Duncan 
Campl>eirW1720);  "Mr.  CampbelKs  Pacquet"  (1720);  -Memoirs 
■f  a  Cavalier"  (1720);  *-Captiin  Singleton"  (1720);  "Moll  Flan- 
4Ti-fl722>;  ".Journal  f»f  tlit»  Plague  Year"  (1722);  "Cartonrlje" 
'1722^.;  *-rolom-l  JaoquM-  fl722);  "The  Hi-hland  Rogue  "<  1 72.3) ; 
-  The  Fortunate  Mistress  "  (1724) :  "  Narrative  of  Munlers  -it  Cilais  " 
nT24);  "John  Sheppard  "  (1724);  "Account  of  Jonathan  Wild" 
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(1725) ;  and  other  romances.  His  pamphlets  include :  ''Essay  upon 
Projects  "  (1698) ;  "  Shortest  Way  with  Dissenters  "  (1702)  j  and 
"Political  History  of  the  Devil"  (1726). 


The  Shipwbeck, 

(From  "  RobiiiBon  Crnaoe.") 

Our  ship  was  about  one  hundred  and  twenty  tons'  burden, 
carried  six  guns,  and  fourteen  men,  besides  the  master,  his  boy, 
and  myself.  We  had  on  board  no  large  cargo  of  goods,  except 
of  such  toys  as  were  fit  for  our  trade  with  the  negroes,  such  as 
beads,  bits  of  glass,  shells,  and  odd  trifles,  especially  little  look- 
ing-glasses, knives,  scissors,  hatchets,  and  the  like. 

We  had  very  good  weather,  and  we  sailed  north,  at  first, 
along  our  own  coast.  We  passed  the  line  in  about  twelve  days* 
time,  and  were,  by  our  last  observation,  in  seven  degrees  twenty- 
two  minutes  north  latitude,  when  a  violent  tornado  took  us  quite 
out  of  our  knowledge.  It  blew  in  such  a  terrible  manner  that 
for  twelve  days  together  we  could  do  nothing  but  drive,  and, 
scudding  away  before  it,  let  it  carry  us  wherever  fate  and  the 
fury  of  the  waves  directed ;  and  during  these  twelve  days,  I 
need  not  say  that  I  expected  every  day  to  be  swallowed  up ;  nor 
did  any  in  the  ship  expect  to  save  their  lives. 

At  last  we  perceived  land  ahead,  but  before  we  could  make 
out  whether  it  was  an  island  or  the  mainland,  the  ship  struck 
on  the  sand  a  long  distance  from  the  shore.  Now  we  were  in  a 
dreadful  condition  indeed,  and  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  think 
of  saving  our  lives  as  best  we  could.  We  had  a  boat  at  our 
stern  just  before  the* storm,  but  she  was  first  staved  by  dashing 
against  the  ship's  rudder,  and  in  the  next  place  she  broke  away, 
and  either  sunk  or  was  driven  oflF  to  sea  ;  so  there  was  no  hope 
from  her.  We  had  another  boat  on  board,  but  how  to  get  her 
off  into  the  sea  was  a  doubtful  thing ;  however,  there  was  no 
room  to  debate,  for  we  fancied  the  ship  would  break  in  pieces 
every  minute,  and  some  told  us  she  was  actually  broken  already. 

In  this  distress,  the  mate  of  our  vessel  lay  hold  of  the  boat, 
and  with  the  help  of  the  rest  of  the  men,  they  got  her  flung  over 
the  ship's  side  ;  and  getting  all  into  her,  let  go,  and  committed 
ourselves,  being  eleven  in  number,  to  God's  mercy  and  the  wild 
sea ;  for  though  the  storm  was  abated  considerably,  yet  the  sea 
went  dreadfully  high  upon  tlie  shore. 

And  now  we  all  saw  plainly  that  the  boat  could  not  escape, 
and  that  we  should  be  drowned.    As  to  making  sail,  we  had 
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none,  nofy  if  ve  had,  could  we  have  done  anything  with  it;  to 
we  worked  at  the  oar  towards  land,  though  with  heavy  hearts, 
like  men  going  to  execution;  for  we  all  knew  that  when  the 
boat  came  near  the  shore  she  would  be  dashed  in  a  thousand 
pieces  by  the  breach  of  the  sea.  However,  we  conmiitted  our 
souls  to  Ood  in  the  most  earnest  manner. 

What  the  shore  was,  whether  rock  or  sand,  whether  steep  or 
•hoal,  we  knew  not ;  the  only  hope  was  that  we  might  happen 
into  some  bay  or  gulf,  or  the  mouth  of  some  river,  where  by 
great  chance  we  might  run  our  boat  in  under  the  lee  of  the  land, 
and  perhaps  make  smooth  water.  But  there  was  nothing  of  this 
app^red ;  but  as  we  made  nearer  and  nearer  the  shore,  the  land 
looked  more  frightful  than  the  sea. 

At  last,  a  great  wave  came  rolling  after  us,  overset  the  boat, 
and  we  were  all  swallowed  up  in  a  moment.  Nothing  can  de* 
scribe  what  I  felt  when  I  sank  into  the  water;  for  though  I 
swam  very  well,  yet  I  cx)uld  nou  deliver  myself  from  the  waves 
so  as  to  draw  breath,  till  that  wave  having  driven  me,  or  rather 
carried  me,  a  vast  way  on  towards  the  shore,  and  having  spent 
itself  went  back,  and  left  me  upon  the  land  almost  dry,  but  half 
dead  with  the  water  I  took  in.  I  had  so  much  presence  of  mind, 
as  well  as  breath  left,  that  seeing  myself  nearer  the  main  land 
than  I  expected,  I  got  upon  my  feet  and  ran.  Another  wave 
soon  overtook  me  and  then  another,  until  I  was  dashed  against 
a  rock  with  such  force  as  to  make  me  nearly  senseless. 

I  held  on  to  the  rock,  however,  until  the  wave  receded,  and 
the  next  run  I  took  I  got  to  the  mainland  exhausted  and 
braised,  and,  indeed,  more  dead  than  alive. 

But  I  was  now  landed,  and  safe  on  shore,  and  began  to  look 
up  and  to  thank  Ood  that  my  life  was  saved.  I  walked  about 
the  shore,  lifting  u})  my  hands,  and  my  whole  being,  I  may  say, 
wrapt  up  in  a  contemplation  of  my  deliverance ;  making  a  thou- 
sand  gestures  and  motions,  which  I  cannot  describe ;  reflecting 
upon  all  my  comrades  that  were  drowned,  and  that  there  should 
not  be  one  soul  saved  but  myself ;  for,  as  for  them,  I  never  saw 
them  afterwards,  or  anv  sign  of  them,  except  three  of  their  hats, 
one  cap,  and  two  shoes  that  were  not  fellows. 

I  cast  mv  eve«  to  the  stranded  vesnel,  when,  the  breach  and 
froth  of  the  sea  Immiiu  so  bijr,  I  could  hardly  see  it,  it  lay  so  far  off, 
and  conj(idere<l.  Lord  !  how  was  it  posHible  1  could  get  on  shore? 

After  I  had  solaced  my  mind  with  the  comfortable  part  of 

my  condition,  1  J>epan  to  look  around  me,  to  see  what  kind  of 

place  I  was  in,  and  what  was  next  to  be  done ;  and  I  soon  found 
vn.  — • 
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mj  comforts  abate,  and  that,  in  a  word,  I  had  a  dreadful  deliver- 
ance ;  for  I  was  wet,  had  no  clothes  to  shift  me,  nor  anything 
either  to  eat  or  drink,  to  comfort  me.  Neither  did  I  see  any 
prospect  before  me  but  that  of  perishing  of  hunger,  or  being  de- 
voured by  wild  beasts ;  and  that  which  was  particularly  affecting 
to  me  was,  that  I  had  no  weapon,  either  to  hunt  and  kill  any 
creature  for  my  sustenance,  or  to  defend  myself  against  any  other 
creature  that  might  desire  to  kill  me  for  theirs.  In  a  word,  I 
had  nothing  about  me  but  a  kuife,  a  tobacco-pipe,  and  a  little 
tobacco  in  a  box.  This  was  all  my  provision ;  and  this  threw  me 
into  terrible  agonies  of  mind,  tUat  for  a  while  I  ran  about  like  a 
madman.  Night  coming  upon  me,  I  began,  with  a  heavy  heart,  to 
consider  what  would  be  my  lot  if  there  were  any  ravenous  beasts 
in  that  country,  seeing  at  night  they  always  come  abroad  for  prey. 
All  the  remedy  that  offered  to  my  thoughts,  at  that  time, 
was  to  get  up  into  a  thick  bushy  tree,  like  a  fir,  but  thorny, 
which  grew  near  me,  and  where  I  resolved  to  sit  all  night,  and 
consider  the  next  day  what  death  I  should  die,  for  as  yet  I  saw 
no  prospect  of  life.  I  walked  about  a  furlong  from  the  shore,  to 
see  if  I  could  find  any  fresh  water  to  drink,  which  I  did  to  my 
great  joy;  and  having  drunk,  and  put  a  little  tobacco  in  my 
mouth  to  prevent  hunger,  I  went  to  the  tree,  and  getting  up  into 
it,  endeavored  to  place  myself  so  that  if  I  should  sleep  I  might 
not  fall.  And  having  cut  rae  a  short  stick,  like  a  truncheon, 
for  my  defence,  I  took  up  my  lodging ;  and  being  excessively 
fatigued,  I  fell  fast  asleep,  and  slept  as  comfortably  as,  I  believe, 
few  could  have  done  in  my  condition,  and  found  myself  more 
refreshed  with  it  than  I  think  I  ever  was  on  such  an  occasion. 

Robinson's  Calendar. 

(From  "  Robinson  Crusoe.") 

After  I  had  been  thereabout  ten  or  twelve  days,  it  came  into 
my  thoughts  that  I  should  lose  my  reckoning  of  time,  and  should 
even  forget  the  Sabbntli-day  from  the  working-days;  but  to  pre- 
vent this,  I  cut  it  with  my  knife  upon  a  lar^e  post,  in  capital 
letters,  and  making  it  into  a  great  cross,  I  set  it  up  on  the  shore 
where  I  first  landed,  viz.,  "  I  came  on  shore  here  on  the  30th  of 
September,  1659." 

Upon  the  sides  of  this  square  post  I  cut  every  day  a  notch 
with  my  knife,  and  every  seventh  notch  was  as  long  again  as  the 
rest,  and  evprv  first  day  of  the  month  as  loni^  again  as  that  long 
one ;  and  thus  I  kept  my  calendar. 
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T  had  broDght  from  the  ship  some  pens,  ink,  and  paper,  and 
while  they  lasted  I  kept  a  strict  account  of  everything,  hut  they 
were  soon  gone.  Wc  had  on  the  ship  two  cats  and  a  dog,  and  I 
had  brought  both  of  the  cats  on  shore.  As  for  the  dog,  he  swam 
ashore,  and  became  my  trusty  servant  for  many  years. 

The  want  of  tools  made  every  work  I  did  go  on  heavily ;  and 
it  was  near  a  whole  year  before  I  had  entirely  finished  my  little 
pale,  or  surrounded  habitation.  The  piles  or  stakes,  which  were 
as  heavy  as  I  could  well  lift,  were  a  long  time  in  cutting  and 
preparing  in  the  woods,  and  more,  by  far,  in  bringing  home ;  so 
that  I  spent  sometimes  two  days  in  cutting  and  bringing  home 
one  of  those  posts ;  and  a  third  day  in  driving  it  into  the  ground. 
But  what  need  I  have  been  concerned  at  the  tediousness  of  any- 
thing I  had  to  do,  seeing  I  had  time  enough  to  do  it  in  ?  nor  had 
I  any  other  employment,  if  that  had  been  over,  at  least  that  I 
could  foresee,  except  the  ranging  the  island  to  seek  for  food,  and 
climbing  the  high  rocks  to  see  if  any  vessel  was  within  sight. 

Having  now  brought  my  mind  a  little  to  relish  my  condi- 
tion, and  given  over  looking  out  to  sea,  to  see  if  I  could  spy  a 
ship ;  I  say,  giving  over  these  things,  I  began  to  apply  myself  to 
accommodate  my  way  of  living,  and  to  make  things  as  easy  to 
me  as  I  could. 

I  have  already  described  my  habitation,  which  was  a  tent 
under  the  side  of  a  rock,  surrounded  with  a  strong  pale  of  posts 
and  cables :  but  I  misrht  now  rather  call  it  a  wall,  for  I  raised 
a  kind  of  wnll  np  against  it  of  turfs,  alK)ut  two  feet  thick  on 
the  outside :  and  after  some  time  (I  think  it  was  a  year  and  a 
half)  I  raiso'l  rafters  from  it,  leaninjr  to  the  rock,  and  thatched 
or  covered  it  with  boughs  of  trees,  and  such  things  as  I  could  get 
to  keep  out  the  rain,  which  I  found  at  some  times  of  the  year 
very  violent. 

I  have  already  observed  how  I  brought  all  my  goods  into 
this  pale,  and  into  this  cave  which  T  had  made  behind  me.  But 
I  must  observe,  too,  that  at  first  this  was  a  confused  heap  of 
roods,  which,  as  thev  lav  in  no  order,  so  thov  took  up  all  mv 
place.  I  had  no  room  to  turn  myself;  so  I  sot  myself  to  en- 
large my  cave,  and  workod  farther  into  the  earth,  for  it  was  a 
loose,  sandv  rook,  which  \  ielded  oasilv  to  the  labor  I  l)e8towed 
on  it ;  and  so  when  I  found  1  was  pretty  safe  as  to  l)ea8ts  of 
prey,  I  worked  sideways,  to  thr  rijrbt  hand,  into  the  rock  ;  and 
then  turning  to   the   ri;.^]it   ajrain,  worked  quite  out,  and  made 

a  door  to  come  out  on  the  outside  of  my  pale  or  fortificatioa. 
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And  now  I  began  to  apply  myself  to  make  such  necessary 
things  as  I  found  I  most  wanted,  particularly  a  chair  and  a 
table ;  for  without  these  I  was  not  able  to  enjoy  the  few  com- 
forts I  had  in  the  world.  I  could  not  write,  or  eat,  or  do  several 
things  with  so  much  pleasure  without  a  table. 

I  had  never  handled  a  tool  in  my  life ;  and  yet,  in  time,  by 
labor,  application,  and  contrivance,  I  found,  at  last,  that  I  wanted 
nothing  but  I  could  have  made  it,  especially  if  I  had  had  the 
tools.  However,  I  made  abundance  of  things,  even  without 
tools ;  and  some  with  no  more  tools  than  an  adze  and  a  hatchet, 
which,  perhaps,  were  never  made  that  way  before,  and  that  with 
infinite  labor.  For  example,  if  I  wanted  a  board,  I  had  no 
other  way  but  to  cut  down  a  tree,  set  it  on  an  edge  before  me, 
and  hew  it  flat  on  either  side  with  my  axe,  till  I  had  brought 
it  to  be  as  thin  as  a  plank,  and  then  dub  it  smooth  with  my 
adze.  It  is  true,  by  this  method  I  could  make  but  one  board  out 
of  a  whole  tree ;  but  this  I  had  no  remedy  for  but  patience. 

However,  I  made  me  a  table  and  a  chair,  in  the  first  place ; 
and  this  I  did  out  of  the  short  pieces  of  boards  that  I  brought 
on  my  raft  from  the  ship.  But  when  I  had  wrought  out  some 
boards  as  above,  I  made  large  shelves,  of  the  breadth  of  a  foot 
and  an  half,  one  over  another,  all  along  one  side  of  my  cave, 
to  lay  all  my  tools,  nails,  and  iron-work  on  ;  and,  in  a  word,  to 
separate  everything  at  large  into  their  places,  that  I  might 
come  easily  at  them ;  also  I  knocked  pieces  into  the  wall  of 
the  rock,  to  hang  ray  gims  and  all  things  that  would  hang  up ; 
so  that  had  my  cave  been  to  be  seen,  it  looked  like  a  general 
magazine  of  all  necessary  things ;  and  I  had  everything  so  ready 
at  my  hand  that  it  was  a  great  pleasure  to  me  to  see  all  my 
goods  in  such  order. 

As  long  as  ray  ink  lasted  I  kept  a  journal  of  all  that  hap- 
pened to  me,  of  which  I  will  now  give  a  part,  for  much  that  I 
wrote  at  that  time  I  have  already  told,  and  need  not  repeat. 

A  FOOTPBINT. 
(From  **  Robinson  Crusoe."') 

It  happened  one  day,  about  noon,  going  towards  my  boat, 
I  was  exceedingly  surprised  with  the  print  of  a  man's  naked 
foot  on  the  shore,  which  was  very  plain  to  be  seen  on  the  sand. 
I  stood  like  one  thunderstruck,  or  as  if  I  had  seen  an  appar- 
ition.    I  listened,  I  looked  around  me,  but  I  could  hear  nothing, 
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nor  see  anything ;  I  went  up  to  a  rising  ground,  to  look  farther ; 
I  went  up  the  shore,  and  down  the  shore,  but  it  was  all  one ; 
I  could  see  no  other  impression  but  that  one.  I  went  to  it 
again  to  see  if  there  were  any  more,  and  to  observe  if  it  miglit 
not  be  my  fancy ;  but  there  was  no  room  for  that,  for  there 
was  exactly  the  print  of  a  foot  —  toes,  heel,  and  every  part  of 
a  foot.  How  it  came  thither  I  knew  not,  nor  could  in  the  least 
imagine.  But  after  innumerable  fluttering  thoughts,  like  a 
man  perfectly  confused  and  out  of  myself,  I  came  home  to  my 
fortification,  not  feeling,  as  we  say,  the  ground  I  went  on,  but 
terrified  to  the  last  degree,  looking  behind  me  at  every  two  or 
three  stepsi  mistaking  every  bush  and  tree,  and  fancying  every 
stamp  at  a  distance  to  be  a  man.  Nor  is  it  possible  to  describe 
how  many  various  shapes  my  affrighted  imagination  represented 
things  to  me  in  ;  how  many  wild  ideas  were  formed  every  mo- 
ment in  my  fancy,  and  what  strange  unaccountable  whimscys 
came  into  my  thoughts  by  the  way. 

When  1  came  to  my  castle  (for  so  I  think  I  called  it  ever 
after  this),  I  fled  into  it  like  one  pursued.  Whether  I  went 
over  by  the  ladder,  as  first  contrived,  or  went  in  at  the  hole  in 
the  rock  which  I  called  a  door,  I  cannot  remember ;  for  never 
frighted  hare  fled  to  cover,  or  fox  to  earth,  with  more  terror  of 
mind  than  I  did  to  this  retreat. 

I  had  no  sleep  that  night,  but  lay  trembling  with  fright  and 
thinking  who  or  what  it  could  be  that  had  visited  the  island. 
I  fancied  all  sorts  of  things,  but  finally  concluded  that  some  of 
the  savages  of  the  main  land  had  been  there,  and  this  did  not 
in  the  least  allay  my  fear,  for  afterwards  1  was  in  constant 
dread  that  I  should  meet  them.  When  milking  my  goats  or 
in^hering  my  fruits  if  I  heai*d  the  least  noise,  I  was  ready  to 
drop  erery thing  and  flee  to  my  house. 

Now  I  began  sorely  to  repent  that  I  had  dug  my  cave  so 
large  as  to  bring  a  door  through  again  beyond  where  my  fortifi- 
cation joined  to  the  rock.  Therefore  I  resolved  to  draw  me  a 
second  fortification,  in  the  same  manner  of  a  semicircle,  at  a 
distance  from  my  wall,  just  where  I  had  planted  a  double  row 
of  trees  about  twelve  years  before.  These  trees  having  been 
planted  so  thick  before,  there  wanted  but  few  piles  to  be  driven 
Ijetween  them,  and  mv  wall  would  \>e  soon  finished.  So  that  I 
hid  now  a  double  wall ;  and  niv  outer  wall  was  thickened  with 
pieces  of  timl)er,  old  cables,  and  everything  I  could  think  of  to 
make  it  strong,  having  in  it  seven  little  holes,  about  as  big  as 
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I  might  put  my  arm  out  at.  In  the  inside  of  this,  I  thickened 
my  wall  to  about  ten  feet  thick,  continually  bringing  earth  out 
of  my  cave,  and  laying  it  at  the  foot  of  the  wall,  and  walking 
upon  it ;  and  through  the  seven  holes  I  contrived  to  plant  the 
muskets  like  cannon,  so  I  could  fire  all  the  seven  guns  in  two 
minutes'  time.  This  wall  I  was  many  a  weary  month  in  finish- 
ing and  yet  never  thought  myself  safe  till  it  was  done. 

Then  I  planted  the  ground  without  as  full  of  trees  as  could 
well  stand  and  grow,  so  that,  in  two  years'  time,  I  had  a  grove 
so  thick  that  no  one  would  ever  imagine  there  was  any  human 
habitation  beyond  it.  While  I  was  doing  this  I  thought  much 
of  the  safety  of  mv  goats ;  so  I  made  a  strong  enclosure  in  a 
retired  part  of  the  "^island,  and  removed  to  it  ten  she-goats  and 
two  he-goats  and  left  them  there. 

One  day  as  I  wandered  more  to  the  west  part  of  the  island, 
being  on  a  hill,  I  thought  I  saw  a  boat  far  out  at  sea,  but  I  was 
not  sure.  On  coming  down  from  the  hill,  I  was  confounded  and 
amazed  to  see  the  shore  spread  with  skulls  and  other  bones  of 
human  bodies.  There  was  a  place  where  a  fire  had  been  made, 
and  a  circle  dug  in  the  earth,  where  I  supposed  the  savage 
wretches  had  sat  down  to  their  inhuman  feast  When  I  recov- 
ered from  my  horror  at  such  a  sight,  I  began  to  thank  God  that 
I  was  cast  ashore  upon  a  part  of  the  island  that  was  not  visited 
by  the  cannibals. 

In  this  frame  of  thankfulness  I  went  home  to  my  castle, 
and  began  to  be  much  easier  now,  as  to  the  safety  of  my  circum- 
stances, than  ever  I  was  before :  for  I  observed  that  these 
wretches  never  came  to  this  island  in  search  of  what  they  could 
get ;  perhaps  not  seeking,  not  wanting,  or  not  expecting,  any- 
thing here  ;  and  having  often,  no  doubt,  been  up  in  the  covered, 
woody  part  of  it,  without  finding  anything  to  their  purpose.  I 
knew  I  had  been  here  now  almost  eighteen  years,  and  never  saw 
the  least  footsteps  of  human  creature  there  before;  and  I  might 
be  eighteen  years  more  as  entirely  concealed  as  I  was  now,  if  I 
did  not  discover  myself  to  them,  which  I  had  no  manner  of  oc- 
casion to  do ;  it  being  my  only  business  to  keep  myself  entirely 
concealed  where  I  was,  unless  I  found  a  better  sort  of  creatures 
than  cannibals  to  make  mvself  known  to.  Yet  I  entertained 
such  an  abhorrence  of  the  savage  wretches  that  I  have  been 
speaking  of,  and  of  the  wretched  inhuman  custom  of  their  de- 
vouring and  eating  one  another  uf),  that  I  continued  pensive  and 
sad,  and  kept  close  within  my  own  circle  for  almost  two  years 
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after  this.  When  I  say  mv  own  circle,  I  mean  by  it  my  three 
plantations,  viz.,  my  castle,  my  country-seat  (which  I  called  my 
bower),  and  my  enclosure  in  the  woods  ;  nor  did  I  look  after  this 
for  any  other  use  than  as  an  enclosure  for  my  goats ;  for  the 
aversion  which  nature  gave  me  to  these  wretches  was  such  that 
I  did  not  so  much  as  go  to  look  after  my  boat  in  all  this  time, 
but  began  rather  to  think  of  making  me  another ;  for  I  could 
not  think  of  ever  making  any  more  attempts  to  bring  the  other 
boat  round  the  island  to  me,  lest  I  should  meet  with  some  of 
those  creatures  at  sea ;  in  which  case,  if  I  had  happened  to  have 
fallen  into  their  hands,  I  knew  what  would  have  been  my  lot. 

Night  and  day,  I  could  think  of  nothing  now  but  how  I  might 
destroy  some  of  these  monsters,  and  if  possible,  save  the  victim 
they  should  bring  hither  to  destroy. 

Man  Friday. 

(From  "  Robinflon  CinBoe.") 

I  HAD  watched  thus  for  about  a  year  and  a  half,  when  I  saw 
one  morning  no  less  than  five  canoes  on  shore,  and  there  were 
about  thirty  of  the  savages  dancing  around  a  lire.  While  I 
looked,  I  saw  two  miserable  wretches  dragged  from  the  boats. 
One  was  knocked  down  immediately  and  cut  up  for  their  cookery, 
while  the  other  was  left  standing  by  himself  till  they  would  be 
ready  for  him. 

This  poor  wretch,  seeing  himself  a  little  at  liberty,  and  un- 
bound, started  away  from  them,  and  ran  with  incredible  swift- 
ness along  the  sands,  directly  towards  me.  I  was  dreadfully 
frightened  when  I  ()erceived  him  run  my  way  ;  and  especially 
when,  as  I  thoup^ht,  1  saw  him  pursued  by  the  whole  body. 
However,  my  spirits  began  to  recover  when  I  found  that  there 
was  not  above  three  men  that  followed  him  ;  and  still  more  was 
I  encouraged  when  I  found  that  he  outstripped  them  exceedingly 
in  running. 

There  was  between  them  and  my  castle,  the  creek ;  but  he 
made  nothing  of  it,  hut  pluncring  in,  swam  through  in  about 
thirty  strokes,  landed,  and  ran  with  excoeding  strength  and 
swiftness.  When  the  three  persons  came  to  the  creek,  I  found 
that  two  of  them  could  swim,  but  the  third  went  no  farther, 
and  soon  after  went  softly  back  again.  It  came  very  warmly 
upon  my  thoughts  that  now  was  the  time  to  get  me  a  servant, 
and  perhaps  a  companion.     I  immediately  ran  down  the  ladder, 
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fetched  my  two  gnns,  and  getting  np  again  with  the  same  haste 
to  the  top  of  the  hill,  I  crossed  towards  the  sea ;  and  having  a 
very  short  cut,  and  all  down  hill,  clap'd  myself  in  the  way  be- 
tween the  pursuers  and  the  pursued,  hallooing  aloud  to  him  that 
fled,  who,  looking  back,  was  at  first  perhaps  as  much  frightened 
at  me  as  at  them.  But  I  beckoned  with  my  hand  to  him  to  come 
back ;  and,  in  the  mean  time,  rushing  at  once  upon  the  foremost, 
I  knocked  him  down  with  the  stock  of  my  piece.  I  was  loath  to 
fire,  because  I  would  not  have  the  rest  hear.  Having  knocked 
this  fellow  down,  the  other  stopped,  as  if  he^  bad  been  fright- 
ened, and  I  advanced  towards  him.  But  as  I  came  nearer,  I 
perceived  he  had  a  bow  and  arrow,  and  was  fitting  it  to  shoot  at 
me :  so  I  was  then  obliged  to  shoot  at  him  first,  which  I  did, 
and  killed  him  at  the  first  shot.  The  poor  savage  who  fled,  but 
had  stopped,  was  so  frightened  with  the  fire  and  noise  of  my 
piece  that  he  stood  stock  still.  I  hallooed  again  to  him,  and 
made  signs  to  come  forward,  which  he  easily  understood,  and 
came  a  little  way,  and  stood,  trembling.  I  smiled  at  him  pleas- 
antly, and  beckoned,  and  at  length  he  came  close  to  me,  laid  his 
head  upon  the  ground,  and  put  my  foot  upon  it.  This,  it  seems, 
meant  that  he  would  be  my  slave  forever. 

But  there  was  more  work  to  do.  The  savage  that  I  had 
knocked  down  began  to  come  to  himself,  and  sat  up  on  the 
ground.  My  savage  motioned  for  me  to  give  him  my  sword, 
and  when  I  gave  it  to  him  he  ran  quickly  and  cut  off  his  head 
at  a  single  stroke.  When  he  had  done  this,  he  comes  laughing 
to  me  in  sign  of  triumph,  and  brought  me  the  sword  again. 
But  that  which  astonished  him  most,  was  to  know  how  I 
killed  the  other  Indian  so  far  off.  When  he  came  to  him,  he 
stood  like  one  amazed,  looking  at  him,  turning  him  first  on  one 
side,  then  on  the  other.  He  took  up  his  bow  and  arrows  and 
came  back ;  so  I  turned  to  go  away,  and  beckoned  to  him  to 
follow  me. 

Upon  this  he  made  signs  to  me  that  he  should  bury  them 
with  sand,  that  they  might  not  be  seen  by  the  rest,  if  they  fol- 
lowed ;  and  so  I  made  signs  to  him  again  to  do  so.  He  fell  t<> 
work;  and  in  an  instant  he  had  scraped  a  hole  in  the  sand  with 
his  hands,  big  enough  to  bury  the  first  in,  and  then  dragged  him 
into  it,  and  covered  him ;  and  did  so  by  the  other  also.  Then 
calling  him  away,  1  carried  him,  not  to  my  castle,  but  quite  away 
to  my  cave,  on  the  farther  part  of  the  island.  Here  I  gave  him 
bread  and  a  bunch  of  raisins  to  eat,  and  a  draught  of  water,  which 
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I  found  he  wis  indeed  in  great  distress  for,  and  haying  refreshed 
him,  I  made  signs  for  him  to  go  and  lie  down  to  sleep ;  so  tbo 
poor  creature  lay  down,  and  went  to  sleep. 

He  was  a  comely,  handsome  fellow,  with  straighti  strong 
limbs,  tall  and  well  shaped ;  and,  as  I  reckoned,  about  twenty- 
six  years  of  age.  He  had  a  very  good  countenance,  no(  a  fierce 
tnd  surly  aspect,  but  seemed  to  have  something  very  manly  in 
his  face.  His  hair  was  long  and  black,  not  curled  like  wool ; 
his  forehead  very  high  and  large;  and  a  great  vivacity  and 
fparkling  sharpness  in  his  eyes.  The  color  of  his  skin  was  not 
quite  black,  but  very  tawny.  His  face  was  round  and  plump ; 
his  nose  small,  not  flat  like  the  Negroes ;  a  very  good  mouth, 
thin  lips,  and  his  fine  teeth  well  set,  and  as  white  as  ivory.  After 
he  had  slept  about  half  an  hour,  he  awoke  and  came  out  of  the 
cave  to  me :  for  I  had  been  milking  my  goats.  When  he  espied 
me  he  came  running  to  me,  laying  himself  down  again  upon  the 
ground,  with  all  the  possible  signs  of  an  humble,  thankful  dispo- 
sition, making  a  great  many  antic  gestures  to  show  it  At  last 
he  lays  his  head  flat  upon  the  ground,  close  to  my  foot,  and  sets 
my  other  foot  upon  his  head,  as  he  had  done  before. 

I  let  him  know  that  I  understood  him  and  was  very  well 
pleased.  In  a  little  time  I  began  to  s|)eak  to  him,  and  teach  him 
toipeak  to  me ;  and,  first,  I  let  him  know  his  name  should  be 
FUDAT,  which  was  the  dav  I  saved  his  life.  I  called  him  so  for 
the  memory  of  the  time.  I  likewise  taught  him  to  say  Master, 
tnd  then  let  him  know  that  was  to  be  mv  name ;  I  likewise 
ttngfat  him  to  say  Yes  and  No,  and  to  know  the  meaning  of 
them.  I  gave  him  some  milk  in  an  earthen  pot,  and  let  him 
9ft  me  drink  it  before  him,  and  sop  my  hwiul  in  it ;  and  gave 
him  a  cake  of  bread  to  do  the  like,  which  he  quickly  complied 
with,  and  made  signs  that  it  was  very  g(xKl  for  Inm.  I  kept 
there  with  him  all  that  night ;  but,  as  soon  as  it  was  day,  I 
heckooed  to  him  to  come  with  me,  and  let  him  know  I  would  give 
him  some  clothes ;  at  which  he  seemed  very  glad,  for  he  was  stark 
wkH.  As  we  went  by  the  place  where  he  had  buried  tlie  two 
B*en,  he  pointed  exactly  to  tlie  place,  and  showed  me  the  marks 
^Itit  he  had  made  to  find  them  again,  making  signs  to  me  that 
*^  should  dig  them  up  airain  and  eat  them.  At  this  I  ap|)eared 
^•'7  in^ry,  made  as  if  I  would  vomit  at  the  thoughts  of  it,  and 
^koned  with  mv  hand  to  him  to  come  awav,  which  he  did 
hWD^diately,  with  great  submission.  I  then  led  him  up  to  the 
^  of  the  hill,  to  see  if  his  enemies  were  gone,  and  pulling  out 
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my  glass,  I  saw  plainly  the  place  where  they  had  been,  bnt  no 
appearance  of  them  or  their  canoes. 

We  visited  the  place,  and  carefully  buried  the  remains  of  their 
horrible  feast.  Friday  let  me  know  that  there  had  been  a  great 
battle,  and  that  four  prisoners,  of  which  he  was  one,  were  brought 
here  to  be  eaten.  When  we  came  back  to  our  castle,  I  fell  to 
work  to  dress  my  man,  Friday.  I  gave  him  a  pair  of  linen 
drawers,  and  made  him  a  jerkin  of  goat's  skin,  and  a  very  good 
cap  of  hare's  skin,  and  he  was  mightily  pleased  to  see  himself 
clothed  like  his  master. 

I  then  made  him  a  little  tent  between  my  two  fortifications, 
and  I  fixed  all  my  doors  so  I  could  fasten  them  on  the  inside. 
As  to  the  weapons,  I  took  them  all  into  my  habitation  every 
night.  But  I  needed  none  of  all  this  precaution  ;  for  never  man 
had  a  more  faithful,  loving,  sincere  servant  than  Friday  was  to 
me ;  without  passions,  sullenness,  or  designs,  perfectly  obliged 
and  engaged.  His  very  affections  were  tied  to  me,  like  those  of 
a  child  to  a  father ;  and  I  dare  say  he  would  have  sacrificed  his 
life  to  save  mine,  upon  any  occasion  whatsoever.  The  many 
testimonies  he  gave  me  of  this  put  it  out  of  doubt,  and  soon  coh- 
vinced  me  that  I  needed  no  precautions  for  my  safety  on  his 
account. 

I  was  greatly  delighted  with  him,  and  made  it  my  business 
to  teach  him  everything  that  was  proper  to  make  him  useful, 
handy,  and  helpful;  but  especially  to  make  him  speak,  and 
understand  me  when  I  spoke.  And  he  was  the  aptest  scholar 
that  ever  was;  and  particularly  was  so  merry,  so  constantly 
diligent,  and  so  pleased  when  he  could  but  understand  me,  or 
make  me  understand  him,  that  it  was  very  pleasant  to  me  to 
talk  to  him.  .  .  . 

It  was  after  this  some  time,  that  being  upon  the  top  of  the 
hill,  at  the  east  side  of  the  island,  Friday,  the  weather  being 
very  serene,  looked  very  earnestly  towards  the  mainland,  then 
fell  to  dancing  and  cried,  "  Oh,  joy !  oh,  glad !  there  see  my 
country."  That  set  me  to  thinking  whether  I  could  not  make 
the  voyage  with  Friday,  or  send  Friday  alone  to  see  if  the 
white  men  were  still  there. 

When  I  proposed  to  Friday  that  he  should  go  over  alone  to 
see  his  people,  he  felt  very  badly,  and  said  he  would  like  to  go, 
but  would  not  leave  me :  so  I  resolved  to  mako  a  large  canoe 
and  make  the  venture.  We  felled  a  large  tree  near  the  water, 
and,  with  a  month's  hard  labor,  we  shaped  a  vsry  hand^oioe 
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botty  and  in  another  fortnight  we  got  her  into  tiio 
Though  she  was  large  enough  to  carry  twenty  men,  I  was  sur> 
prised  to  see  with  what  dexterity  and  how  swift  my  man  Fri- 
day could  manage  her,  turn  her,  and  paddle  her  along.  So  I 
tsked  him  if  we  would,  and  if  we  might  venture  over  in  her. 
•*Yea,**  he  said;  "we  venture  over  in  her  very  well,  though 
great  blow  wind.''  However,  I  had  a  farther  design  that  he 
knew  nothing  of,  and  that  was  to  make  a  mast  and  a  sail,  and 
to  fit  her  with  an  anchor  and  cable. 

After  all  this  was  done,  I  had  my  man  Friday  to  teach  as 
to  what  belonged  to  the  navigation  of  my  boat;  for,  though  he 
knew  very  well  how  to  paddle  the  canoe,  he  knew  nothing  of 
what  belonged  to  a  sail  and  a  rudder;  and  was  the  most  amazed 
▼ben  he  saw  me  work  the  boat  to  and  again  in  the  sea  by  the 
mdder,  and  how  the  sail  jibbed,  and  filled  this  way  or  that 
vay,  as  the  course  we  sailed  changed.  However,  with  a  little 
me  I  made  all  these  things  familiar  to  him,  and  he  became  an 
expert  sailor,  except  that  as  to  the  compass  i  could  make  him 
aaderstand  very  little  of  that 

By  the  time  I  had  the  boat  finished  the  rainy  season  was 
upon  us,  and  we  had  to  keep  within  doors.  When  we  began  to 
so  oat  again,  I  sent  Friday  down  to  the  shore  one  day  to  find  a 
turtle.  In  a  short  time  he  came  flying  over  ray  outer  wall  in  a 
jrrctt  fright,  crying  out  to  me,  **0,  master  I  0,  master!  O, 
}^f «  u  ijjThat  's  the  matter,  Friday  ?  "  said  I.  "  Oh !  yonder, 
there,**  says  he;  "one,  two,  three  canoes,  one,  two,  three!" 
**WelI,  Friday,"  says  I,  "do  not  be  frightened."  So  I  heart- 
ened him  up  as  well  as  I  could.  However,  I  saw  the  poor  fel- 
low was  most  terribly  scared,  for  nothing  ran  in  his  head  but 
that  they  were  come  back  to  look  for  him,  and  would  cut  him 
ia pieces  and  eat  him;  and  the  poor  fellow  trembled  so  that  I 
•ctrcelv  knew  what  to  do  with  him.  I  comforted  him  as  well 
^  I  could,  and  told  him  I  was  in  as  much  dan^r  as  he,  and 
thtt  they  would  eat  me  as  well  as  him.  "But,"  said  I,  "Fri- 
'l\T,  we  must  resolve  to  fight  them.  Can  you  lijrht,  Friday  ? 
** Me  shoot,"  says  he;  "but  there  come  many  great  number. 
"No  matter  for  that,"  said  T,  airain;  "our  guns  will  fright 
them  that  we  do  not  kill."  So  1  asked  him  whether,  if  I 
r'tolred  to  defend  him,  he  would  defend  me,  and  stand  by  me, 
^d  do  just  as  I  hid  him.  He  said,  "  Me  die  when  you  bid  die, 
muter." 

I  loaded  the  two  fowlin^-piecos  with  swan  shot  as  large  as 
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small  pistoI-bDlIets.  Then  I  took  four  muskets,  and  loaded 
them  with  two  slugs,  and  five  small  bullets  each ;  and  my  two 
pistols  I  loaded  with  a  brace  of  bullets  each.  I  hung  my  great 
sword  by  my  side,  and  gave  Friday  his  hatchet  When  J  had 
thus  prepared  myself,  I  took  my  perspective-glass,  and  went 
up  to  the  side  of  the  hill ;  and  I  found  quickly  by  my  glass  that 
there  were  one-and-twenty  savages,  three  prisoners,  and  three 
canoes;  and  that  their  whole  business  seemed  to  be  the  tri- 
umphant banquet  upon  these  three  human  bodies.  I  observed 
also  that  they  landed,  not  where  they  had  done  when  Friday 
made  his  escape,  but  nearer  to  my  creek,  where  the  shore  was 
low,  and  where  a  thick  wood  came  close  almost  down  to  the 
sea.  This,  with  the  abhorrence  of  the  inhuman  errand  these 
wretches  came  about,  filled  me  with  such  indignation  that  I 
came  down  again  to  Friday,  and  told  him  I  was  resolved  to  go 
down  to  them,  and  kill  them  all ;  and  asked  him  if  he  would 
stand  by  me.  He  had  now  got  over  his  fright,  and  he  was  very 
cheerful,  and  told  me,  as  before,  he  would  die  when  I  bid  die. 

In  this  fit  of  fury  I  gave  Friday  one  pistol  to  stick  in  his 
girdle,  and  three  guns  upon  his  shoulder,  and  I  took  one  pistol 
and  the  other  three  myself;  and  in  this  posture  we  marched 
out.  I  took  a  small  bottle  of  rum  in  ray  pocket,  and  gave  Fri- 
day a  large  bag  with  more  powder  and  bullets;  and  as  to 
orders,  I  charged  him  to  keep  close  behind  me,  and  not  to  stir, 
or  shoot,  or  do  anything  till  I  bid  him,  and  in  the  mean  time 
not  to  speak  a  word.  In  this  posture  I  fetched  a  compass  to 
my  right  hand  of  near  a  mile,  as  well  to  get  over  the  creek  as 
to  get  into  the  wood,  so  that  I  might  come  within  shot  of  them 
before  I  should  be  discovered,  Friday  following  close  at  my 
heels.  I  marched  till  I  came  to  the  skirt  of  the  wood  on  the 
side  which  was  next  to  them,  only  that  one  comer  of  the  wood 
lay  between  me  and  thera.  Here  I  called  softly  to  Friday,  and 
showing  him  a  great  tree  which  was  just  at  the  corner  of  the 
wood,  bade  him  go  to  the  tree,  and  bring  me  word  what  they 
were  doing.  He  did  so,  and  came  immediately  back  to  me, 
and  told  me  that  they  were  all  about  their  fire  eating  the  flesh 
of  one  of  their  prisoners,  and  that  another  lay  bound  upon  the 
sand  a  little  from  them,  whom  he  said  they  would  kill  next; 
and  this  fired  the  very  soul  within  me.  He  told  me  it  was  not 
one  of  their  nation,  but  one  of  the  bearded  men  whom  he  had 
told  me  of,  that  came  to  their  country  in  the  boat.  I  was  filled 
with  horror  at  the  very  naming  of  the  white  bearded  man ;  and 
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going  to  the  tree,  I  saw  plainly  a  white  man,  who  laj  upon  the 
beach  of  the  aea  with  his  hands  and  feet  tied  with  flagSi  or 
things  like  rushes. 

I  had  now  not  a  moment  to  lose,  for  nineteen  of  the  dread- 
ful wretches  sat  upon  the  ground,  all  close  huddled  together, 
and  had  just  sent  the  other  two  to  butcher  the  poor  Christian, 
and  bring  him  perhaps  limb  by  limb  to  their  fire,  and  thej 
were  stooping  down  to  untie  the  bands  at  his  feet  I  turned  to 
Friday:  "Now,  Friday,"  said  I,  "do exactly  as  you  see  me  da" 
So  I  set  down  one  of  the  muskets  and  the  fowling-piece  upon 
the  ground,  and  Friday  did  the  like  by  bis,  and  with  the  other 
musket  I  took  my  aim  at  the  savages,  bidding  him  to  do  the 
like;  then  asking  him  if  he  was  ready,  he  said,  "Yes." 
"Then  fire  at  tbem,"  said  I;  and  I  fired  also. 

Friday  took  his  aim  so  much  better  than  I  that  on  the 
side  that  he  shot  he  killed  two  of  them,  and  wounded  three 
more;  and  on  my  side  I  killed  one,  and  wounded  twa  They 
were,  you  may  be  sure,  in  a  dreadful  consternation;  and  all  of 
them  that  were  not  hurt  jumped  upon  their  feet,  but  did  not 
know  which  way  to  run,  or  which  way  to  look.  Friday  kept 
his  eyes  close  upon  me,  that,  as  I  had  bid  him,  he  might  ob- 
terre  what  I  did;  so,  as  soon  as  the  first  shot  was  made,  I 
threw  down  the  piece,  and  took  up  the  fowling-piece,  and  Fri- 
day did  the  like.  He  saw  me  cock  and  present;  he  did  the 
same  again.  "  Are  you  ready,  Friday  ?  "  said  I.  "  Yes,"  says 
he.  **Let  fiy,  then,"  said  I,  "in  the  name  of  God!"  and  with 
that  I  fired  again  among  the  amazed  wretches,  and  so  did  Fri- 
day; and  as  our  pieces  were  now  loaded  with  what  1  call  swan- 
shot,  or  small  pistol-bullets,  we  found  only  two  drop;  but  so 
many  were  wounded  that  they  ran  about  y tilling  and  scream- 
iniC  like  mad  creatures,  all  bloody,  and  most  of  them  miser- 
ably wuunded. 

"Now,  Friday,"  said  I,  laying  down  the  discharged  pieces, 
and  taking  up  the  musket  which  was  yet  londed,  "follow  me," 
which  he  did  with  a  great  <le:il  of  courage :  upon  which  I  rushed 
•  Hit  of  the  wixkI  and  showed  myself,  and  Friflay  close  at  my 
Tj^jt.  Ah  soon  as  I  pererivrd  they  8aw  me,  I  shouted  as  loud 
2JI  I  could,  and  ba<l«»  Frnlay  do  so  too,  and  running  as  fast  as  I 
«'«-»uld,  which  by  th<»  way  was  not  vi'ry  fast,  being  loaded  with 
arms  as  I  was,  I  made  din»ctly  towards  tlio  poor  victim,  who 
was,  as  I  said,  lying  n|M>n  the  beach.  The  two  butchers  who 
vere  going  toward  him  when  we  first  fired  had  fled  in  fright  to 
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the  sea-side  and  had  jumped  into  a  canoe,  and  three  more  of 
the  rest  made  the  same  way.  I  toid  Friday  to  run  down  and 
fire  at  them,  which  he  did,  killing  two  and  badly  wounding  a 
third. 

I  cut  the  flags  that  bound  the.  poor  victim,  and  asked  him, 
in  the  Portuguese  tongue,  what  he  was.  He  answered,  in 
Latin,  Christianus ;  but  was  so  faint  and  weak  that  he  could 
scarce  stand  or  speak.  I  gave  him  a  drink  from  my  bottle, 
and  a  piece  of  bread,  which  he  quickly  ate.  Then  I  asked 
him  what  countryman  he  was,  and  he  said  Espagnole;  and 
being  a  little  recovered,  let  me  know  how  thankful  ho  was. 
** Seignior, " said  I, in  as  good  Spanish  as  I  could  make  up,  "we 
must  fight  now.  Take  this  sword  and  pistol,  if  you  have  any 
strength  left. "  He  took  them  thankfully  and,  as  if  they  gave 
him  new  vigor,  he  flew  upon  his  murderers  like  a  fury.  A 
powerful  savage  once  threw  him  on  his  back  and  was  wringing 
my  sword  out  of  his  hands,  when  he  wisely  quitted  the  sword 
and  shot  him  through  the  body,  before  I,  who  was  running  up 
to  help  him,  could  come  near  him.  We  killed  them  all  except 
four  who  escaped  in  the  boat,  whereof  one  was  wounded,  if  not 
dead. 

Feom  "  Jouenal  of  the  Plague  Yeab." 

It  was  about  the  beginning  of  September,  1664,  that  I, 
among  the  rest  of  my  neighbors,  heard,  in  ordinary  discourse, 
that  the  plague  was  returned  again  in  Holland  ;  for  it  had  been 
very  violent  there,  and  particularly  at  Amsterdam  and  Rotter- 
dam, in  the  year  1663,  whither  they  say,  it  was  brought,  some 
said  from  Italy,  others  from  the  Levant,  among  some  goods 
which  were  brought  home  by  their  Turkey  fleet ;  others  said  it 
was  brought  from  Gandia ;  others  from  Cyprus.  It  mattered 
not  from  whence  it  came  ;  but  all  agreed  it  was  come  into  Hol- 
land again. 

We  had  no  such  thing  as  printed  newspapers  in  those  days, 
to  spread  rumors  and  reports  of  things,  and  to  improve  them 
by  the  invention  of  men,  as  I  have  lived  to  see  practised  since. 
But  such  things  as  those  were  gathered  from  the  letters  of  mer- 
chants and  others,  who  corresponded  abroad,  and  from  them 
was  handed  about  by  word  of  month  only  ;  so  that  things  did 
not  spread  instantly  over  the  whole  nation,  as  they  do  now. 
But  it  seems  that  the  provcrnment  had  a  true  account  of  it,  and 
several  councils  were  held  about  ways  to  prevent  its  coming 
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orer,  but  all  was  kept  very  private.     Hence  it  was  that  this 
nuDor  died  off  again,  and  people  began  to  forget  it,  as  a  thing 
we  were  very  little  concerned  in,  and  that  we  hoped  was  not 
true;   till   the   latter  end   of  November,  or  the  beginning  of 
DeeembtT,  1664,  when  two  men,  said  to  be  Frenchmen,  died  of 
the  plague  in  Longacre,  or  rather  at  the  upper  end  of  Drury 
Lane.      The  family  they  were  in  endeavored  to  conceal  it  as 
much  as  possible ;  but  as  it  had  gotten  some  vent  in  the  dis- 
eourte  of  the  neighborhood,  the  secretaries  of  state  got  knowl- 
e^  of  it.     And  concerning  themselves  to  inquire  about  it,  in 
order  to  be  certain  of  the  truth,  two  physicians  and  a  surgeon 
were  ordered  to  go  to  the  house,  and  make  inspection.     This 
they  did,  and  finding  evident  tokens  of  the  sickness  upon  both 
the  bodies  that  were  dead,  they  gave   their  opinions  publicly 
that  they  died  of  the  plngtie.     Whereupon  it  was  given  in  to 
the  parish  clerk,  and  he  also  returned  them  to  the  hall ;  and  it 
wu  printed  in  the  weekly  bill  of  mortality  in  the  usual  manner. 
The  people  showed  a  great  concern  at  this,  and  began  to  be 
iUrmed  all  over  the  town,  and  the  more,  because  in  the  last 
veek  in  December,  1664,  another  man  died  in  the  same  house, 
tad  of  the  same  distemper :  and  then  we  were  easy  again  for 
•boot  six  weeks,  when  none  having  died  with  any  marks  of 
infection,  it  was  said  the  distemper  was  gone  ;  hut  after  that,  I 
think  it  was  about  the  12th  of  February,  another  died  in  another 
houae,  but  in  the  same  parish,  and  in  the  same  manner.     .     .     . 
However,  all  this  went  off  again,  and  the  weather  proving 
cold,  and  the  frost,  which  began  in  Docembor,  still  o<  ntiniiing 
^rjr  severe,  even  till  near  the  end  of  February,  attended  with 
•harp  though  mo<lerate  winds,  the  bills  decrensed  again,  and  the 
dty  grew  healthy,  and  everybody  began  to  look  upon  the  danger 
ii  good  as  over;  only  that  still  the  burials  in  St.  Giles's  con- 
tinued  high.     From   the   beginning   of   April,  especially,  they 
•lood  at  twenty-five  each  week,  till  the  week  from  the  18th  to 
the  25th,  when  there  was   buried   in  St.  Giles's  parish   thirty, 
whereof  two  of  the  plague,  and  eight  of  the  8pott(»d  fever,  which 
vas  looked  upon  ns  the  same  thin^ ;  likewise  the  niiipber  that 
died  of  the  spotted  fevor  in  the  whole  increased,  being  eight  the 
week  hnfore,  antl  twelve  tho  week  above  named. 

This  alarmed  ns  all  ajrain,  rind  terrible  apprehensions  were 
amfjDg  the  [jeople,  e8|)ocially  tho  weather  hein^:  now  changed 
aod  growing  warm,  and  the  snniiner  heinir  at  hand  :  however, 
the  Dext  week  there  seemed  to  be  sonic  hopes  again,  the  bills 
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were  low,  the  number  of  the  dead  in  all  was  but  888,  there  was 
none  of  the  plague,  and  but  four  of  the  spotted  fever. 

But  the  following  week  it  returned  again,  and  the  distemper 
was  spread  into  two  or  three  other  parishes,  viz.,  St  Andrew's, 
Holborn,  St.  Clement  Danes,  and,  to  the  great  afQiction  of  the 
city,  one  died  within  the  walls,  in  the  parish  of  St  Mary  Wool 
Church,  that  is  to  say,  in  Bearbinder  Lane,  near  Stocks  Market ; 
in  all  there  were  nine  of  the  plague,  and  six  of  the  spotted  fever. 
It  was,  however,  upon  inquiry,  found  that  this  Frenchman  who 
died  in  Bearbinder  Lane  was  one  who,  having  lived  in  Long- 
acre,  near  the  infected  houses,  had  removed  for  fear  of  the  dis- 
temper, not  knowing  that  he  was  already  infected. 

This  was  the  beginning  of  May,  yet  the  weather  was  tem- 
perate, variable,  and  cool  enough,  and  people  had  still  some 
hopes:  that  which  encouraged  them  was,  that  the  city  was 
healthy,  the  whole  ninety-seven  parishes  buried  but  fifty-four, 
and  we  began  to  hope  that,  as  it  was  chiefly  among  the  people 
at  that  end  of  the  town,  it  might  go  no  farther ;  and  the  rather, 
because  the  next  week,  which  was  from  the  9th  of  May  to  the 
16th,  there  died  but  three,  of  which  not  one  within  the  whole 
city  or  liberties,  and  St  Andrew's  buried  but  fifteen,  which  was 
very  low.  It  is  true,  St.  Giles's  buried  two-and-thirty,  but  still, 
as  there  was  but  one  of  the  plague,  people  began  to  be  easy  ;  the 
whole  bill  also  was  very  low,  for  the  week  before  the  bill  was 
but  847,  and  the  week  above  mentioned  but  343.  We  continued 
in  these  hopes  for  a  few  days.  But  it  was  but  for  a  few,  for  the 
people  were  no  more  to  be  deceived  thus;  they  searched  the 
houses,  and  found  that  the  plague  was  really  spread  every  way, 
and  that  many  died  of  it  every  day,  so  that  now  all  our  extenua- 
tions abated,  and  it  was  no  more  to  be  concealed,  nay,  it  quickly 
appeared  that  the  infection  had  spread  itself  beyond  all  hopes  of 
abatement ;  that  in  the  parish  of  St.  Giles's  it  was  gotten  into 
several  streets,  and  several  families  lay  all  sick  together ;  and, 
accordingly,  in  the  weekly  bill  for  the  next  week,  the  thing  be- 
gan to  show  itself ;  there  was,  indeed,  but  fourteen  set  down  of 
the  plague,  but  this  was  all  knavery  and  collusion ;  for  in  St 
Giles's  parish  they  buried  forty  in  all,  whereof  it  was  certain 
most  of  them  died  of  the  plague,  though  they  were  set  down  of 
other  distempers;  and  though  the  number  of  all  tiie  burials 
were  not  increased  above  thirty-two,  and  the  whole  bill  being 
but  886,  yet  there  was  fourteen  of  the  spotted  fever,  as  well  as 
fourteen  of  the  plague ;  and  we  took  it  for  granted,  upon  the 
whole,  that  there  were  fifty  died  that  week  of  the  plague. 
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The  next  bill  wm  from  the  28d  of  May  to  the  80th,  when 
the  number  of  the  plague  was  seventeen ;  but  the  burials  in  St. 
Giles*s  were  fifty-three,  a  frightful  number !  of  whom  they  set 
down  but  nine  of  the  plague:  but  on  an  examination  more 
•trietly  by  the  justices  of  the  peace,  and  at  the  lord  mayor's  re- 
qnest,  it  was  found  there  were  twenty  more  who  were  really 
dead  of  the  plague  in  that  parish,  but  had  been  set  down  of  the 
tpolted  fever,  or  other  distempers,  besides  others  concealed. 

But  those  were  triUing  things  to  what  followed  immediately 
after ;  for  now  the  weather  set  in  hot,  and  from  the  first  week 
in  June  the  infection  spread  in  a  dreadful  manner,  and  the  bills 
riie  high,  the  articles  of  the  fever,  spotted  fever,  and  teeth,  be- 
f^ao  to  swell :  for  all  that  could  conceal  their  distempers  did  it 
to  prevent  their  neighbors  shunning  and  refusing  to  converse 
with  them;  and  also  to  prevent  authority  shutting  up  their 
houses,  which  though  it  was  not  yet  practised,  yet  was  threat- 
enedt  and  people  were  extremely  terrified  at  the  thoughts  of  it. 

The  second  week  in  June,  the  parish  of  St.  Giles's,  where 
stin  the  weight  of  the  infection  lay,  buried  one  hundred  and 
twenty,  whereof,  though  the  bills  said  but  sixty-eight  of  the 
pUgne,  everybody  said  there  had  been  a  hundred  at  least,  calcu- 
lating it  from  the  usual  number  of  funerals  in  that  parish  as 
mbore. 

Till  this  week  the  city  continued  free,  there  having  never 
any  died  except  that  one  Frenchman,  who  I  mentioned  before, 
within  the  whole  ninety-seven  parishes.  Now  there  died  four 
within  the  city,  one  in  Wood  Street,  one  in  Fenchurch  Street, 
and  two  in  Crooked  Lane :  Southwark  was  entirely  free,  having 
not  one  yet  died  on  that  side  of  the  water. 

I  lived  without  Aldgate,  about  midway  between  Aldgate 
Chorch  and  Whitechapel  Bars,  on  the  left  hand  or  north  side  of 
the  street ;  and  as  the  distemper  had  not  reached  to  that  side  of 
the  city,  our  neighborhood  continued  very  easy  :  but  at  the  other 
^nd  of  the  town  their  consternation  was  very  great,  and  the 
hclier  sort  of  people,  especially  the  nobility  and  gentry  from  the 
west  part  of  the  city,  thronged  out  of  town,  with  their  families 
and  servants,  in  an  unusual  manner ;  and  this  was  more  particu- 
larly seen  in  Whitecha|>el ;  that  is  to  say,  the  Broad  Street  where 
I  lived  :  indeed,  nothing  was  to  he  seen  but  wagons  and  carts, 
with  goods,  women,  servants,  children,  etc. ;  coaches  filled  with 
people  of  the  better  sort,  and  horsemen  attending  them,  and  all 
harrying  away ;  then  empty  wagons  and  carts  appeared,  and 
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spare  horses  with  senrants,  who,  it  was  apparent,  were  retam- 
ing,  or  sent  from  the  country  to  fetch  more  people :  besides  in- 
numerable numbers  of  men  on  horseback,  some  alone,  others 
with  servants,  and,  generally  speaking,  all  loaded  with  baggage 
and  fitted  out  for  travelling,  as  any  one  might  perceive  by  their 
appearance. 

This  was  a  very  terrible  and  melancholy  thing  to  see,  and  as 
it  was  a  sight  which  I  could  not  but  look  on  from  morning  to 
night  (for  indeed  there  was  nothing  else  of  moment  to  be  seen) 
it  filled  me  with  very  serious  thoughts  of  the  misery  that  was 
coming  upon  the  city,  and  the  unhappy  condition  of  those  that 
would  be  left  in  it. 

This  hurry  of  the  people  was  such  for  some  weeks  that  there 
was  no  getting  at  the  lord  mayor's  door  without  exceeding  diffi- 
culty, there  was  such  pressing  and  crowding  there  to  get  passes 
and  certificates  of  health  for  such  as  travelled  abroad ;  for, 
without  these,  there  was  no  being  admitted  to  pass  through  the 
towns  upon  the  road,  or  to  lodge  in  any  inn.  Now  as  there  had 
none  died  in  the  city  for  all  this  time,  my  lord  mayor  gave  cer- 
tificates of  health  without  any  difficulty  to  all  those  who  lived  in 
the  ninety-seven  parishes,  and  to  those  within  the  liberties  too, 
for  a  while. 

This  hurry,  I  say,  continued  some  weeks,  that  is  to  say,  all 
the  months  of  May  and  June,  and  the  more  because  it  was  ru- 
mored that  an  order  of  the  government  was  to  be  issued  out,  to 
place  turnpikes  and  barriers  on  the  road,  to  prevent  people's 
travelling;  and  that  the  towns  on  the  road  would  not  suffer 
people  from  London  to  pass,  for  fear  of  bringing  the  infection 
along  with  thera,  though  neither  of  these  rumors  had  any  founda- 
tion but  in  the  imagination,  especially  at  first. 

I  now  began  to  consider  seriously  with  myself  concerning 
my  own  case,  and  how  I  should  dispose  of  myself;  that  is  to 
say,  whether  I  should  resolve  to  stay  in  London,  or  shut  up  my 
house  and  flee,  as  many  of  my  neighbors  did.  I  have  set  this 
particular  down  so  fully,  because  I  know  not  but  it  may  be  of 
moment  to  those  who  come  after  me,  if  they  come  to  be  brought 
to  the  same  distress,  and  to  the  same  manner  of  making  their 
choice,  and  therefore  I  desire  this  account  may  pass  with  them 
rather  for  a  direction  to  themselves  to  act  by,  than  a  history  of 
my  actings,  seeing  it  may  not  be  of  one  farthing  value  to  them 
to  note  what  became  of  me. 
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I  hmd  two  important  things  before  me;  the  one  was  the 
eaiTTing  on  my  business  and  shop  ;  which  was  considerable,  and 
m  idiieh  was  embarked  all  my  effects  in  the  world ;  and  the 
cdier  was  the  preservation  of  my  life  in  so  dismal  a  calamity  as 
I  saw  apparently  was  coming  upon  the  whole  city ;  and  which, 
kowerer  great  it  was,  my  fears  perhaps,  as  well  as  other  people's, 
repreaented  to  be  much  greater  than  it  could  be. 

The  first  consideration  was  of  great  moment  to  me;  mj 
trade  was  a  saddler,  and  as  my  dealings  were  chiefly  not  bj  a 
Aop  or  chance  trade,  but  among  the  merchants  trading  to  the 
English  colonics  in  America,  so  my  effects  lay  very  much  in  the 
kanda  of  such.  I  was  a  single  man,  it  is  true,  but  I  had  a  family 
of  serrants,  who  I  kept  at  my  business ;  had  a  house,  shop,  and 
wardiooses  filled  with  goods ;  and,  in  short,  to  leave  them  all 
as  things  in  such  a  case  must  be  left,  that  is  to  say,  without  any 
overseer  or  person  fit  to  be  trusted  with  them,  had  been  to  hazard 
the  loss  not  only  of  my  trade,  but  of  my  goods,  and,  indeed,  of 
tU  I  had  in  the  world. 

I  had  an  elder  brother  at  the  same  time  in  London,  and  not 
Bsay  years  before  come  over  from  Portuiral ;  and,  advising  with 
bim,  his  answer  was  in  the  three  words,  the  same  that  was  given 
ia  another  case  quite  different,  viz.,  ^*-  Master,  save  thyself .'^  In 
i  vord,  he  was  for  my  retiring  into  the  country,  as  he  resolved 
to  do  himself,  with  his  family  ;  telling  me,  what  he  had,  it  seems, 
betrd  abroad,  that  the  best  preparation  for  the  plague  was  to 
nrn  away  from  it  As  to  my  argument  of  losing  my  trade,  my 
goods,  or  debts,  he  quite  confuted  me :  he  told  me  the  same 
thing  which  I  srgued  for  my  stayinfr.  viz..  That  I  would  trust 
God  with  my  safety  and  health  was  the  strongest  repnlse  to  my 
pfftaisions  of  losing  my  trade  and  my  ^oods.  **  For,**  says 
be,  *  is  it  not  as  reasonable  that  you  should  trust  Qod  with 
the  dianos  or  risk  of  losing  your  trade,  as  that  you  should 
*tiv  ia  so  eminent  a  point  of  danger,  and  trust  him  with  yoor 
life'?- 

I  eoold  not  argue  that  I  was  in  any  strait  as  to  a  place  where 
to  f^,  having  several  friends  and  relations  in  Northamptonshire, 
vhence  onr  family  firet  came  from ;  nntl,  particularly,  I  had  an 
only  sister  in  Lincolnshire,  very  willing  to  receive  and  entertain 


II V  brother,  who  had  alreadv  sent  his  wife  and  two  childrem 
ioto  Bedfordshire,  and  resolved  to  follow  them,  pressed  my  going 
Tvry  earnestly  ;  and  I  had  once  resolved  to  comply  with  his  d^ 
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sires,  but  at  that  time  could  get  no  horse :  for,  though  it  is  true 
all  the  people  did  not  go  out  of  the  city  of  London,  yet  I  may 
venture  to  say  that,  in  a  manner,  all  the  horses  did ;  for  there 
was  hardly  a  horse  to  be  bought  or  hired  in  the  whole  city,  for 
some  weeks.  Once  I  resolved  to  travel  on  foot  with  one  servant ; 
and,  as  many  did,  lie  at  no  inn,  but  carry  a  soldier^s  tent  with 
us,  and  so  lie  in  the  fields,  the  weather  being  very  warm,  and  no 
danger  from  taking  cold.  I  say,  as  many  did,  because  several 
did  so  at  last,  especially  those  who  had  been  in  the  armies,  in 
the  war  which  had  not  been  many  years  past :  and  I  must  needs 
say  that,  speaking  of  second  causes,  had  most  of  the  people  that 
travelled  done  so,  the  plague  had  not  been  carried  into  so  many 
country  towns  and  houses  as  it  was,  to  the  great  damage,  and 
indeed  to  the  ruin  of  abundance  of  people. 

But  then  my  servant,  who  I  had  intended  to  take  down  with 
me,  deceived  me,  and,  being  frighted  at  the  increase  of  the  dis* 
temper,  and  not  knowing  when  I  should  go,  he  took  other  meas- 
ures, and  left  me,  so  I  was  put  ofiF  for  that  time ;  and,  one  way 
or  other,  I  always  found  that  to  appoint  to  go  away  was  always 
crossed  by  some  accident  or  other,  so  as  to  disappoint  and  put  it 
ofiF  again ;  and  this  brings  in  a  story  which  otherwise  might  be 
thought  a  needless  digression,  viz.,  about  these  disappointments 
being  from  heaven. 

It  came  very  warmly  into  my  mind,  one  morning,  as  I  was 
musing  on  this  particular  thing,  that,  as  nothing  attended  us 
without  the  direction  or  permission  of  Divine  Power,  so  these 
disappointments  must  have  something  in  them  extraordinary ; 
and  I  ought  to  consider  whether  it  did  not  evidently  point  out,  or 
intimate  to  me,  that  it  was  the  will  of  Heaven  I  should  not  go. 
It  immediately  followed  in  my  thoughts,  that,  if  it  really  was 
from  God  that  I  should  stay,  he  was  able  effectually  to  preserve 
me  in  the  midst  of  all  the  death  and  danger  that  would  surround 
me ;  and  that  if  I  nttempted  to  secure  myself  by  fleeing  from 
my  habitation,  and  acted  contrary  to  these  intimations,  which  I 
believed  to  be  divine,  it  was  a  kind  of  flying  from  God,  and  that 
he  could  cause  his  justice  to  overtake  me  when  and  where  he 
thought  fit. 

These  thoughts  quite  turned  my  resolutions  again,  and  when 
I  came  to  discourse  with  my  brother  again,  I  told  him  that  I 
inclined  to  stay  and  take  my  lot  in  that  station  in  which  Qod 
had  placed  me ;  and  that  it  seemed  to  be  made  more  especially 
my  duty,  on  the  account  of  what  I  have  said. 
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My  brother,  though  a  very  religious  man  himself,  laughed  at 
all  I  had  suggested  about  it,  being  an  intimation  from  heaven, 
and  told  me  several  stories  of  such  fool-hardy  people,  as  he 
eiUed  them,  as  I  was ;  that  I  ought,  indeed,  to  submit  to  it  as  a 
vork  from  heaven,  if  I  had  been  anyway  disabled  by  distempers  or 
dineases,  and  that  then  not  being  able  to  go,  I  ought  to  acquiesce 
in  the  direction  of  Him,  who,  having  been  my  Maker,  had  an 
uidispnted  right  of  sovereignty  in  disposing  of  me  ;  and  that 
then  there  had  been  no  difficulty  to  determine  which  was  the 
call  of  his  providence,  and  which  was  not :  but  that  I  should 
take  it  as  an  intimation  from  heaven  that  I  should  not  go  out 
of  town,  only  because  I  could  not  hire  a  horse  to  go,  or  my 
fellow  was  run  away  that  was  to  attend  me,  was  ridiculous,  since 
at  the  same  time  I  had  my  health  and  limbs,  and  other  servants, 
and  might  with  ease  travel  a  day  or  two  on  foot,  and,  having  a 
l^ood  certificate  of  being  in  perfect  health,  might  either  hire  a 
bone,  or  take  post  on  the  road,  as  I  thought  fit. 

Then  he  proceeded  to  tell  me  of  the  mischievous  conse- 
qoeDces  which  attend  the  presumption  of  the  Turks  and  Mahom- 
etms  in  Asia,  and  in  other  places  where  he  had  been  (for  my 
brother,  being  a  merchant,  was  a  few  years  before,  as  I  have 
already  observed,  returned  from  abroad,  coming  last  from  Lis* 
b'jQ)  and  how,  presuming  upon  their  professed  predestinating 
aotioiis,  and  of  every  man's  end  being  predetermined,  and  un- 
alterably beforehand  decreed,  they  would  ^o  unconcerned  into  in- 
fected places,  and  converse  with  infected  persons,  by  which  means 
tbej  died  at  the  rate  of  ten  or  fifteen  thousand  a  week,  whereas 
die  Europeans,  or  Christian  merchants,  who  kept  themselves 
fetired  and  reserved,  generally  escaped  the  contagion. 

Upon  these  arguments  my  brother  changed  my  resolutions 
tfaia,  and  I  began  to  resolve  to  go,  and  accordingly  made  all 
diiags  ready ;  for,  in  short,  the  infection  increased  round  me, 
and  the  bills  were  risen  to  almost  seven  hundred  a  week,  and 
my  brother  told  me  he  would  venture  to  stay  no  longer.  I  de- 
sired him  to  let  me  consider  of  it  but  till  the  next  day,  and  I 
voold  res4>Ive;  an<l  as  I  had  already  prepared  everything  as  well 
aft  I  could,  as  to  my  husineBs,  and  who  to  intrust  my  affairs  with, 
I  bad  little  to  do  hut  to  resolve. 

I  went  home  that  oveninp  greatly  oppressed  in  my  mind,  ir- 
resolute, and  not  knowiii<r  what  to  do.  I  had  set  the  evening 
wholly  apart  to  consider  seriously  about  it,  nnd  was  all  alone; 
for  already  people  had,  as  it  were  by  a  general  consent,  taken  up 
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the  ciiBtom  of  not  going  out  of  doors  after  sunset ;  the  reasons 
I  shall  have  occasion  to  say  more  of  by  and  by. 

In  the  retirement  of  this  evening  I  endeavored  to  resolve 
first  what  was  my  duty  to  do,  and  I  stated  the  arguments  with 
which  my  brother  had  pressed  me  to  go  into  the  country,  and  I 
set  against  them  the  strong  impressions  which  I  had  on  my  mind 
for  staying ;  the  visible  call  1  seemed  to  have  from  the  particu- 
lar circumstance  of  my  calling,  and  the  care  due  from  me  for 
the  preservation  of  my  effects,  which  were,  as  I  might  say,  my 
estate :  also  the  intimations  which  I  thought  I  had  from  heaven, 
that  to  me  signified  a  kind  of  direction  to  venture,  and  it  occurred 
to  me  that  if  I  had  what  I  call  a  direction  to  stay,  I  ought 
to  suppose  it  contained  a  promise  of  being  preserved,  if  I  obeyed. 

This  lay  close  to  me,  and  my  mind  seemed  more  and  more 
encouraged  to  stay  than  ever,  and  supported  with  a  secret  satis- 
faction that  I  should  be  kept.  Add  to  this,  that,  turning  over 
the  Bible,  which  lay  before  me,  and  while  my  thoughts  were 
more  than  ordinary  serious  upon  the  question,  I  cried  out, 
"  Well,  I  know  not  what  to  do ;  Lord,  direct  me !  "  and  the  like  ; 
and  at  that  juncture  I  happened  to  stop  turning  over  the  book, 
at  the  91st  Psalm,  and  casting  my  eye  on  the  second  verse,  I 
read  to  the  seventh  verse  exclusive ;  and  after  that,  included 
the  10th,  as  follows :  "  I  will  say  of  the  Lord,  he  is  my  refuge, 
and  my  fortress,  my  God,  in  him  will  I  trust.  Surely  he  shall 
deliver  thee  from  the  snare  of  the  fowler,  and  from  the  noisome 
pestilence.  He  shall  cover  thee  with  his  feathers,  and  under 
liis  wings  shalt  thou  trust :  his  truth  shall  be  thy  shield  and 
buckler.  Thou  shalt  not  be  afraid  for  the  terror  by  night,  nor 
for  the  arrow  that  flieth  by  day :  nor  for  the  pestilence  that 
walketh  in  darkness,  nor  for  the  destruction  that  wasteth  at 
noon-day.  A  thousand  shall  fall  at  thy  side,  and  ten  thousand 
at  thy  right  hand  ;  but  it  shall  not  come  nigh  thee.  Only  with 
thine  eves  shalt  thoi.  behold  and  see  the  reward  of  the  wicked. 
Because  thou  hast  made  the  Lord  which  is  my  refuge,  even  the 
most  hip:h,  thy  habitation :  there  shall  no  evil  befall  thee,  nei- 
ther shall  any  plague  come  nigh  thy  dwelling,"  etc. 

I  scarce  need  tell  the  reader  that  from  that  moment  I  re 
solved  that  I  would  stay  in  the  town,  and,  casting  myself  entire! 
upon  the  goodness  and  protection  of  the  Almighty,  would  n< 
seek  any  other  shelter  whatevei  ,  and  that,  as  my  times  were 
his  liands,  he  was  as  able  to  keep  me  in  a  time  of  the  infect) 
as  in  a  time  of  health ;  and  if  he  did  not  think  fit  to  deliver  i 
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•tfll  I  wms  in  his  hands,  and  it  was  meet  he  should  do  wifli  me 
as  should  seem  good  to  him. 

With  this  resolution  I  went  to  bed ;  and  I  was  farther  con- 
&niied  in  it  the  next  day,  by  the  woman  being  taken  ill  with 
whom  I  had  intended  to  intrust  my  house  and  all  my  affairs. 
But  I  had  a  farther  obligation  laid  on  me  on  the  same  side,  for 
the  next  day  I  found  myself  very  much  out  of  order  also ;  so 
that  if  I  would  have  gone  away  I  could  not,  and  I  continued  ill 
three  or  four  days,  and  this  entirely  determined  my  stay ;  so  I 
look  my  leave  of  my  brother,  who  went  away  to  Dorking,  in 
Sarrey,  and  afterwards  fetched  around  farther  into  Buckingham- 
ihire,  or  Bedfordshire,  to  a  retreat  he  had  found  out  there  for 
his  family. 

It  was  a  very  ill  time  to  be  sick  in,  for  if  any  one  complained, 
it  was  immediately  said  he  had  the  plague ;  and  though  I  had 
indeed  no  symptoms  of  that  distemper,  yet  being  very  ill,  both 
ia  my  head  and  in  my  stomach,  I  was  not  without  apprehension 
tbit  I  really  was  infected,  but  in  about  three  days  I  grew  better, 
the  third  night  I  rested  well,  sweated  a  little,  and  was  much 
refreshed  ;  the  apprehensions  of  its  being  the  infection  went  also 
^teaway  with  my  illness,  and  I  went  about  my  business  as  usual. 
These  things,  however,  put  off  all  my  thoughts  of  going  into 
the  eoontry ;  and  my  brother  also  being  gone,  I  had  no  mors 
dabste  either  with  him,  or  with  myself,  on  that  subject 

It  was  now  mid  July,  and  the  plague,  which  had  chiefly  raged 
ittiie  other  end  of  the  town,  and,  as  I  said  before,  in  the  par- 
iiIms  of  St.  Giles's,  St.  Andrew's,  Holbom,  and  towards  West- 
waster,  began  now  to  come  eastward,  towards  the  part  where  I 
li^ed.     It  was  to  be  observed,  indeed,  that  it  did  not  come 
itaif^t  on  towards  us ;  for  the  city,  that  is  to  say,  within  the 
vills,  was  indifferent  healthy  still ;  nor  was  it  got  then  very 
nefa  over  the  water  into  Southwark :  for  though  there  died 
tkst  week  1268  of  all  distempers,  whereof  it  might  be  supposed 
•bove  nine  hundred   died   of    the  plague,  yet   there  was   but 
tventy-eight  in  the  whole  city,  within  the  walls,  and  but  nine- 
teen in  Southwark,  Lambeth  parish  included ;  whereas  in  the 
psrishes  of  St.  Gileses,  and  St.  Ifartin's  in  the  Fields  alone,  there 
died  four  hundre<t  and  twentv-one. 

Hot  we  {)erceived  the  infection  kept  chiefly  in  the  out  parishes, 
whieh  being  very  populous,  and  fuller  also  of  poor,  the  distemper 
foond   more  to  prey  u[>on  than  in  the  city,  as  I  shall  observe 
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afterward ;  we  perceived,  I  say,  the  distemper  to  draw  our  way, 
viz.,  by  the  parishes  of  Clerkenwell,  Gripplegate,  Shoreditcb, 
and  Bishopsgate ;  which  last  two  parishes  joining  to  Aldgate, 
Whitechapel,  and  Stepney,  the  infection  came  at  length  to  spread 
its  utmost  rage  and  violence  in  those  parts,  even  when  it  abated 
at  the  western  parishes  where  it  began. 

It  was  very  strange  to  observe  that  in  this  particular  week, 
from  the  4th  to  the  11th  of  July,  when,  as  I  have  observed,  there 
died  near  four  hundred  of  the  plague  in  the  two  parishes  of  St. 
Giles's  and  St.  Martin's  in  the  Fields  only,  there  died  in  the 
parish  of  Aldgate  but  four,  in  the  parish  of  Whitechapel  three, 
in  the  parish  of  Stepney  but  one. 

Likewise  in  the  next  week,  from  the  11th  of  July  to  the  18th, 
when  the  week's  bill  was  1761,  yet  there  died  no  more  of  the 
plague,  on  the  whole  Southwark  side  of  the  water,  than  sixteen. 

But  this  face  of  things  soon  changed,  and  it  began  to  thicken, 
in  Gripplegate  parish  especially,  and  in  Clerkenwell;  so  that  by 
the  second  week  in  August  Gripplegate  parish  alone  buried 
eight  hundred  and  eighty-six,  and  Clerkenwell  one  hundred  and 
fifty-five ;  of  the  first,  eight  hundred  and  fifty  might  well  be 
reckoned  to  die  of  the  plague;  and  of  the  last,  the  bill  itself 
said,  one  hundred  and  forty-five  were  of  the  plague. 

During  the  month  of  July,  and  while,  as  I  have  observed, 
our  part  of  the  town  seemed  to  be  spared  in  comparison  of  the 
west  part,  I  went  ordinarily  about  the  streets,  as  my  business 
required,  and  particularly  went  generally  once  in  a  day,  or  in 
two  days,  into  the  city,  to  my  brother's  house,  which  he  had 
griven  me  charge  of,  and  to  see  it  was  safe;  and  having  the  key 
in  my  pocket,  I  used  to  go  into  the  house,  and  over  most  of  the 
rooms,  to  see  that  all  was  well ;  for  though  it  be  something 
wonderful  to  tell,  that  any  should  have  hearts  so  hardened,  in 
the  midst  of  such  a  calamity,  as  to  rob  and  steal ;  yet  certain  it 
is  that  all  sorts  of  villanies,  and  even  levities  and  debaucheries, 
were  then  practised  in  the  town,  as  openly  as  ever,  I  will  not 
say  quite  as  frequently,  because  the  number  of  people  were  many 
ways  lessened. 

But  the  city  itself  began  now  to  be  visited  too,  I  mean  within 
the  walls ;  but  the  number  of  people  there  were,  i»»deed,  ex- 
tremely lessened,  by  so  great  a  multitude  having  been  gone  into 
the  country;  and  even  all  this  month  of  July  they  continued 
to  flee,  though  not  in  such  multitudes  as  formerly.  In  August, 
indeed,  they  fled  in  such  a  manner  that  I  began  to  think  there 
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voald  be  really  none  but  magistrates  and  senrants  left  in  the 
dtj. 

As  they  fled  now  out  of  the  city,  so  I  should  observe  that  the 
eoort  removed  early,  viz.,  in  the  month  of  June,  and  went  to 
Oxford,  where  it  pleased  God  to  preserve  them ;  and  the  dis- 
temper did  not,  as  I  heard  of,  so  much  as  touch  them ;  for 
which  I  cannot  say  that  I  ever  saw  they  showed  any  great  token 
of  thankfulness,  and  hardly  anything  of  reformation,  though 
they  did  not  want  being  told  that  their  crying  vices  might, 
without  breach  of  charity,  be  said  to  have  gone  far  in  bringing 
that  terrible  judgment  upon  the  whole  nation. 

The  face  of  London  was  now  indeed  strangely  altered;  I 
mean  the  whole  mass  of  buildings,  city,  liberties,  suburbs,  West- 
minster, Southwark,  and  altogether;  for,  as  to  the  particular 
part  called  the  city,  or  within  the  walls,  that  was  not  yet  much 
infected  ;  but,  in  the  whole,  the  face  of  things,  I  say,  was  much 
altered ;  sorrow  and  sadness  sat  upon  every  face,  and  though 
•ome  part  were  not  yet  overwhelmed  yet  all  looked  deeply 
concerned ;  and  as  we  saw  it  apparently  coming  on,  so  every 
one  looked  on  himself,  and  his  family,  as  in  the  utmost  danger : 
were  it  possible  to  represent  those  times  exactly,  to  those  that 
did  not  see  them,  and  give  the  reader  due  ideas  of  the  horror 
that  everywhere  presented  itself,  it  must  make  just  impressions 
vpon  their  minds,  and  fill  them  with  surprise.  London  might 
well  be  said  to  be  all  in  tears ;  the  mourners  did  not  go  about 
the  streets,  indeed,  for  nobody  put  on  black,  or  made  a  formal 
dress  of  mourning  for  their  nearest  friends ;  but  the  voice  of 
mooming  was  truly  heard  in  the  streets  ;  the  shrieks  of  women 
and  children  at  the  windows  and  doors  of  their  houses,  where  their 
Bcmrest  relations  were,  perhaps,  dying  or  just  dead,  were  so  fre- 
quent to  be  heard,  as  we  fmssed  the  streets,  that  it  was  enough  to 
pierce  the  stoutest  heart  in  the  world  to  hear  them.  Tears  and 
lamentations  were  seen  almost  in  every  house,  especially  in  the 
fimt  fiart  of  the  visitation  ;  for  towards  the  latter  end  men's  hearts 
were  hanlened,  and  death  was  so  always  before  their  eyes  that  they 
did  not  so  much  concern  themselves  for  the  loss  of  their  friends, 
exfiecting  that  themselves  should  be  summoned  the  next  hour. 

Business  led  nie  out  sometimes  to  the  other  end  of  the  town, 
even  when  the  sickness  was  chiefly  there ;  and  as  the  thing  was 
new  to  me,  as  well  as  to  everybody  else,  it  was  a  most  surprising 
thinf?  to  st*e  those  streets,  which  were  usually  so  thronged,  now 
gnjwn  desolate,  and  so  few  people  to  be  seen  in  them  that  if  I 
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hftd  been  a  stranger,  and  at  a  loss  for  my  way,  I  might  some- 
times have  gone  the  length  of  a  whole  street,  I  mean  of  the  by- 
streets, and  seen  nobody  to  direct  me,  except  watchmen  set  at 
the  doors  of  such  houses  as  were  shut  up;  of  which  I  shall 
speak  presently. 

One  day,  being  at  that  part  of  the  town,  on  some  special 
business,  curiosity  led  me  to  observe  things  more  than  usually ; 
and  indeed  I  walked  a  great  way  where  I  had  no  business ;  I 
went  up  Holborn,  and  there  the  street  was  full  of  people ; 
but  they  walked  in  the  middle  of  the  great  street,  neither  on 
one  side  or  other,  because,  as  I  suppose,  they  would  not 
mingle  with  anybody  that  came  out  of  houses,  or  meet  with 
smells  and  scents  from  houses  that  might  be  infected. 

The  inns  of  court  were  all  shut  up,  nor  were  very  many  of 
the  lawyers  in  the  Temple,  or  Lincoln's  Inn,  or  Gray's  Inn,  to 
be  seen  there.  Everybody  was  at  peace,  there  was  no  occasion 
for  lawyers ;  besides,  it  being  in  the  time  of  the  vacation  too, 
they  were  generally  gone  into  the  country.  Whole  rows  of 
houses  in  some  places  were  shut  close  up,  the  inhabitants  all 
fled,  and  only  a  watchman  or  two  left. 

When  I  speak  of  rows  of  houses  being  shut  up,  I  do  not 
mean  shut  up  by  tlie  magistrates ;  but  that  great  numbers  of 
persons  followed  the  court,  by  the  necessity  of  their  employ- 
ments, and  other  dependencies ;  and  as  others  retired,  really 
frighted  with  the  distemper,  it  was  a  mere  desolating  of  some 
of  the  streets :  but  the  fright  was  not  yet  near  so  great  in  the 
city,  abstractedly  so  called ;  and  particularly  because,  though 
they  were  at  first  in  a  most  inexpressible  consternation,  yet,  as 
I  have  observed  that  the  distemper  intermitted  often  at  first, 
so  they  were  as  it  were  alarmed,  and  unalarmed  again,  and  this 
several  times,  till  it  began  to  be  familiar  to  them ;  and  that 
even  when  it  appeared  violent,  yet  seeing  it  did  not  presently 
spread  into  the  city,  or  the  east  or  south  parts,  the  people  began 
to  take  courage,  and  to  be,  as  I  may  say,  a  little  hardened.  It 
is  true,  a  vast  many  people  fled,  as  I  have  observed ;  yet  they 
were  chiefly  from  the  west  end  of  the  town,  and  from  that  we 
call  the  heart  of  the  city,  that  is  to  say,  among  the  wealthiest 
of  the  people  and  such  persons  as  were  unincumbered  with 
trades  and  business.  But  of  the  rest,  the  generality  stayed,  and 
seemed  to  abide  the  worst ;  so  that  in  the  place  we  call  the 
liberties,  and  in  the  suburbs,  in  Southwark,  and  in  the  east  part, 
such  as  Wa])ping,  Ratclifif,  Stepney,  Rotherhithe,  and  the  like, 
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Am  people  generallj  stayed,  except  here  and  there  a  few  wealtbj 
funiliea,  who,  as  above,  did  not  depend  upon  their  bosiness. 

It  most  not  be  forgot  here  that  the  city  and  suburbs  were 
prodigiouslj  full  of  people  at  the  time  of  this  visitation,  I  mean 
at  the  time  that  it  began;  for  though  I  have  lived  to  see  a 
futhar  increase,  and  mighty  throngs  of  people  settling  in 
London,  more  than  ever,  yet  we  had  always  a  notion  that  num- 
bers of  people,  which,  the  wars  being  over,  the  armies  disbanded, 
and  the  royal  family  and  the  monarchy  being  restored,  had 
flocked  to  London  to  settle  iu  business,  or  to  depend  upon 
and  attend  the  court  for  rewards  of  services,  preferments,  and 
the  like,  was  such  that  the  town  was  computed  to  have  in  it 
above  a  hundred  thousand  people  more  than  ever  it  held  before ; 
nay,  some  took  upon  them  to  say  it  had  twice  as  many,  because 
an  the  mined  families  of  the  royal  party  flocked  hither ;  all  the 
soldiers  set  up  trades  here,  and  abundance  of  families  settled 
here;  again,  the  court  brought  with  it  a  great  flux  of  pride 
and  new  fashions ;  all  people  were  gay  and  luxurious,  and  the  joy 
of  the  restoration  had  brought  a  vast  many  families  to  London. 

But  I  must  go  back  again  to  the  beginning  of  this  surprising 
;  while  the  fears  of  the  people  were  young,  they  were  in- 
strangely  by  several  odd  accidents,  which  put  altogether, 
it  was  really  a  wonder  the  whole  body  of  the  people  did  not  rise 
man  and  abandon  their  dwellings,  leaving  the  place  as  a 
of  ground  designed  by  heaven  for  an  Akeldama,  doomed 
to  be  destroyed  from  the  face  of  the  earth,  and  that  all  that 
be  found  in  it  would  perish  with  it.  I  shall  name  but  a 
of  these  things ;  but  sure  they  were  so  many,  and  so  many 
and  cunning  people  propagating  them,  that  I  have  often 
there  was  any  (women  especially)  left  behind. 
la  the  first  place,  a  blazing  star  or  comet  appeared  for 
months  before  the  plague,  as  there  did,  the  year  after, 
,  a  little  before  the  fire ;  the  old  women,  and  the  phleg- 
hypochondriac  part  of  the  other  sex,  whom  I  could  almost 
call  old  women  too.  remarked,  ospcciallj  afterward,  though  not 
tin  both  those  judfrraents  were  over,  that  those  two  comets 
directly  over  the  city,  and  that  so  very  near  the  houses 
it  was  plain  they  imported  something  peculiar  to  the  city 
That  the  comet  before  the  pestilence  was  of  a  faint, 
4dl,  languid  color,  and  its  motion  very  heavy,  solemn,  and 
;  but  that  the  comet  before  the  fire  was  bright  and  spark- 
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ling,  or,  as  others  said,  flaming,  and  its  motion  swift  and  fnrious, 
and  that,  accordingly,  one  foretold  a  heavy  judgment,  slow  but 
severe,  terrible  and  frightful,  as  was  the  plague.  But  the  other 
foretold  a  stroke,  sudden,  swift,  and  fiery,  as  was  the  conflagra- 
tion ;  nay,  so  particular  some  people  were  that  as  they  looked 
upon  that  comet  preceding  the  fire,  they  fancied  that  they  not 
only  saw  it  pass  swiftly  and  fiercely,  and  could  perceive  the  mo- 
tion with  their  eye,  but  even  they  heard  it,  that  it  made  a  rush- 
ing mighty  noise,  fierce  and  terrible,  though  at  a  distance,  and 
but  just  perceivable. 

I  saw  both  these  stars,  and,  I  must  confess,  had  had  so  much 
of  the  common  notion  of  such  things  in  my  head  that  I  was 
apt  to  look  upon  them  as  the  forerunners  and  warnings  of  God's 
judgments,  and  especially  when  the  plague  had  followed  the 
first,  I  yet  saw  another  of  the  like  kind,  I  could  not  but  say 
GU>d  not  yet  sufficiently  scourged  the  city. 

The  apprehensions  of  the  people  were  likewise  strangely 
increased  by  the  error  of  the  times,  in  which,  I  think,  the  peo- 
ple, from  what  principle  I  cannot  imagine,  were  more  addicted 
to  prophecies  and  astrological  conjurations,  dreams  and  old 
wives*  tales,  than  ever  they  were  before  or  since :  whether  this 
unhappy  temper  was  originally  raised  by  the  follies  of  some 
people  who  got  money  by  it,  that  is  to  say,  by  printing  predic- 
tions and  prognostications,  I  know  not,  but  certain  it  is,  books 
frighted  them  terribly  ;  such  as  Lily's  "*  Almanack,"  Gadbury's 
"  Astrological  Predictions,"  "  Poor  Robin's  Almanack,"  and  the 
like ;  also  several  pretended  religious  books,  one  entitled, 
"  Come  out  of  Her,  my  People,  lest  ye  be  Partaker  of  her 
Plagues  ; "  another  called,  "  Fair  Warning  ;  "  another, "  Britain's 
Remembrancer,"  and  many  such  ;  all  or  most  part  of  which 
foretold,  directly  or  covertly,  the  ruin  of  the  city  ;  nay,  some 
were  so  enthusiastically  bold  as  to  run  about  the  streets  with 
their  oral  predictions,  pretending  they  were  sent  to  preach  to 
the  city ;  and  one  in  particular,  who,  like  Jonah  to  Nineveh, 
cried  in  the  streets,  "  Yet  forty  days,  and  London  shall  be  de- 
stroyed." I  will  not  be  positive  whether  he  said  "yet  forty 
days,"  or  "  yet  a  few  days."  Another  ran  about  naked,  except 
a  pair  of  drawers  about  his  waist,  crying  day  and  night,  like 
a  man  that  Joseplms  mentions,  who  cried,  "  Woe  to  Jerusa- 
lem!"  a  little  before  the  destruction  of  that  city:  so  this  poor 
naked  creature  cried,  "O!  the  great,  and  the  dreadful  God!** 
and  said  no  more,  but  repeated  those  words  continually,  with 
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a  TOioe  and  countenance  full  of  horror,  a  swift  pace,  and  nobody 
eonld  OTer  find  him  to  stop,  or  rest,  or  take  any  sustenance,  at 
least  that  erer  I  could  hear  of.  I  met  this  poor  creature  several 
times  in  the  streets,  and  would  have  spoke  to  him,  but  he  would 
not  enter  into  speech  with  me,  or  any  one  else  ;  but  kept  on  his 
dismal  cries  continually. 

These  things  terrified  the  people  to  the  last  degree ;  and 
especially  when  two  or  three  times,  as  1  huvo  mentioned  already, 
they  found  one  or  two  in  the  bills  dead  of  the  plague  at  St. 
OUesV 

Next  to  these  public  things  were  the  dreams  of  old  women ; 
or,  I  should  say,  the  interpretation  of  old  women  upon 
other  people's  dreams ;  and  these  put  abundance  of  people  even 
out  of  their  wits.  Some  heard  voices  warnini^  them  to  be  gone, 
for  that  there  would  be  such  a  plague  in  London  so  that  the 
firing  would  not  be  able  to  bury  the  dead  ;  others  saw  appar- 
itions in  the  air,  and  I  must  be  allowed  to  say  of  both,  I  hope 
without  breach  of  charity,  that  they  heard  voices  that  never 
spake«  and  saw  sights  that  never  ap|>eanMl ;  but  the  imaginati<m 
of  the  people  was  really  turned  wayward  and  possessed ;  and  no 
vender  if  they  who  were  poring  continually  at  the  clouds  saw 
•hapes  and  figures,  representations  and  appearances,  which  had 
nothing  in  them  but  air  and  vapor.  Here  they  told  us  they  saw 
t  flaming  sword  held  in  a  hand,  comiiiG:  out  of  a  cloud,  with  a 
point  hanging  directly  over  the  city.  I'licre  they  saw  hearses 
tod  coffins  in  the  air  carrying  to  be  buried.  And  there  again, 
hesps  of  dead  bodies  lying  unburie<l  and  the  like;  just  as  the 
imagination  of  the  poor  terrified  people  furnished  them  with 
Batter  to  work  upon. 

So  hypochondriac  fancies  represent 
Ships,  armies,  battles  in  the  firmament; 
Till  steady  eyes  the  exhalations  solve, 
And  all  to  its  first  matter,  clou«l,  resolve. 

I  could  fill  this  account  with  the  strnnsre  relations  sueh 
people  give  every  day  of  what  they  hive  seen  :  and  every  one 
*Mio  positive  of  tho'w  havinjr  8f»en  what  they  pretended  to  see, 
^'Ul  there  was  no  rontradietinir  them,  without  breach  of  friend- 
ship, or  beinir  areonnt<'d  rude  and  unmannerly  on  the  one  hand, 
^  profane  and  ini|»enetrahle  on  the  othe'-  ^^*  time  before 
*ke  plainie   was  bejnm,  otherwise  than  i  in  St. 

Cilei*s,  I  think  it  was  in  March,  seelii  ^ 
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street,  I  joined  with  them  to  satisfy  my  curiosity,  and  found 
them  all  atari  ng  up  into  the  air  to  see  what  a  woman  told  them 
appeared  plain  to  her,  which  was  an  angel  clothed  in  white, 
with  a  fiery  sword  in  his  hand,  waving  it  or  brandishing  it  over 
his  head.  She  described  every  part  of  the  figure  to  the  life, 
showed  them  the  motion  and  the  form,  and  the  poor  people 
came  into  it  so  eagerly  and  with  so  much  readiness.  ^^Yes! 
I  see  it  all  plainly,^  says  one ;  ^^  there 's  the  sword  as  plain  as 
can  be ;  ^  another  saw  the  angel ;  one  saw  his  very  face,  and 
cried  out,  "  What  a  glorious  creature  he  was  !  "  One  saw  one 
thing,  and  one  another.  I  looked  as  earnestly  as  the  rest,  but, 
perhaps,  not  with  so  much  willingness  to  be  imposed  upon ;  and 
I  said,  indeed,  that  I  could  see  nothing  but  a  white  cloud,  bright 
on  one  side,  by  the  shining  of  the  sun  upon  the  other  part.  The 
woijian  endeavored  to  show  it  me,  but  could  not  make  me  con- 
fess that  I  saw  it,  which,  indeed,  if  I  had,  I  must  have  lied  :  but 
the  woman,  turning  to  me,  looked  me  in  the  face,  and  fancied  I 
laughed,  in  which  her  imagination  deceived  her  too,  for  I  really 
did  not  laugh,  but  was  seriously  reflecting  how  the  poor  people 
were  terrified  by  the  force  of  their  own  imagination.  However, 
she  turned  to  me,  called  me  profane  fellow,  and  a  scoffer, 
told  me  that  it  was  a  time  of  God's  auger,  and  dreadful  judg- 
ments were  approaching,  and  that  despisers,  such  as  I,  should 
wander  and  perish. 

The  people  about  her  seemed  disgusted  as  well  as  she,  and 
I  found  there  was  no  persuading  tliem  that  I  did  not  laugh 
at  them,  and  that  I  should  be  rather  mobbed  by  them  than 
be  able  to  undeceive  them.  So  I  left  them,  and  this  appearance 
passed  for  as  real  as  the  blazing  star  itself. 

Thb   Dbvil   does   not   Conceen    Himself   with   Pettx 

Matters. 

(From  "The  Modem  Hiitory  of  the  DeTil.") 

Nob  will  I  undertake  to  tell  you,  till  I  have  talked  farther 
with  him  about  it,  how  far  the  Devil  is  concerned  to  discover 
frauds,  detect  murders,  reveal  secrets,  and  especially  to  tell 
where  any  money  is  hid,  and  show  folks  where  to  find  it ;  it  is 
an  odd  thing  that  Satan  should  think  it  of  consequence  to  come 
and  tell  us  where  such  a  miser  hid  a  strong  box,  or  where 
such  an  old  woman  buried  her  chamberpot  full  of  money,  the 
value  of  all  which  is  perhaps  but  a  trifle,  when,  at  the  BaiiMi 
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time  he  lets  so  manj  veins  of  gold,  so  many  nnexhansted 
mines,  naj,  mountains  of  silver  (as  we  may  depend  on  it 
are  hid  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  and  which  it  would  be  so 
moeh  to  the  good  of  whole  nations  to  discover),  lie  still  there, 
and  never  say  one  word  of  them  to  anybody.  Besides,  how  does 
the  Devil's  doing  things  so  foreign  to  himself,  and  so  out  of  his 
vmy,  agree  with  the  rest  of  his  character ;  namely,  showing  a 
friendly  disposition  to  manlcind,  or  doing  beneficent  things  T 
This  is  so  beneath  Satan's  quality,  and  looks  so  little,  that  I 
•caros  know  what  to  say  to  it ;  but  that  which  is  still  more  pun- 
IPnit  in  the  case  is,  these  things  are  so  out  of  his  road,  and  so 
foreign  to  his  calling,  that  it  shocks  our  faith  in  them,  and  seems 
to  clash  with  all  the  just  notions  we  have  of  him  and  of  his 
business  in  the  world.  The  like  is  to  be  said  of  those  merry 
Ktde  turns  we  bring  him  in  acting  with  us  and  upon  us  upon 
trifling  and  simple  occasions,  such  as  tumbling  chairs  and  stools 
about  hoose,  setting  pots  and  kettles  bottom  upward,  tossing 
die  glass  and  crockery-ware  about  without  breaking,  and  such* 
like  mean  foolish  things,  beneath  the  dignity  of  the  Devil,  who 
m  my  opinion  is  rather  employed  in  setting  the  world  with  the 
bottom  upward,  tumbling  kings  and  crowns  about,  and  dashing 
the  nations  one  against  another ;  raising  tem[>ests  and  storms, 
whether  at  sea  or  on  shore ;  and  in  a  word,  doing  capital  mis- 
diiels,  soitable  to  his  nature  and  agreeable  to  his  name  Devil, 
tad  suited  to  that  circumstance  of  his  condition  which  I  have 
folly  represented  in  the  primitive  part  of  his  exiled  state. 

But  to  bring  in  the  Devil  playing  at  push-pin  with  the  world, 

or  like  Domitian,  catching  flies,  —  that  is  to  say,  doing  nothing  to 

the  purpose,  —  this  is  not  only  deluding  ourselves,  but  putting  a 

ilor  upon  the  Devil  himself;  and  I  say,  I  shall  not  dishonor 

Satan  so  much  as  to  suppose  anything  in  it ;  however,  as  I  must 

bsvs  a  care  too  how  I  take  away  the  proper  materials  of  winter- 

erening  frippery,  and  leave  the  goodwivcs  nothing  of  the  DotH 

to  fri^ten  the  children  with,  I  shall  carry  the  weighty  point  no 

farther.     No  doubt  the  Devil  and  Dr.  Faustus  were  very  inti- 

ante ;  I  should  rob  you  of  a  very  significant  proverb  if  I  should 

•o  much  as  doubt  it.     No  doubt  the  Devil  showed  himself  in  the 

gbm  to  that  fair  lady  who  looked  in  to  see  where  to  place  her 

patches;  but  then  it  should  follow  too  that  the  Devil  is  an  enemy 

to  the  hMiies  wearing  patches,  and  that  has  some  difficulties  in  it 

vhich  we  cannot  easily  reconcile ;  but  we  must  tell  the  story, 

•ad  Issve  out  the  consequences. 
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Defoe  Addbesses  His  Pxtbuc. 

(From  "  An  Appeal  to  Honor  and  Justice.") 

I  HOPE  the  time  has  come  at  last  when  the  voice  of  mode- 
rate principles  may  be  heard.  Hitherto  the  noise  has  been  so 
great,  and  tlie  prejudices  and  passions  of  men  so  strong,  that  it 
had  been  but  in  vain  to  offer  at  any  argument,  or  for  any  man 
to  talk  of  giving  a  reason  for  his  actions ;  and  this  alone  has 
been  the  cause  why,  when  other  men,  who  I  think  have  less  to  say 
in  their  own  defence,  are  appealing  to  the  public  and  struggling 
to  defend  themselves,  I  alone  have  been  silent  under  the  infinite 
clamors  and  reproaches,  causeless  curses,  unusual  threatenings, 
and  the  most  unjust  and  injurious  treatment  in  the  world. 

I  hear  much  of  people's  calling  out  to  punish  the  guilty,  but 
very  few  are  concerned  to  clear  the  innocent.  I  hope  some  will 
be  inclined  to  judge  impartially,  and  have  just  reserved  so  much 
of  the  Christian  as  to  believe,  and  at  least  to  hope,  that  a 
rational  creature  cannot  abandon  himself  so  as  to  act  without 
some  reason,  and  are  willing  not  only  to  have  me  defend  myself, 
but  to  be  able  to  answer  for  me  where  they  hear  me  causelessly 
insulted  by  others,  and  therefore  are  willing  to  have  such  just 
arguments  put  into  their  mouths  as  the  cause  will  bear. 

As  for  those  who  are  prepossessed,  and  according  to  the 
modem  justice  of  parties  are  resolved  to  be  so,  let  them  go ;  I 
am  not  arguing  with  them,  but  against  them  ;  they  act  so  contrary 
to  justice,  to  reason,  to  religion,  so  contrary  to  the  rules  of 
Christians  and  of  good  manners,  tliat  they  are  not  to  be  argued 
with,  but  to  be  exposed  or  entirely  neglected.  I  have  a  receipt 
against  all  the  uneasiness  which  it  may  be  supposed  to  give  me, 
and  that  is,  to  contemn  slander,  and  think  it  not  worth  the  least 
concern  ;  neither  should  I  think  it  worth  while  to  give  any 
answer  to  it,  if  it  were  not  on  some  other  accounts,  of  which  I 
shall  speak  as  I  go  on.  If  any  young  man  ask  me  why  I  am  in 
such  haste  to  publish  this  matter  at  this  time,  among  many  other 
good  reasons  which  I  could  give,  these  are  some :  — 

1.  I  think  I  have  long  enough  been  made  Fabula  Vulgi,  and 
borne  the  weifrht  of  general  slander  ;  and  I  should  be  wanting  to 
truth,  to  my  family,  and  to  myself,  if  I  did  not  give  a  fair  and 
true  state  of  my  conduct,  for  impartial  men  to  judge  of  when  I 
am  no  more  in  being  to  answer  for  myself. 

2.  By  the  hints  of  mortality,  and  by  the  infirmities  of  a  life 
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of  •orrow  and  fatigue,  I  have  reason  to  think  I  am  not  a  great 
waj  off  from,  if  not  very  near  to,  the  great  ocean  of  eternity, 
and  the  time  may  not  be  long  ere  I  embark  on  the  last  voyage. 
Wherefore  I  think  I  should  even  accounts  with  this  world  before 
I  go,  that  no  actions  [slanders]  may  lie  against  my  heirs,  exccu* 
tors,  administrators,  and  assigns,  to  disturb  them  in  the  peaceable 
pease ision  of  their  father^s  [character]  inheritance. 

8.  I  fear  —  God  grant  I  have  not  a  second  sight  in  it  —  that 
this  lucid  interval  of  temper  and  moderation  which  shines, 
tboogli  dimly  too,  upon  us  at  this  time,  will  be  of  but  short 
eootuinance ;  and  that  some  men,  who  know  not  how  to  use  the 
advantage  Ood  has  put  into  their  hands  with  moderation,  will 
posh  in  spite  of  the  best  Prince  in  the  world,  at  such  extravagant 
ttuBga,  and  act  with  such  an  intemperate  forwardness,  as  will 
revive  the  heats  and  animosities  which  wise  and  good  men  were 
ta  hopes  should  be  allayed  by  the  happy  accession  of  the  King  to 
the  throne. 

It  ia  and  ever  was  my  opinion,  that  moderation  is  the  only 
virtue  by  which  the  peace  and  tranquillity  of  this  nation  can  be 
prcaenred.  Even  the  King  himself — I  believe  his  Majesty  will 
allov  me  that  freedom  —  can  only  be  happy  in  the  enjoyment  of 
the  crown  by  a  moderative  administration.  If  his  Majesty  should 
he  obliged,  contrary  to  his  known  disposition,  to  join  with  intem* 
perate  councils,  if  it  does  not  lesjien  his  security  I  am  persuaded 
it  will  lessen  his  satisfaction.  It  cannot  be  pleasant  or  agree- 
able, and  I  think  it  cannot  be  safe,  to  any  just  prince  to  rule 
ever  a  divided  people,  split  into  incensed  and  exasperated  parties. 
IVMigfa  a  skilful  mariner  may  have  courage  to  master  a  tem- 

U  and  goes  fearless  through  a  storm,  yet  he  can  never  be 
to  delight  in  the  danger ;  a  fresh  fair  gale  and  a  quiet  sea 
is  the  pleasure  of  his  voya^,  and  we  have  a  saying  worth  no- 
tiee  to  them  that  are  otherwise  minded,  —  *^  Qui  amat  periculum, 
ptriebit  in  iUa'* 

Engaging  A  MAro-sERVANT. 

(From  "  ErerYbudTs  BuiiiMM  in  Nohodj's  BuiiAeM.'O 

Bbidbb,  the  fear  of  spoiling  their  clothes  makes  them  afraid 
rf  household  work,  so  that  in  a  little  time  we  shall  have  none 
fcat  chambermaids  and  nurserymaids ;  and  of  this  let  me 
P»«  yon  one  instance.  My  family  is  compoRed  of  myself  and 
*^*tfr,  a  man  and  maid :  and  being  without  tlie  last,  a  young 
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wendi  came  to  hire  herself.  The  man  was  gone  out,  and  mj 
sister  above-stairs,  so  I  opened  the  door  myself,  and  this  person 
presented  herself  to  my  view,  dressed  completely,  more  like  a 
yisitor  than  a  servant-maid  ;  she,  not  knowing  me,  asked  for  my 
sister.  ^'  Pray,  madam,"  said  I,  '^  be  pleased  to  walk  into  the  par- 
lor ;  she  shall  wait  on  yon  presently."  Accordingly  I  handed 
madam  in,  who  took  it  very  cordially.  After  some  apology  I  left 
her  alone  for  a  minute  or  two,  while  I,  stupid  wretch  !  ran  up  to 
my  sister  and  told  her  there  was  a  gentlewoman  below  come  to 
visit  her.  "  Dear  brother,"  said  she,  "  don't  leave  her  alone ;  go 
down  and  entertain  her  while  I  dress  myself."  Accordingly  down 
I  went,  and  talked  of  indifferent  affairs ;  meanwhile  my  sister 
dressed  herself  all  over  again,  not  being  willing  to  be  seen  in  an 
nndress.  At  last  she  came  down  dressed  as  clean  as  her  visitor ; 
but  how  great  was  my  surprise  when  I  found  my  fine  lady  a  com- 
mon servant  wench. 

My  sister,  understanding  what  she  was,  began  to  inquire  what 
wages  she  expected.  She  modestly  asked  but  eight  pounds  a 
year.  The  next  question  was,  "  What  work  she  could  do  to 
deserve  such  wages  ?  "  to  which  she  answered  she  could  clean  a 
house,  or  dress  a  common  family  dinner.  ^^  But  cannot  yon  wash," 
replied  my  sister,  "  or  get  up  linen  ? "  She  answered  in  the 
negative,  and  said  she  would  undertake  neither,  nor  would  she 
go  into  a  family  that  did  not  put  out  their  linen  to  wash  and 
hire  a  charwoman  to  scour.  She  desired  to  see  the  house,  and 
having  carefully  surveyed  it,  said  the  work  was  too  hard  for  her, 
nor  could  she  undertake  it.  This  put  my  sister  beyond  all 
patience,  and  me  into  the  greatest  admiration.  <'  Young  woman," 
she  said,  ^'  you  have  made  a  mistake ;  I  want  a  housemaid,  and 
you  are  a  chambermaid."  —  "  No,  madam,"  replied  she,  **  I  am  not 
needlewoman  enough  for  that."  —  "  And  yet  you  ask  eight  pounds 
a  year,"  replied  my  sister.  "  Yes,  madam,"  said  she, "  nor  shall  I 
bate  a  farthing."  —  "  Then  get  you  gone  for  a  lazy  impudent  bag- 
gage," said  I ;  "  you  want  to  be  a  boarder,  not  a  servant ;  have 
you  a  fortune  or  estate,  that  you  dress  at  that  rate  ?  "  —  "  No,  sir,** 
said  she,  "  but  I  hope  I  may  wear  what  I  work  for  without 
offence."  —  "  What !  you  work  ?  "  interrupted  my  sister ;  "  why, 
you  do  not  seem  willing  to  undertake  any  work ;  you  will  not  wash 
nor  scour ;  you  cannot  dress  a  dinner  for  company ;  you  are  no 
needlewoman ;  and  our  little  house  of  two  rooms  on  a  floor  is  too 
much  for  yon.  For  God's  sake,  what  can  you  do  ?  "  —  "  Madam,** 
rsplied  she  pertly,  *'  I  know  my  business,  and  do  not  fear  ■ervioe ; 
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are  more  places  than  parish  churches:  if  jon  wash  at 
home,  70a  should  have  a  lauudrymaid ;  if  jou  gire  entertainments, 
Toa  must  have  a  cookmaid ;  if  jou  have  anj  needlework,  jou 
sbonld  have  a  chambermaid ;  and  such  a  house  as  this  is  enough 
for  a  housemaid,  in  all  conscience*'* 

I  was  so  pleased  at  the  wit,  and  astonished  at  the  impudence 
of  ibe  girl,  so  dismissed  her  with  thanks  for  her  instructions, 
ing  her  that  when  I  kept  four  maids  she  should  be  house- 
if  she  pleased. 

Thb  Detiu 

(From  "  TIm  Tiue-Boni  Kagllilnnan  ") 

Whxrkvkb  God  erects  a  house  of  prayer, 

The  Devil  always  builds  a  chapel  there ; 

And  't  will  be  found  upon  examination. 

The  latter  has  the  largest  congregation. 

For  ever  since  he  first  debauched  the  mind. 

He  made  a  perfect  conquest  of  mankind. 

With  uniformity  of  service,  he 

Beigns  with  general  aristocracy. 

No  non-conforming  sects  disturb  his  reign. 

For  of  his  yoke  tliere  's  very  few  complain. 

He  knows  the  genius  and  the  inclination, 

And  matches  proper  sins  for  every  nation. 

He  needs  no  standing  army  government; 

He  always  rules  us  by  our  own  consent ; 

His  laws  are  easy,  and  his  gentle  sway 

Hakes  it  exceeding  pleasant  to  obey. 

The  list  of  his  vicegerents  and  commanders 

Outdoes  your  Cawsrs  or  your  Alexanders. 

They  never  fail  of  his  infernal  aid, 

And  he 's  as  certain  ne'er  to  be  betrayed. 

Through  all  the  world  they  spread  his  vast  eommaad. 

And  death's  eternal  empire  is  maintained. 

They  rule  so  politicly  and  so  well, 

As  if  they  were  Lords  Justices  of  hell ; 

Duly  divided  to  debauch  mankind. 

And  plant  infernal  dictates  in  his  mind. 
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Dbkkeb,  Eduabd  DouwESy  a  Dutch  miscellaneous  writer,  who 
wrote  under  the  pseudonym  '<  Multatuli/'  was  bom  at  Amsterdam, 
March  2,  1820;  died  at  Nieder-Ingelheim,  Germany,  February  19, 
1887.  In  1860  he  published  a  novel  entitled  "  Max  Havelaar,"  in 
which  he  described  many  of  the  abuses  which  have  crept  into  the 
coffee  trade  of  the  Dutch  commercial  companies  in  Java.  His 
writings  include  other  works  on  the  Dutch  East  Indies,  and  several 
dramas  and  essays  on  social,  political,  and  philosophical  questions. 
He  has  been  characterized  as  a  remarkably  original  thinker,  and  a 
serious  and  vigorous  writer.  These  were  written  in  Germany,  to 
which  country,  disappointed  and  discouraged  at  his  failure  to 
effect  the  reforms  he  sought  among  his  own  countrymen,  he  re- 
moved in  1866;  and  where,  during  the  last  years  of  his  life,  he 
lived  retired  at  Nieder-Ingelheim  on  the  Rhine.  The  most  noted 
of  these  later  writings  were  "  La  Sainte  Vierge,"  a  novel ;  "  Vor- 
stenschool,"  a  very  popular  play ;  and  "  Wontertje  Pieterse,"  an 
incomplete  story  which,  with  his  letters,  was  published  after  his 
death. 

MuLTATULi's  Last  Words  to  the  Reader. 

(From  "  Max  Havelaar.") 

Yes,  I,  Multatuli,  "  who  have  suffered  much,"  —  I  take  the 
pen.  I  do  not  make  any  excuses  for  the  form  of  my  book,  — 
that  form  was  thought  proper  to  obtain  my  object.  ...  I  will 
he  read!  Yes,  I  will  be  read.  I  will  be  read  by  statesmen  who 
are  obliged  to  pay  attention  to  the  signs  of  the  times ;  by  men 
of  letters,  who  must  also  look  into  the  book  of  which  so  many 
bad  things  are  said ;  by  merchants,  who  have  an  interest  in  the 
coflFee  auctions ;  by  ladies'-maids,  who  read  me  for  a  few  farth- 
ings ;  by  provernors-peneral  in  retirement ;  by  ministers  who 
have  something  to  do ;  by  the  lackeys  of  these  Excellencies ;  by 
mutes,  who,  more  majorum^vfxW  say  that  I  attack  God  Almighty, 
when  I  attack  only  the  ^od  which  they  made  according  to  their 
own  image ;  by  the  members  of   the  representative  chambers, 
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vbo  most  know  what  happens  in  the  extensive  possessions  over 
the  sea  which  belong  to  Holland.  .  .  • 
Aj,  I  ihall  be  road  ! 

When  I  obtain  this  I  shall  be  content,  for  I  did  not  intend 
to  write  well.  ...  I  wished  to  write  so  ns  to  be  heard ;  and 
as  one  who  cries  **•  Stop  thief !  **  does  not  care  about  the  style 
of  his  impromptu  address  to  the  public,  I  too  am  indifferent  to 
criticism  of  the  manner  in  which  I  cried  mi/  ^^  Stop  thief! '' 

**  The  book  is  a  medley ;  there  is  no  order,  nothing  but  a 
desire  to  make  a  sensation.  The  style  is  bad ;  the  author  is 
inexperienced  ;  no  talent,  no  method."  .  .  . 

Good !  good !  .  .  .  all  very  well !  .  .  .  hut  the  Javanese  are 
m^reaied.  For  the  merit  of  my  book  is  this :  that  refutation 
of  its  main  features  is  impoaible.  And  the  greater  the  disap- 
probation of  my  book  the  better  I  shall  be  pleased,  for  the 
chance  of  being  heard  will  be  so  much  the  greater;  —  and  that 
is  what  I  desire. 

But  you  whom  I  dare  to  interrupt  in  your  business  or  in 
yoar  retirement,  —  ye  ministers  and  govemors^general,  —  do 
not  calculate  too  much  upon  the  inexperience  of  my  pen.  I 
oottid  exercise  it,  and  perhaps,  by  dint  of  some  exertion,  attain 
to  that  skill  which  would  make  the  truth  heard  by  the  people. 
Then  I  should  ask  of  that  people  a  place  in  the  representative 
ebambers,  were  it  only  to  protest  against  the  certificates  which 
ire  given  rice  vena  by  Indian  functionaries. 

To  protest  against  the  endless  expeditions  sent,  and  heroic 
deeds  performed  against  poor  miserable  creatures,  whose  ill 
treatment  has  driven  them  to  revolt. 

To  protest  against  the  cowardice  of  general  orders,  that 
brand  the  honor  of  the  nation  by  invoking  public  charity  on 
bebtlf  of  the  victims  of  inveterate  piracy. 

It  is  true  those  rebels  were  reduced  by  starvation  to  skeletons, 
^rtiile  those  pirates  could  defend  themselves. 

And  if  that  place  were  refused  mc,  ...  if  I  were  still  dis- 
Wiered,  .  .  .  then  I  should  translate  mv  book  into  the  few  Ian- 
iratges  that  I  know,  and  the  many  that  I  yet  can  learn,  to  put 
tlut  question  to  Europe  which  I  have  in  vain  put  to  Holland. 

And  in  every  capital  such  a  refrain  as  this  would  be  heard : 

"There  is  a  band  of  robbi^rs  between  German v  and  the  Scheldt !" 

And  if  this  were  of  no  avail,  .  .  .  tli(*n  I  should  translate 

^7  book  into  Malay^  Javan^.ee^  Soudanese^  Alfoer^  Boegi^  and 
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And  I  shonld  sharpen  Klewang$^  the  scimitars  and  the  sabreSi 
bj  rousing  with  warlike  songs  the  minds  of  those  martyrs  whom 
I  have  promised  to  help  —  I,  Multatuli^  would  do  this ! 

Yes !  delivery  and  help,  lawfully  if  possible  ;  —  lawfully  with 
violence  if  need  be. 

And  that  would  be  very  pernicious  to  the  Coffee  Auctions 
OF  THE  Dutch  Trading  Company  ! 

For  I  am  no  fly-rescuing  poet,  no  rapt  dreamer  like  the 
down-trodden  Havelaar,  who  did  his  duty  with  the  courage  of 
a  lion  and  endured  starvation  with  the  patience  of  a  marmot  in 
winter. 

This  book  is  an  introduction.  .  .  . 

I  shall  increase  in  strength  and  sharpness  of  weapons, 
according  as  it  may  be  necessary. 

Heaven  grant  that  it  may  not  be  necessary  !  .  .  . 

No,  it  will  not  be  necessary  !  For  it  is  to  thee  I  dedicate  my 
book:  William  the  Third,  King,  Grand  Duke,  Prince,  •  .  . 
more  than  Prince,  Grand  Duke,  and  King,  •  .  .  Emperor  of  the 
magnificent  empire  of  Insulind,  which  winds  about  the  equator 
like  a  garland  of  emeralds  !  .  •  . 

I  ask  Thee  if  it  be  thine  Imperial  will  that  the  Havelaars 
should  be  bespattered  with  the  mud  of  Slymerings  and  Dry- 
stubbles  ;  and  that  thy  more  than  thirty  millions  of  Subjects  far 
away  should  be  ill  treated  and  should  suffer  extortion  in  Tht 
name! 

Idtll  of  SaIdjah  and  Adinda. 

(From  *'  Max  HavelAar.") 

SaIdjah*s  father  had  a  buffalo,  with  which  he  plowed  his 
field.  When  this  buffalo  was  taken  away  from  him  by  the 
district  chief  at  Parang-Koodjang  he  was  very  dejected,  and 
did  not  speak  a  word  for  many  a  day.  For  the  time  for  plow- 
ing was  come,  and  he  had  to  fear  that  if  the  rice  field  was  not 
worked  in  time,  the  opportunity  to  sow  would  be  lost,  and  lastly, 
that  there  would  be  no  paddy  to  cut,  none  to  keep  in  the  store- 
room of  the  house.  He  feared  that  his  wife  would  have  no  rice, 
nor  Sai'djah  himself,  who  was  still  a  child,  nor  his  little  brothers 
and  sisters.  And  the  district  chief  too  would  accuse  him  to 
the  Assistant  Resident  if  he  was  behindhand  in  the  payment  of 
his  land  taxes,  for  this  is  punished  by  the  law.  Saidjah's  father 
then  took  a  poniard  which  was  an  heirloom  from  his  father* 
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Tlie  poniard  was  not  verj  handsome,  but  there  were  silver  bands 
round  the  sheath,  and  at  the  end  there  was  a  silver  plate.  He 
sold  this  poniard  to  a  Chinaman  who  dwelt  in  the  capital,  and 
eame  home  with  twenty-fonr  guilders,  for  which  monej  he 
bought  another  buffalo. 

Saidjah,  who  was  then  about  seven  years  old,  soon  made 
friends  with  the  new  buffalo.  It  is  not  without  meaning  that  I 
sar  ^  made  friends,**  for  it  is  indeed  touching  to  see  how  the 
bnflalo  is  attached  to  the  little  boy  who  watches  over  and  feeds 
him.  The  large  strong  animal  bends  its  heavy  head  to  the 
rights  to  the  left,  or  downward,  just  as  the  pressure  of  the  child's 
finger,  which  he  knows  and  understands,  directs. 

Such  a  friendship  little  Saidjah  had  soon  been  able  to  make 
with  the  new-comer.  The  buffalo  turned  willingly  on  reaching 
the  end  of  the  field,  and  did  not  lose  an  inch  of  ground  when 
plowing  backwards  the  new  furrow.  Quite  near  were  the  rice 
fields  of  the  father  of  Adinda  (the  child  that  was  to  marry  Said- 
jah) ;  and  when  the  little  brothers  of  Adiuda  came  to  the  limit  of 
their  fields  just  at  the  same  time  that  the  father  of  Saidjah  was 
there  with  his  plow,  then  the  children  called  out  merrily  to 
each  other,  and  each  praised  the  strength  and  the  docility  of  his 
boffalo.  Saidjah  was  nine  and  Adinda  8ix«  when  this  buffalo  was 
taken  by  the  chief  of  the  district  of  Parang-Koodjnng.  Saidjah*s 
father,  who  was  very  poor,  thereupon  sold  to  a  Chinaman  two 
stiver  enrtain-hooks  — heirlooms  from  tlie  parents  of  his  wife  — 
for  eighteen  guilders,  and  bought  a  n^'w  buffalo. 

When  this  buffalo  had  also  been  taken  away  and  slaughtered  — 

(I  told  you,  reader,  that  my  story  is  monotonous.) 

•  •  •  Saidjah's  father  fled  out  of  the  country,  for  he  was 
soeh  afraid  of  being  punished  for  not  paying  his  land  taxes,  and 
1m  had  not  another  heirloom  to  sell,  that  he  might  buy  a  new 
boffalo.  However,  he  went  on  for  some  venrs  after  the  loss  of 
his  last  buffalo,  by  working  with  hired  animals  for  plowing;  but 
that  is  a  very  ungrateful  labor,  and  moreover  sad  for  a  person 
who  has  had  buffaloes  of  his  own. 

6aidjah*s  mother  died  of  grief:  and  thon  it  was  that  his 
father,  in  a  moment  of  dejection,  fled  from  Knntam  in  order  to 
todemvor  to  get  lalmr  in  the  Bnitenzorg  districts. 

Bat  he  was  punishod  with  8tri|»€'8  Ix^ranso  lie  hnd  left  Lebak 
without  a  passport,  and  was  Itronght  iuck  by  the  police  to 
Badoer.  But  he  was  not  lontr  in  prison,  f  >r  he  died  soon  after* 
wards.    Saidjah  was  already  lift«  en  years  of  age  when  his  fatlisr 
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set  out  for  Buitcnzorg ;  and  he  did  not  accompany  him  hither, 
because  he  had  other  plans  in  view.  He  had  been  told  that  there 
were  at  Batavia  many  gentlmen  who  drove  in  two-wheeled 
carriages,  and  that  it  would  be  easy  for  him  to  get  a  post  as 
driver.  He  would  gain  much  in  that  way  if  he  behaved  well,  — 
perhaps  be  able  to  save  in  three  years  enough  money  to  buy 
two  buffaloes.  This  was  a  smiling  prospect  for  him.  He  en- 
tered Adinda's  house,  and  communicated  to  her  his  plans. 

'^  Think  of  it  I  when  I  come  back,  we  shall  be  old  enough  to 
marry  and  shall  possess  two  buffaloes :  .  .  •  but  if  i  find  you 
married  ?  " 

"  Saidjah,  you  know  very  well  that  I  shall  marry  nobody  but 
you ;  my  father  promised  me  to  your  father." 

"  And  you  yourself  ?  " 

"  I  shall  marry  you,  you  may  be  sure  of  that.'* 

"  When  I  come  back,  I  will  call  from  afar  off.'* 

"  Who  shall  hear  it,  if  we  are  stamping  rice  in  the  village  ?  '* 

"  That  is  true,  .  .  .  but  Adinda  —  ...  oh  yes,  this  is  bet- 
ter ;  wait  for  me  under  the  oak  wood,  under  the  Retapan." 

^^  But,  Saidjah,  how  can  I  know  when  I  am  to  go  to  the 
Retapan  ?  " 

^^  Count  the  moons ;  I  shall  stay  away  three  times  twelve 
moons.  .  .  .  See,  Adinda,  at  every  new  moon  cut  a  notch  in 
your  rice  block.  When  you  have  cut  three  times  twelve  lines,  I 
will  be  under  the  Retapan  the  next  i^ay :  ...  do  you  {iromise 
to  be  there  ?  " 

^^  Yes,  Saidjah,  I  will  be  there  under  the  Retapan,  near  the 
oak  wood,  when  you  come  back." 

[Saidjah  retnniB  with  money  and  trinkets  at  the  appointed  time,  bnt  does  not 
find  Adinda  ander  the  Retapan.] 

.  .  .  But  if  she  were  ill  or  .  ;  .  dead  ? 

Like  a  wounded  stag  Saidjah  flew  along  the  path  leading 
from  the  Retapan  to  the  village  where  Adinda  lived.  But  .  .  . 
was  it  hurry,  his  eagerness,  that  prevented  hiin  from  finding 
Adinda*s  house  ?  He  had  already  rushed  to  the  end  of  the  road, 
through  the  village,  and  like  one  mad  he  returned  and  beat  his 
head  because  he  must  have  passed  her  house  without  seeing  it. 
But  again  he  was  at  the  entrance  to  the  village,  and  .  •  .  0 
God,  was  it  a  dream  ?  .  .  . 

Again  he  had  not  found  the  house  of  Adinda.  Again  he  flew 
back  and  suddenly  stood  still.  •  .  •  And  the  women  of  Badoer 
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came  oat  of  their  houses,  and  saw  with  sorrow  poor  Saidjah 
standing  there,  for  thej  knew  him  and  understood  that  he  was 
looking  for  the  house  of  Adinda,  and  they  knew  that  there  was 
no  house  of  Adiuda  in  the  village  of  Badoer. 

For  when  the  district  chief  of  Parang-Koodjang  had  taken 
awaj  Adinda's  father's  buffaloes  .  .  . 

(I  told  you,  reader !  that  my  narrative  was  monotonous.) 

•  •  •  Adinda's  mother  died  of  grief,  and  her  baby  sister  died 
because  she  had  no  mother,  and  had  no  one  to  suckle  her.  And 
Adinda's  father,  who  feared  to  be  punished  for  not  paying  his 
land  taxes  •  •  • 

(I  know,  I  know  that  my  tale  is  monotonous.) 

•  •  •  had  fled  out  of  the  country ;  he  had  taken  Adinda  and 
her  brother  with  him.  He  had  gone  to  Tjilang-Rahan,  border^ 
iog  on  the  sea.  There  he  had  concealed  himself  in  the  woods 
and  waited  for  some  others  that  had  been  robbed  of  their  buffa- 
loes by  the  district  chief  of  Parang-Koodjang,  and  all  of  whom 
feared  punishment  for  not  paying  their  land  taxes.  Then  they 
had  at  night  taken  possession  of  a  fishing-boat,  and  steered 
northward  to  the  Lampoons. 

[Saidjah,  following  their  route]  arrived  in  the  Lampoons, 
where  the  inhabitants  were  in  insurrection  against  the  Dutch 
role.  He  joined  a  troop  of  Badoer  men,  not  so  much  to  fight  as 
to  seek  Adinda ;  for  he  had  a  tender  heart,  and  was  more  dis- 
posed to  sorrow  than  to  bitterness. 

One  day  that  the  insurgents  had  been  beaten,  he  wandered 
through  a  village  that  had  just  been  taken  by  the  Dutch,  and 
was  therefore  in  flames.  Saidjah  knew  that  the  trr)op  that  had 
been  destroyed  there  consisted  for  the  most  part  of  Badoer  men. 
He  wandered  like  a  ghost  among  the  bouses  which  were  not 
yet  burned  down,  and  found  the  corpse  of  Adinda's  father  with 
a  bayonet  wound  in  the  breast.  Near  him  Saidjah  saw  the  three 
murdered  brothers  of  Adinda,  still  only  childron,  and  a  little 
farther  lay  the  corpse  of  Adinda,  naked  and  horribly  mutilated. 
•  •...... 

Then  Saidjah  went  to  meet  some  soldiers  wlio  wcmo  driving, 
at  the  point  of  the  bayonet,  the  surviving  insurpnts  into  the  fire 
of  the  burning  houses  ;  he  embraced  the  broad  bnyonots,  pressed 
forward  with  all  his  might,  and  still  repulsed  tlie  soldiers  with 
a  last  exertion,  until  their  weapons  were  buried  to  the  sockets  in 
his  breast. 


THOMAS  DEKEEB. 

Dbeksb,  or  Deckeb,  Thomas,  an  English  dramatist  and  humor- 
ist; bom  about  1676;  died  about  1640.  Of  his  personal  life  little  is 
knovn,  except  that  much  of  it  was  passed  in  extreme  poverty ; 
that  be  was  for  a  time  conuected  with  Ben  Jonson  in  writing  for 
the  st^e;  that  they  afterward  quarrelled,  and  lampooned  each 
other.  Dekker  was  also  connected  with  Ford,  Massinger,  and 
Webster  Id  the  composition  of  several  dramas.  He  was  sole  author 
of  nearly  thiny  plays,  the  best  of  which  are  "  Fortunatus  "  and 
"The  Honest  Whore,"  the  latter  of  which  is  highly  praised  by 
Hazlitt,  who  says  that  it  "nnites  the  simplicity  of  prose  with  the 
graces  of  poetry."  He  wrote  many  pamphlets  ridiculing  the  follies 
of  the  times.  His  pamphlet  "The  Wonderful  Year"  describes 
graphically  the  horors  of  the  plague.  In  the  work  of  collaboration 
he  was  assigned  to  writing  the  scenes  laid  in  shops,  inns,  and 
suburban  pleasure-houses,  which  he  described  with  luxuriant  fancy. 
Some  of  his  characteristic  works  are  "The  Shoemaker's  Holiday,  or 
the  Gentle  Craft "  (1600) ;  »  The  Seven  Deadly  Sins  of  London  " 
(1606)  i  ■'  News  from  Hell "  (1606) ;  "  Westward  Ho  I "  (previous 
to  1606);  "The  Bellman"  (1603);  "The  Gull's  Hornbook" 
(1609);  *' Match  Me  in  London "  (1631) ;  and  "English  VUIaiuies" 
(1637). 

Sleep. 

A  Do  but  consider  what  an  excellent  thing  sleep  is;  it  is  so  in- 
estimable  a  jowol  that  if  a  tyrunt  wimid  give  his  crown  for  aa 
hour's  slnmher,  it  cannot  be  bou<rht;  yea,  go  greatly  are  m 
indebted  to  this  kinsman  of  death,  that  we  owe  tiie  better 
tributftry  half  of  our  life  to  him ;  and  tlioic  is  good  cause  why 
we  ihoiUd  do  so  ;  for  steep  is  that  golden  clisin  that  ties  health 
|d^  together.  Who  complains  of  want,  of  wounds, 
n's  oppressions,  of  captivity,  whilst  h« 
thpir  beds  take  as  much  pleasure  as 
[fifore  surfeit  on  this  delicate  ambrosia  T 
of  that,  whereof  to  taste  too  little 
;  and  to  use  it  but  indiflferently 
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dirowt  OS  into  Bedlam  ?  No,  no.  Look  upon  Endjmion,  tiM 
bkxmi'b  minion,  who  slept  threescore  and  fifteen  years,  and  was 
not  a  hair  the  worse  for  it.  Can  lying  abed  till  noon,  then, 
being  not  the  threescore  and  fifte^th  thousandth  part  of  his 
aapi  bs  hurtful? 


Tub  Pbaibb  of  Fobtunb. 

(From  "  Old  FortoiiBtiit.'^ 

FoETUKS  smiles,  cry  holiday  I 

Dimples  on  her  cheek  do  dwelL 

Fortane  frowns,  cry  well-a-day  I 

Her  lore  is  heaven,  her  hate  is  hell* 

Since  heaven  and  hell  obey  her  power,  — 

Tremble  when  he   eyes  do  lower. 

Since  heaven  and  hell  her  power  obey, 

When  she  smiles,  cry  holiday ! 
Holiday  with  joy  we  cry. 
And  bend  and  bend,  and  merrily 
Sing  hymns  to  Fortune*s  deity, 
Sing  hymns  to  Fortune's  deity. 

Chorus, 

Let  ns  sing  merrily,  merrily,  merrily, 
With  our  songs  let  heaven  resound. 
Fortune's  hands  our  heads  have  crowned. 

Let  ns  sing  merrily,  merrily,  merrily. 

Content. 

(From  «■  Patient  GriMU.") 

Abt  thou  poor,  yet  hast  thou  golden  slumbers  ? 

O  sweet  Content ! 
Art  thou  rich,  yet  is  thy  mind  perplexed  ? 

0  punishment ! 
Dost  thou  laugh  to  see  how  fools  are  vexed 
To  add  to  golden  numbers  g^oldon  numbrTS  ? 
O  sweet  Content,  O  sweet,  O  swrtt  Content  I 

Work  apace,  apace,  apace,  apace, 
Honest  labor  bears  a  level  v  face. 
Then  hey  nonny,  nonny ;  ]wy  nonny,  nonny. 
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Canst  drink  the  waters  of  the  crispM  spring  ? 

O  sweet  Content  I 
Swim'st  thou  in  wealthy  yet  sink'st  in  thine  own  tears  f 

0  Punishment  I 
Then  he  that  patiently  Want's  burden  bears 
No  burden  bears^  but  is  a  king,  a  king. 
0  sweet  Content,  0  sweet,  0  sweet  Content  I 

Rustic  Song. 

(Fxom  *'  The  Son's  Darling.") 

Haymakers,  rakers,  reapers,  and  mowers, 

Wait  on  your  Summer  Queen  I 
Dress  up  with  musk-rose  her  eglantine  bowers. 
Daffodils  strew  the  green ! 
Sing,  dance,  and  play, 
'T  is  holiday  I 
The  sun  does  bravely  shine 
On  our  ears  of  corn. 
Kich  as  a  pearl 
Comes  every  girl. 
This  is  mine,  this  is  mine,  this  is  mine. 
Let  us  die  ere  away  they  be  borne. 

Bow  to  our  Sun,  to  our  Queen,  and  that  fair  one 

Come  to  behold  our  sports : 
Each  bonny  lass  here  is  counted  a  rare  one 
As  those  in  princes'  courts. 
These  and  we 
With  country  glee, 
Will  teach  the  woods  to  resound. 
And  the  hills  with  echoes  hollow. 
Skipping  lambs 
Their  bleating  dams 
'Mongst  kids  shall  trip  it  round; 
For  joy  thus  our  wenches  we  follow. 

Wind,  jolly  huntsmen,  your  neat  bugles  shrilly, 

Hounds,  make  a  lusty  cry  ; 
Spring  up,  you  falconers,  partridges  freely, 
Then  let  your  brave  hawks  fly  I 
Horses  amain. 
Over  ridge,  over  plain, 
The  dogs  have  the  stag  in  chase  : 
'Tis  a  sport  to  content  a  king. 
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So  ho !  hoi  through  the  skies 
How  the  proud  bird  flies. 
And  sousing,  kills  with  a  grace  I 
Now  the  deer  faUs;  hark  1  how  they  ring. 

LULLABT. 

(From  •*  Patieiit  GriMO.*) 

OoLDKN  slumbers  kiss  your  eyes, 
Smiles  awake  you  when  you  rise. 
Sleep,  pretty  wantons,  do  not  cry. 
And  I  will  sing  a  lullaby. 
Rock  them,  rock  them,  lullaby • 

Care  is  heavy,  therefore  sleep  you. 
You  are  care,  and  care  must  keep  you. 
Sleep,  pretty  wantons,  do  not  cry, 
And  I  will  sing  a  lullaby. 
Rock  them,  rock  them,  lullaby. 

Life  at  Coubt. 

Foe  still  in  all  the  regions  I  have  seen, 
I  scorned  to  crowd  among  the  muddy  throng 
Of  the  rank  multitude,  whose  thickened  breath -» 
Like  to  condensed  fogs  —  to  choke  that  beauty, 
Which  else  would  dwell  in  every  kingdom's  cheek* 
No;  I  still  boldly  stept  into  their  courts  : 
For  there  to  live  't  is  rare,  oh  't  is  divine  t 
There  shall  you  see  faces  angelical ; 
There  shall  you  see  troops  of  chaste  goddesses. 
Whose  starlike  eyes  have  power  —  might  they  still  shinB  -^ 
To  make  night  day,  and  day  more  crystalline. 
Near  these  you  shall  behold  great  heroes, 
W'hitt'-headed  councillors,  and  jovial  spirits. 
Standing  like  fiery  cherubim  to  guard 
The  monarch,  who  in  godlike  glory  sits 
In  midst  of  these,  as  if  this  deity 
Had  with  a  look  created  a  new  world. 
The  standers-by  being  the  fair  workmanship. 


MABOABETTA  WADE  DELAND. 

llKLAKD,  Maboabetta  Wadb  (Gaxpbbll),  <'  Margaret  Deland," 
poet  and  novelist ;  bom  at  Alleghanj,  Pa.,  February  23,  1857.  She 
was  educated  at  Pelham  Priory,  New  Bochelle,  N.  Y.  After  study* 
ing  at  Cooper  Union,  New  York,  she  was  a  teacher  of  industrial 
design  in  the  Normal  College  for  girls,  New  York,  1878-79.  She 
was  married,  1880,  to  Lorin  F.  Deland  of  Boston.  In  poetry  she 
has  published  "  The  Old  Garden,  and  other  Verses  "  (1886).  Her 
noTels  are  "  John  Ward,  Preacher  "(1888) ;  "  Florida  Days  "  (1889)  j 
"Sidney"  (1890);  and  "Philip  and  His  Wife"  (1894).  "John 
Ward,  Preacher, "instantly  commanded  public  attention  by  its  vigor 
and  keenness  in  tracing  the  abnormal  influence  of  certain  doctrinal 
belief  formerly  current  in  the  Church  and  supposed  to  be  a  part  of 
Christianity. 

At  Whose  Door?^ 

(l^om  *  Mr.  Tommy  Dore,  and  Other  Stories/*) 

I. 

The  garden  in  front  of  Friend  Townsend^s  great  gray  house 
had  been  touched  by  frost,  though  the  days  were  languid  with 
slumberous  September  heat ;  the  more  delicate  plants  stood  with 
limp,  pallid  leaves  and  hanging  heads,  but  salvias  blazed  inside 
the  box  borders,  and  zinnias  were  in  coarse  and  riotous  bloom. 
There  was  a  scent  of  decay  and  dampness  in  the  still  air,  in 
spite  of  the  flooding  sunshine,  and  now  and  then  a  leaf  floated 
slowly  down  from  the  thinning  branches  of  the  tulip-trees, 
through  which  came  the  distant  flash  and  ripple  of  the  river. 

Rachel  Dudley  stood  leaning  against  the  old  sun-dial  at  the 
foot  of  the  garden,  her  chin  resting  on  her  hand,  and  her  straight 
black  brows  gathered  in  a  sullen  frown. 

She  could  not  be  seen  from  the  house,  for  the  laburnum 
hedge  hid  that  part  of  the  garden,  but  any  one  passing  the 
stone  gateway  might  have  caught  a  glimpse  of  her  slender  figure 
tiiioii{^  the  osage-orange  trees  which  bordered  the  dusigr  tant- 

»  By  pOTaiwkm  ef  Wwigkii,  mmi »  Oa 
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pike.  And  Roger  Livingstone  was  watching  for  her,  as  he  made 
his  horse  walk  past  the  line  of  Friend  Townsend^s  estate ;  so  he 
was  quick  to  dismount  and  throw  the  bay's  bridle  over  the  stone 
ball  on  one  of  the  ivy-covered  gate-posts,  and  then  open  the  tall 
iron  gate,  and  hurrj  down  the  steps  into  the  damp  stillness  of 
the  garden. 

Roger  and  Rachel  had  known  each  other  for  many  years,  but 
in  spite  of  perpetual  quarrelling  it  had  never  occurred  to  Roger 
to  fall  in  love  with  her,  —  at  least  until  very  lately,  and  then 
only  because  his  father  had  looked  at  him  one  day  with  shrewa 
good-nature  and  said :  ^^  Remember,  boy,  the  pretty  Quakeress 
has  a  fortune  of  her  own.*' 

That  had  made  Roger  think  ;  but,  after  all,  could  a  fortune 
give  a  man  happiness,  if  the  girl  was  first  jealous  and  then  in« 
different,  and  always  quick  to  take  offence  T  Roger  thought  not ; 
bat  he  liked  Rachel,  and  while  he  was  making  up  his  mind  he 
was  involuntarily  and  unconsciously  more  friendly.  A  young 
man  cannot  contemplate  marrying  a  girl,  even  as  a  remote  pos- 
sibility, and  avoid,  in  his  most  ordinary  conversation  with  her, 
a  betraval  of  the  attitude  of  his  mind. 

After  these  careless  words  about  the  pretty  Quakeress  and 
the  fortune,  Ro^r  found  a  new  pleasure  in  meeting  Rachel ; 
bat  he  felt,  vaguely,  that  Friend  Townsend  did  not  like  him,  and 
•o  he  fell  into  the  habit  of  seeing  her  oftener  in  the  old  gar- 
den than  in  her  uncle's  house.  In  these  meetings,  he  did  not 
speak  to  her  of  the  happy  interests  of  more  worldly  youth. 
He  could  not  talk  of  this  harmless  diversion  or  of  that  pretty 
folly,  a  ball,  or  a  dance,  or  the  hundred  ^nyetios  that  belonged 
to  their  years,  because  Rachel  knew  nothing  about  theuL  The 
only  thing  that  he  could  give  or  that  she  could  receive  was 
svmpathy  for  what  she  chose  to  cousider  the  loneliness  of  her 
life. 

Roger  knew  that  this  sympathy  gave  her  pleasure,  so,  being 
a  good-natured  fellow,  he  was  willing  enough  to  condole  with 
her.  Furthermore,  the  half  secrecy  of  thoir  meetings  here 
in  the  garden,  or  along  some  shadowy  path  beside  the  river, 
had  a  charm  for  him,  to  which  his  father's  hint  had  added  a 
pleasing  excitement  of  uncertainty  as  to  his  future  sentiments 
towards  her.  He  was  eager  now  to  know  if  his  plan  of  taking 
ber  to  the  theatre  on  Saturday  afternoon  could  be  carried  out, 

**  Well  ?"  he  said,  as  he  reached  her  side.  She  glanced  up 
for  a  moment  from  under  her  frowning  brows  at  his  handsome^ 
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boyish  face,  as  he  stood  striking  at  his  riding-boots  with  his  switch 
and  waiting  for  her  reply. 

^  It  is  no  use,  they  won't  let  me  go,"  she  said,  gloomily,  not 
even  lifting  her  chin  from  her  slim  brown  hand. 

He  turned  sharply  on  his  heel,  his  spur  grinding  down  into 
the  damp  moss  of  the  path.  For  an  instant  he  was  too  much 
disappointed  to  speak. 

"  It 's  outrageous !  "  he  cried,  "upon  my  word,  it's  outra- 
geous! They're  cruel,  I  tell  you,  Rachel,  they're  absolutely 
cruel ! " 

"  They  don't  care,''  Rachel  said  briefly. 

"  I  'd  go,  anyhow,"  Roger  continued  angrily ;  **  why  on  earth 
should  you  give  up  everything  to  please  people  who  don't  care 
anything  about  you  anyway  ?  " 

Rachel  winced.    "  I  know  they  don't,"  she  said. 

"  Well,  then,  make  up  your  mind  to  go,"  Roger  ended  ;  "  it 
is  n't  as  though  they  had  any  reason  for  saying  you  should  n't. 
Of  course,  in  any  reasonable  thing,  I  wouldn't  advise  you  to  — 
to  disobey  them.  But  this  is  folly,  Rachel.  Honestly,  I  believe 
I'd  go!" 

"  Of  course  it  is  not  reasonable^^*  Rachel  cried  passionately. 
"  Why,  if  they  would  give  me  a  good  reason,  I  would  n't  say 
another  word.  They  just  tell  me, '  It  isn't  best,'  and  if  I  say 
*  Why  ? '  Aunt  Sarah  says,  *  Thee  must  trust  thy  uncle  and  me.' 
Trust  them ! "  and  she  laughed, ''  they  won't  let  me  go  because 
they  want  to  disappoint  me.     I  will  trust  them  to  do  that ! " 

"  Why,  they  make  a  business  of  being  disagreeable  to  you, 
don't  they  ?  "  Roger  condoled,  his  flash  of  boyish  anger  gone. 

"  They  think  it  makes  people  good  to  be  disappointed,"  Rachel 
said,  with  that  contempt  which  seems  to  youth  so  withering. 
"And  they  want  to  make  me  good,  they  think  I  am  so  wicked. 
Oh,  I  am  —  I  am!  but  if  they  thought  anything  good  of  me  I 
could  be  good,  it  seems  to  me;  or  if  they  loved  me  the  least  bit, 
I  would  not  mind  giving  up  everything  in  the  world  for  them, 
everything !  But  they  don't  care  whether  I  am  alive  or  dead ! " 
She  laid  her  cheek  down  on  the  hot  face  of  the  dial  and  sobbed. 

"Don't  cry,"  Roger  said  sympathetically  ;  "  what  good  does 
it  do  to  cry  ?  Why  don't  you  just  go,  anyhow  ?  1  believe  they  'd 
respect  you  more  if  you  liad  a  will  of  your  own.  And  it  is  n't  as 
if  they  were  your  own  father  and  mother,  you  know.". 

She  shook  her  head.  '*0h,  I  can't!  Thee  knows  I  can't. 
And  it  is  n't  that  I  want  to  go  to  the  theatre  so  very  much,  Roger. 


»» 
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If  they  had  only  said  I  should  n't,  differently.  It  *s  the  way  they 
•aid  it.  As  though  I  was  wicked  to  want  such  a  thing ;  a  kind 
of  despair  about  roe ;  and  yet  as  if,  after  all,  it  was  only  to  be 
expected  of  me.  I  might  as  well  live  up  to  it  I  might  as  well 
be  as  bad  as  they  think  I  am  ! " 

Her  quick  transition  from  grief  to  anger  dried  her  tears. 
Roger  did  not  know  what  to  say  ;  his  somewhat  slow  mind  could 
not  keep  pace  with  her  sudden  changes,  and  her  gusts  of  feeling 
wearied  him. 

He  glanced  at  his  horse,  cropping  the  grass  about  the  gate- 
post, and  rubbing  his  velTety  nose  against  the  reddening  ivy 
leaves. 

Rachel  noticed  his  look  and  feared  he  was  going  to  leave  her. 
*^  I  believe  thee  *s  right,  Roger,"  she  said.  ^^  I  believe  I  ought  to 
live  my  life  in  my  own  way,  to  make  them  respect  me.   I  trtUgo!  ** 

Roger  looked  at  her  with  admiration,  yet  there  was  a  little 
doubt  in  his  voice  as  he  said  :  ^^  It's  the  only  thing  to  do,  Rachel ; 
only  —  of  course  —  you  don't  want  to  make  them  very  angry  t 

•*  I  don't  care  how  angry  they  are ! "  she  cried ;  **  it  is  u't 
if  they  loved  me." 

•*  Or  as  if  you  loved  them,"  Roger  said.  **  Only  —  think  it 
over,  Rachel.     I  don*t  know  ;  somehow  I  don't  feel  quite  sure." 

^  /feel  sure,"  she  answered,  striking  her  hands  sharply  to- 
gether ;  ^*  but,  oh,  I  do  love  them  —  I  do  I  I  do !  And  they  don't 
want  mv  love !  '* 

Roger  tried  awkwardly  to  comfort  her,  but  he  felt  as  though 
he  would  rather  give  up  the  theatre  than  have  any  more  tears, 
and  he  began  to  think  he  had  been  rash  to  urge  her  to  go. 

But  Rachel  had  decided.  There  was  a  bitter  joy  in  making 
bertelf  as  bad  as  her  uncle  and  aunt  thought  her. 

*^They  expect  me  to  be  disobedient;  they  are  always  watch- 
ing for  it ;  so  I  '11  go,  Roger !" 


n. 

It  was  not,  however,  quite  easy  to  go  into  town  on  Saturday. 

**  Why  does  thee  start  s(»  early,  Rachel  ?"  Sarah  Townsend 
ittid,  as  her  niece  put  on  her  little  drab  bonnet  immediately  after 
the  Doon  dinner;  **thee  will  have  a  lon^  afternoon  in  town.  I 
wish  thee  was  not  such  a  ^d-about.    I  wish  thee  loved  thy  home.** 

••Thee  will  not  miss  mc,"  Rachel  answered,  with  the  bitter- 
of  premeditated  disobedience.     She  was  already  beginning 

fOI.  TU.  — 11 
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to  feel  remorse,  and  was  blaming  her  aunt  for  her  suffering. 
^^If  thee  thinks  I  am  a  gad-about,  Aunt  Sarah,  I  don't  see 
how  thee  can  expect  me  to  loTe  my  home.  I  don't  see  how  I 
can.'* 

Rachel's  fingers  trembled  as  she  smoothed  the  gray  ribbons 
under  her  chin.  But  Sarah's  quiet  sigh,  as  she  said,  ^^Thee 
need  not  try  to  show  me  how  little  thee  cares  for  thy  home, —  I 
know  it  too  well,"  was  like  wind  upon  the  fire. 

Rachel  fiung  back  some  sharp  untruth  as  she  opened  the 
white  front  door  and  let  herself  out  into  the  sunshine.  B^it 
there  was  a  sob  in  her  throat,  and  her  eyes  were  stung  with 
unshed  tears  which  blurred  the  spray  of  salvia  she  stuck  in  her 
dress.  **'  I  won't  look  any  more  like  a  Friend  than  I  can  help ! " 
she  said  hotly,  as  she  picked  the  flaming  blossom,  knowing  how 
such  a  thought  would  wound  her  aunt.  But  she  did  not  need 
the  salvia.  Her  vivid  face  was  not  in  harmony  with  her  quiet 
bonnet  and  gown;  she  looked  like  one  of  the  world's  people 
masquerading  as  a  Quakeress. 

Roger  watched,  with  a  growing  fascination,  her  kindling 
eyes  and  her  childlike  tears  and  laughter  as  the  play  progressed. 
He  even  wondered,  as  they  left  the  glare  of  the  theatre  and 
came  out  into  the  soft  dusk  of  the  autumn  afternoon,  whether 
he  was  not  very  much  in  love  with  this  strange,  wild,  pitiful 
creature,  whose  restless,  throbbing  life  beat  against  the  calm  of 
her  home. 

In  his  uncertainty,  and  his  pleasure  in  her  pleasure,  and  the 
charm  of  stolen  excitement,  he  was  almost  tender  to  her, — 
very  kind  to  her,  Rachel  thought.  He  could  not  help  telling 
her,  too,  how  lovely  he  thought  her  face  was,  *'  and  those  little 
soft  rings  of  hair,  Rachel,  round  your  temples,  are  so  pretty  !  '* 

Rachel  grew  scarlet.  No  one  had  ever  said  such  a  thing  to 
her.  She  trembled  a  little,  and  looked  at  him  with  such  beauti- 
ful, appealing  eyes,  that  Roger  said  more  of  the  same  nature. 
He  spoke  of  the  happiness  it  was  to  be  near  her,  and  how  much 
he  hoped  that  in  the  future  she  would  not  forget  him  —  ("For- 
get thee  ?  Why,  Roger,  I  have  known  thee  all  my  life.  How 
could  I  forget  thee?"  she  said,  simply)  — and  he  observed  that 
life  for  him  had  not  much  to  offer  now.  He  had  loved,  but  that 
was  in  his  youth.  There  had  been  a  girl  once  —  But  he  would 
tell  her  about  that  some  other  time.  He  would  only  say  now 
that  he  had  suffered  as  few  men  ever  had  suffered  —  (though 
"she"  was  entirely  unworthy,  as  he  afterwards  discovered  when 
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•he  married  some  one  else).  But  that  was  all  in  the  past,  he 
told  Rachel,  aud  he  felt  that  the  ashes  of  memory  might  kindle 
again  if  she  would  but  be  his  friend. 

U[M>n  reflection,  afterwards,  Roger  felt  that  all  this  had  been 
very  unwise.  Not  that  he  had  committed  himself  in  any  way : 
OD  the  contrary,  he  had  given  Rachel  to  understand  that 
although  his  heart,  buried  in  those  ashes  of  memory,  was  capa- 
ble of  l>cing  kindled,  it  was  with  no  warmer  flame  than  friend- 
diip.  ^  But  girls  are  so  silly  ;  they  're  always  misunderstanding 
things,**  he  thought  guiltily.  And  so  there  were  times  during 
the  next  week,  while  the  remembrance  of  this  indiscretion  was 
fresh,  that  he  tried  to  undo  his  words  by  being  a  little  less 
than  friendly  ;  such  an  attempt,  however,  was  always  followed 
by  a  burst  of  pity  for  her,  and  then  admiration,  and  then  some- 
thing strangely  like  tenderness.  As  for  her,  every  word  he  so 
rashly  said  that  afternoon  went  deep  into  her  heart,  and  no 
temporary  coldness  in  him  could  make  her  forget  them. 

In  the  excitement  and  pleasure  of  the  play  Rachel  lost  sig^t 
of  everything  else.  Her  gladness  made  the  whole  world  seem 
loving  and  lovable. 

^Oh,  Roger,"  she  said,  *Mt  was  beautiful!  Let's  come 
•gain.** 

•  We  can  come  every  Saturday  afternoon,  if  you  only  will,** 
be  answered  eagerly,  ^  and  it  will  be  better  each  time,  and 
Frieod  Townsend  and  your  aunt  will  see  that  it  does  n't  do  any 
hann.** 

BacheFs  face  fell.  **  I  had  forgotten  them,"  she  said.  And 
when  Roger  left  her  at  the  sun  dial,  and  she  hurried  through  the 
garden  to  the  big,  silent  house,  there  was  no  defiance  in  her 
heart ;  nothing  but  frightened  dismay  and  penitence. 

The  lamps  were  not  lighted  in  the  hall,  only  the  faint  Se|> 
tember  twilight  struggled  in  through  the  fanlike  window  over 
the  front  door,  but  Rachel  could  see  the  disapproval  on  her 
aimt*s  face.  Sarah  Townsend  was  standing  on  the  lowest  step 
of  the  staircase,  waiting  to  speak  to  her  niece,  before  going  into 
the  dining-room  to  see  that  the  candles  were  lighted  for  tea. 
She  was  fresh  from  her  simple  toilet-table;  in  the  clear,  fine 
folds  of  her  kerchief  were  some  rose-geranium  leaves,  and  the 
spodets  muslin  of  her  cap  rested  upon  the  shining  smoothness 
ol  her  gray  hair.  Her  exquisite,  fragrant  neatness  was  in  sharp 
coot raat  to  RacheVs  llushed  face ;  rebellious  curls  were  blown 
the  girl's  eyes  and  above  tlie  brim  of  her  bonnet;  her 
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shawl,  too,  was  awrj,  and  she  had  torn  one  glove  as  she  tried 
to  pull  it  oflF. 

"  I  hoped,"  said  Sarah  gravely,  "  thee  would  come  out  by  an 
earlier  train." 

"  I  told  thee  I  was  coming  at  five,"  Rachel  answered,  with 
the  quick  thought  that  perhaps  her  aunt  had  missed  her.  ^^  If 
thee  had  told  me  that  thee  wanted  me,  I  "  —  Then  she  stopped 
abruptly,  realizing  that  she  could  not  have  come  before.  "  Why 
did  n't  thee  tell  me  ?  Thee  knows,  Aunt  Sarah,  the  only  thing 
in  the  world  I  want  to  do  is  just  to  please  thee!"  Confession 
was  trembling  upon  Rachel's  lips. 

"  1  want  thee  to  want  to  come,  Rachel,"  Sarah  said  simply, 
and  then  with  her  gentle  footfall  she  went  into  the  dining-room, 
and  standing  at  the  narrow  sideboard,  with  its  slender  carved 
legs  and  inlaid  doors  and  drawers,  she  began  to  light  the  candles 
in  four  tall  candlesticks.  Rachel  followed  her,  with  that  feel- 
ing of  aggravation  which  comes  when  trying  to  talk  to  a  person 
who  is  walking  away  from  one,  and  with  an  instant  resolution 
to  be  heard.  Sarah  had  lighted  a  spill  at  the  blue  flames  of  the 
apple-wood  fire,  and  was  slowly  touching  the  candle  wicks  with 
it.  Its  delicate  glow  shone  on  her  serious  face.  She  looked  up 
at  Rachel. 

^^  At  least  thee  knows  it  does  not  please  me  to  see  thee  so 
untidy,"  she  said. 

"  01  course  thee  thinks  I  would  n't  have  come  if  thee  had 
said  thee  wanted  me,"  Rachel  cried  ;  "  and  I  could  n't  help  the 
wind  blowing." 

"K  thee  cannot  speak  respectfully  thee  can  at  least  be 
silent,"  Sarah  answered  calmly.  Then  with  her  quiet  step  she 
again  passed  the  girl  and  went  into  the  parlor,  grieved  in  her 
kind,  just  heart  at  the  antagonism  in  Rachel's  voice.  And 
Rachel,  in  her  small,  orderly  room,  gave  no  thought  to  repent- 
ance, but  lived  over  again  the  excitement  of  the  afternoon,  and 
Roger's  kindness  in  taking  her,  and  the  sound  of  his  voice  in 
those  new  words  he  spoke.  "  I  will  go  again ! "  she  said  to  her* 
self.    And  she  did. 

m. 

The  miserable  consciousness  of  deceit  cannot  be  entirely 
escaped  even  in  the  height  of  enjoyment,  and  the  theatre  never 
seemed  so  pleasant  to  Rachel  again.  Indeed,  except  that  it  gave 
her  Roger's  companionship,  upon  which  she  was  more  and  more 
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dependent,  Bhc  would  not  have  cared  to  ^o ;  and  even  his  com- 
panionship did  not  persuade  her  inon*  than  two  or  three  times, 
after  which  her  e(Torts  to  escape  the  stings  of  conscience  were 
Tery  apparent. 

Remorso  htviran  to  stain  all  her  interests,  and  even  her  few 
pleasures.  Remorse  is  a  very  dreadful  pain  to  the  young. 
Hey  have  not  the  experience  of  years  of  wrong-doing  to  teach 
them  that  there  will  come  times  of  ease  from  that  weight  and 
ache  l>elow  the  breast-bone,  tiiat  sick  feeling  of  remembrance 
intruding  u|K)n  their  happy  and  forgetful  moments ;  still  less  can 
thej  grasp  the  relief  of  hoping  that  remorse  may  end  altogether. 
Rachel,  for  mere  pain  of  her  sin,  sinned  again  to  forget  the  pain. 
She  was  only  happy  with  Roger,  but  the  last  ex|>edition  to  the 
dieatre  left  her  more  unhappy  than  liefore.  She  was  strangely 
mtless;  she  took  long  walks  alone,  simply  for  occupation,  or 
hurried  into  the  city  and  out  again  for  no  other  purpose  than  to 
divert  her  thoughts  from  her  disol)edience.  She  went  over  and 
avar  in  her  mind  terms  in  which  she  might  confess  what  she 
had  done  —  for  it  would  be  such  a  relief  to  confess!  But  the 
Ihonght  of  her  aunt's  disomy,  whicii  would  have  in  it  no  sur- 
made  the  child  shrink  back  into  iierself. 
Sarah  Townaend  saw  the  restlessnrss  with  concern,  but  she 
have  no  conception  of  its  redeeming  cause.  Yet  it  was 
mtil  one  November  afternoon  that  she  spoke  of  it  to  her 


*I  have  not  wanted  thee  to  think  less  well  of  the  child  than 

doeai  Joaephy'^ahe  ended  anxiously,  *'and  so  I  have  not 

Wlttee  that  I  waa  troubled  about  her;  sometimes  I  think  thy 

MpMnta  are  almoat  harsh,  because  thy  ideal  is  so  high.     But 

^Aawa  aneh  unrest,  this  running  about  so  much.     She  ought 

vbh  to  be  at  home.     Home  is  the   Lord's  place  for  a 

*<«l  yonng  woman ;  it  is  an  nnregenerate  and  shallow  mind 

demands  constant  recreation.'* 

:.  jres,  that  is  true,"  Friend  Townsond  answered.     He 

^•ogan  to  walk  nervously  about  thr  rnom.     '*  It  must 

he  said.     ^  We  must  remember  Ikt  heritage  from 

'*.  and  insist  u|>on  a  quieter  life  and  a  contented 

!  young  Roger  Livingstimc  has  gone  in  town. 

it  think  she  sees  him  there  ?  " 

•■  her  ehair  in  sudden  anxietv. 

'! '•  s*^  "how  can  thee  think  of  sueh 

«  of  youth  which  S4'eks  any 
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oecnpation  but  duty.  A  woman  of  thy  family  could  not  so  for- 
get herself. ''  With  all  its  gentleness,  there  was  a  calm  pride 
in  Sarah's  face  as  she  said  this.  ^'  But  we  must  stop  her  going 
into  the  city  so  much;  that  impulsive,  inconsequent  nature  of 
hers  must  be  trained  to  self-control.  Will  thee  speak  to  her, 
or  shall  I  ?  " 

^*  Oh,  thee,  thee, "  Joseph  said.  ^  But,  Sarah,  why  did  thee 
not  put  a  stop  to  it  long  ago  ?  " 

^^ Because,"  she  answered,  sadly,  ^Hhere  are  so  many  com- 
mands to  give.  I  have  to  reprove  her  so  often.  She  does  not 
know  how  much  I  dread  to  find  fault ;  and  she  is  so  ready  to  be 
angry !  It  seems  to  alienate  her,  too,  and  make  her  more  un 
loving,  when  I  do  admonish  her.  '  She  cannot  see  that  it  is 
only  because  I  love  her  that  I  do  it,  —  but  thee  knows  I  love 
her,  Joseph  ?  '* 

The  wistful  tremor  in  her  even  voice  gave  her  husband  a 
shock  of  pain. 

*^She  has  an  evil  nature,"  he  said  angrily,  ^4f  she  can  bear 
to  make  thee  grieve. " 

Yet,  as  they  sat  waiting  for  Rachel  to  come  home  from  a 
long  walk  in  the  cold,  gray  afternoon,  his  heart  melted  toward 
the  child ;  and  when  at  last  she  entered  the  quiet  room,  he  rose 
and  left  it,  though  in  a  silence  she  thought  stern.  By  him- 
self in  the  hall,  he  struck  his  bauds  together  with  a  gesture 
strangely  unlike  his  usual  calm.  ^'Poor  Rachel,"  he  said, 
^poor  child!"  His  head  sank  upon  his  breast  as  he  walked 
restlessly  about.  Josepl^  Townsend  was  remembering  many 
things. 

Rachel  was  in  a  softened  mood  when  she  came  into  the  par- 
lor. In  her  walk  along  the  river  patli  she  had  been  thinking 
that,  after  all,  life  might  be  very  beautiful  if  there  were  love 
in  it;  —  and  Roger  loved  her!  She  was  sure  of  that.  Yes,  a 
girl  might  be  very  glad  to  be  alive,  if  there  were  love  in  life, 
and  one  tried  to  be  good,  —  and  she  meant  to  be  good  hereafter. 
Of  late  she  had  been  living  in  a  dream  of  Roger,  into  which 
the  real  man  had  not  entered.  She  had  not  noticed  his  efforts 
at  commonplace  friendliness,  for  they  were  so  genuine  there 
could  be  no  sting  in  them,  and  beside  they  alternated  with  that 
talk  about  "friendship"  which  is  such  subtile  love-making. 
It  needed  something  sharp  to  pierce  the  mist  in  which  her  own 
construction  of  his  looks  and  words  had  wrapped  her.  That 
afternoon,  in  the  glow  of  content  about  her  heart,  she  forgot 
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for  a  little  while  her  remorse;  and  when  she  remembered  it 
all,  her  contrition  was  subtly  pervaded  by  her  joy. 

^Rachel/'  Sarah  said,  in  her  low,  even  yoice,  glancing  at 
the  girl,  who  stood  resting  her  forehead  on  the  edge  of  the 
mantel-piece  and  idly  unfastening  her  bonnet,  ^thy  uncle  and 
I  feel  that  thy  taking  such  long  walks,  and  going  so  often  into 
town  for  no  purpose,  is  but  idling  away  thy  time,  and  we  think 
it  best  for  thee  to  put  a  stop  to  it  We  need  not  discuss  it, 
bat  just  remember  what  I  say.'* 

Rachel  did  not  speak,  and  her  aunt,  thinking  it  was  sullen 
acquiescence,  added,  ^  It  is  for  thy  own  good ;  we  are  sorry  to 
croM  thee.** 

The  pleading  in  Sarah's  tone  touched  the  child ;  an  impulse 
of  love  and  repentance  and  happiness  sent  the  tears  brimming 
into  her  eyes.  ^Oh,  Aunt  Sarah/'  she  said,  ^I  won't  do  any- 
thing thee  does  n't  want  me  to,  but  —  but  —  I  have ;  and  I  am 
so  sorrv ! " 

Sarah  Townsend  looked  up  at  her  with  sudden  tenderness 
and  hope.  ^If  thee  is  really  sorry  it  will  be  easy  for  thee  to 
please  us,  my  dear. " 

At  that  unusual,  almost  unknown  word,  Rachel's  reserve 
gave  way.  She  flung  her  bonnet  on  the  floor  and  sank  upon 
ber  knees  beside  her  aunt,  hiding  her  face  in  Sarah's  lap.  It 
seemed  to  her  that  she  had  begun  her  confession ;  and  she  was 
already  comforted,  and  restored  in  her  own  eyes;  she  did  not 
realize  that  confession  is  relief,  not  remission. 

^'It  is  n't  just  the  going  in  town,"  she  said,  her  voice  shaken 
with  tears.  ^I  have  done  wrong.  Aunt  Sarah.  Oh,  I  have 
been  so  wicked  —  so  wicked!  Thee  can  never,  never,  never 
forgive  me!" 

Seenes  like  this  seemed  to  Sarah  Townsend  to  lack  genu- 
ineness. It  was  not  necessary  to  l>e  dramatic.  ^Thee  must 
not  throw  thy  bonnet  on  the  floor,  Rachel,"  she  replied  calmly, 
**and  thee  must  be  more  composed.  Instead  of  crying,  just 
make  up  thy  mind  to  be  a  good  pirl." 

But  Rachel  could  not  check  her  impetuous  remorse.  **! 
did  not  think  it  was  really  wrong  when  I  did  it  I  do  not 
believe  I  stopped  to  think  at  all.  Oh,  Aunt  Sarah,  Aunt 
.^rah,  I  am  so  wicked!  I  have  been  going  into  town  and  — 
and  —  meeting  Roger,  and  —  " 

Sarah  put  her  hands  on  the  girl's  shoulders  and  lifted  her 
vHfa  a  shsxp  push. 
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^  What  does  tbeo  mean,  Bachel  ?  "  she  said. 

At  the  change  in  her  voice,  Rachel  knelt  upright,  brushing 
her  hair  back  from  her  startled  eyes,  and  looking  wonderingly 
at  her  aunt. 

^  What  does  thee  mean  about  Roger  Livingstone  ?  "  Sarah 
repeated,  with  something  which  was  almost  terror  in  her 
tone. 

"Oh,  Aunt  Sarah,"  the  girl  faltered,  trying  to  hide  her 
face  on  her  aunt's  knees,  but  held  back  by  the  relentless  hands, 
"I  have  been  to  the  theatre  with  Roger,  that 's  all." 

^^  All ! "  Sarah  exclaimed,  half  with  relief  and  half  with  in- 
dignant protest. 

"Yes,"  Rachel  said,  covering  her  face  with  her  hands  and 
sobbing;  "yes,  that's  what  I  went  in  town  for,  three  after- 
noons last  month." 

Sarah  could  not  speak ;  she  felt  almost  faint.  She  did  not 
see  that  Rachel  had  put  her  heart  into  her  hands  for  good  or 
ill;  only  the  deceit,  the  disobedience,  the  dismay  at  Roger's 
influence,  pressed  upon  her.  She  bent  her  sweet,  stern  face 
upon  her  breast  and  groaned. 

Rachel  shivered.  "Oh,  I  am  so  sorry,  — I  am  so  sorry.  I 
will  be  good  after  this,  always,     I  will  be  good!" 

"Perhaps  thee  cannot  be  good,  Rachel,"  Sarah  said  in  a 
broken  voice,  speaking  involuntarily  her  thought  that  it  might 
be  that  the  child  was  not  altogether  responsible  for  this  warped 
moral  nature ;  and  that  perhaps,  too,  her  own  severity,  which 
had  seemed  a  duty,  had  but  made  things  worse.  "Thee  has 
deceived  us  as  well  as  disobeyed  us,"  she  said  sadly,  and 
paused,  but  Rachel  did  not  speak;  "and  thee  can  find  pleasure 
in  the  companionship  of  such  a  man  as  Roger  Livingstone,  — 
thee,  Joseph's  niece!" 

Rachel  rose,  the  softness  frozen,  the  tenderness  bitter.  "  I 
have  deceived  thee,  but  I  am  sorry.  I  have  asked  thee  to  for- 
give me.  I  am  sorry.  I  don't  see  what  more  I  can  say." 
She  had  that  feeling,  —  which  often  comes  with  confession,  — 
that  by  confession  the  sin  is  atoned  for ;  and  with  it  a  sense  of 
injury,  almost  anger,  that  her  listener  should  feel  surprise  or 
grief.  She  resented  Sarah's  dismay  as  unjust  and  cruel. 
"I've  told  thee  about  it;  I  don't  see  what  else  I  can  do,"  she 
said  sullenly,  tying  the  fringe  of  her  gray  shawl  into  knots, 
and  never  lifting  her  eyes  to  her  aunt's  face  "  There  is  noth- 
ing wrong  in  being  glad  to  see  Roger.     If  he  'd  been  welcome 
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liere,  I  neednH  have  seen  him  anywhere  else,  and  —  and — I 
like  to  be  with  Roger." 

Sarah  looked  at  her  for  a  moment  without  speaking ;  then 
ahe  said  abruptly,  ^^  Rachel,  has  Roger  asked  thee  to  marry 
him  ?  I  ask  thee,  though  I  am  not  sure  that  thee  will  tell  me 
the  troth."  Sarah  was  quite  calm  now,  but  her  mind  was  con- 
fined between  distress  at  this  foolish  defiance,  and  the  far 
deeper  grief  of  the  girl's  deceit  Rachel's  lips  parted  and  then 
closed  again.     She  hung  her  head  in  silence. 

•*  Answer  me,  Rachel" 

But  Rachel  could  not  speak. 

^Doea  thee  mean,"  Sarah  said  incisively,  ^that  thee  cares 
for  a  man  who  does  not  care  for  thee  ?  And  that,  to  be  with 
him,  thee  has  been  willing  to  deceive  and  disobey  thy  uncle  and 
aont?  —  thee  has  taken  a  lie  upon  thy  soul  1  Rachel,  1  have 
known  that  thee  did  not  love  us,  and  did  not  cheerfully  obey 
Qi,  bot  I  never  knew  that  thy  heart  was  filled  with  deceit,  and 
that  thee  had  not  the  modesty  of  the  young  women  of  thy 
family.     Does  thee  think  we  can  ever  trust  thee  again?" 

Rachel  stood  without  any  words,  trembling  and  panting  like 
some  wounded  animal.  She  had  no  thought  of  self-defence;  it 
was  only  pain. 

^Thee  may  go  to  thy  room,"  Sarah  said  after  a  long  silence; 
**thr  uncle  and  I  will  try  and  decide  what  had  best  be  done." 

Without  a  word  Rachel  turned  and  fled  out  into  the  hall 
and  up  the  stairs.  She  caught  a  glimpse  of  her  uncle  walking 
calmly  up  and  down  between  the  tall  white  lilies  in  Sarah's 
conser\*atory.  lie  would  have  to  be  told !  She  scarcely  seemed 
to  breathe  until  she  reached  her  own  room,  and  shut  and  locked 
the  door,  and  then  leaned  against  it  for  support  Her  heart 
was  pounding  in  her  throat ;  her  eyes  were  blurred  and  sting- 
ing, bot  without  tears.  She  heard  the  parlor  door  open  and 
cloae,  and  knew  that  Joseph  was  listening  to  the  story  of  her 
goilt 

**I  cannot  bear  it!"  she  said  aloud;  ^no;  no;  I  cannot 
liear  it" 

A  gleam  of  joy  camo  to  her  in  the  thonirht  that  it  could  not 
i^  borne;  it  meant  esca|>c  from  int(>li»rnl»]o  pain,  though  she 
^'mU  not  yet  see  by  what  means.  Her  mind  even  darted  for- 
ward to  contemplate  a  time  of  peace,  and  hIio  vaguely  thought 
of  a  day  when  she  should  look  back  upon  this  misery —  But 
ao,  it  was  too  terrible  ever  to  be  looked  back  upon !    Pity  for 
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herself  made  her  sob  aloud,  and  without  knowing  that  she  was 
only  choosing  the  lesser  anguish  she  began  to  say,  ^^It  is  all 
because  they  are  angry  about  Roger."  She  could  not  face  the 
truth,  that  her  pain  and  theirs  was  because  of  her  deceit.  It 
was  a  little  easier  to  say,  ^^They  are  angry  that  Roger  should 
care  for  me. "  By  and  by  a  means  of  escaping  from  pain  by 
action  began  to  grow  clear  to  her.  She  would  go  and  tell 
Roger.  In  her  proud,  innocent  heart,  Sarah's  assertion  that 
she  cared  for  a  man  who  did  not  care  for  her  left  no  sting,  save 
the  bitterness  that  her  aunt  should  have  said  it. 

^I  '11  tell  Roger,"  she  said  over  and  over  again  to  herself, 
for  his  very  name  comforted  her. 

IV. 

The  warm,  fragrant  air  of  the  conservatory,  and  the  silent 
beauty  of  Sarah's  stately  lilies,  had  made  Joseph  Townsend 
less  restless.  He  almost  forgot  his  anxiety  about  Rachel,  and 
when  he  came  into  the  parlor  he  was  greatly  startled  and 
alarmed  to  find  his  wife  hiding  her  face  in  her  arms  upon  the 
table,  her  quick  breath  showing  that  she  was  in  tears. 

^^Tell  me,  Sarah!"  he  said.  But  it  was  some  moments 
before  she  could  speak,  and  then  she  said  brokenly;  '^  Joseph, 
Rachel  has  been  deceiving  us.  She  has  confessed  it,  though 
she  is  not  really  repentant  Think  how  we  have  failed  in  our 
duty  to  her,  if  such  sin  is  possible  in  the  poor  child!"  Then 
she  told  him,  faltering  with  grief  and  shame,  of  the  deception; 
but,  with  a  tender  instinct  to  spare  Rachel,  she  said  nothing 
of  what  she  felt  to  be  the  girl's  infatuation  for  Roger  Liv- 
ingstone. After  all,  that  was  the  least  important.  **But, 
Joseph,"  she  ended,  "think  how  far  we  have  let  her  drift  from 
us,  that  she  could  deceive  us!  Oh,  I  have  sinned  in  this;  it  is 
my  fault  —  not  Rachel's.  She  does  not  love  us,  after  all  these 
years,  but  it  is  because  I  have  been  unworthy  of  the  charge  of 
one  of  His  little  ones ! " 

He  tried  to  comfort  her  and  tell  her  she  was  wrong,  but  for 
once  the  brave,  silent  woman  was  broken;  she  would  not  lis- 
ten, and  by  and  by  went  to  her  own  bedroom,  pacing  up  and 
down  the  floor  in  despairing  condemnation  of  herself.  Her 
heart  ached  for  Rachel,  yet  it  did  not  occur  to  her  to  go  and 
comfort  the  child;  indeed,  she  would  have  felt  it  wrong  to 
have  seemed  to  excuse  the  sin  too  readily;  but,  even  had  it 
occurred  to  her,  it  was  too  late. 
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Rachers  vague  purpose  of  telling  Roger  had  aasumed  a 
definite  form.  There  was  a  train  into  town  that  she  could 
take  which  would  make  it  possible  for  her  to  see  the  young 
man  before  he  went  out  for  the  evening.  And  she  would  tell 
him  all  about  it,  and  he  —  he  would  tell  her  how  to  act!  She 
had  a  confused  thought  of  finding  a  place  to  board  and  some 
work  to  do,  but  underneath  this  purpose  was  the  wordless  con* 
viction  that  Roger  would  take  care  of  her.  She  did  not  think, 
^He  will  ask  me  to  marry  him;"  she  only  felt  it 

At  last  she  rose  from  crouching  against  the  door,  and  with 
trembling  little  hands  put  on  her  dove-colored  bonnet,  and 
folded  a  soft  shawl  about  her  shoulders.  Then  she  opened  the 
door  and  stood  for  a  moment  listening,  her  eyes  dilating  and 
ber  breath  coming  quickly.  There  was  no  sound  except  the 
faint  snapping  of  the  fire  in  one  of  the  lower  rooms.  The  hall 
was  quite  dark  in  the  early  twilight,  and  the  shadows  hid  her 
as  she  crept  downstairs;  her  fingers  shook  when  she  turned  the 
big  brass  knob  and  opened  the  front  door.  In  another  moment 
she  bad  closed  it  stealthily  behind  her,  and  stood  alone  in  the 
gray  chill  of  the  November  evening. 

She  looked  back  once,  when  she  reached  the  foot  of  the 
slept,  not  hesitating  in  her  purpose,  nor  with  any  relenting 
tenderness,  but  with  the  habit  of  a  love  which  has  been  re- 
pre88<Ml  and  misunderstood.  The  blinds  had  not  been  drawn, 
and  she  could  see  Joseph  sitting  with  his  gray  head  bowed 
upon  his  hand ;  his  spectacles  were  folded  across  the  pages  of 
a  book  which  was  upon  a  little  round  table  at  his  side;  Sarah 
Tdwnsend*s  white  knitting-work  lay  just  as  she  had  put  it 
down  when  she  began  to  reprove  Rachel ;  the  room  looked  so 
warm  and  peaceful,  her  uncle  sat  so  quietly  watching  the  fire, 
his  face  hidden  by  his  hand,  that  a  wave  of  bitterness  swept 
over  the  child.  "  What  d<K?s  he  care  if  I  am  unhappy  ?  "  she 
tbon^t ;  ^as  soon  as  the  lamps  are  lighted  he  *11  read  again.** 
Oh,  if  they  only  had  loved  her  —  she  already  thought  of  her  life 
with  them  as  in  the  past  —  she  could  have  been  so  ^ood!  but 
they  would  n<'ver  trust  her  or  love  her  again!  For  an  instant 
•he  forp>t  that  hor  anger  was  for  Roper's  sake. 

She  turnrd  and  ran  swiftly  throucrh  the  garden;  her  dress 
cau^rht  on  the  broken  bran^'h  of  a  rosebush,  and  she  stopped  to 
I<jijs«*n  it,  pricking  her  slender  fingers  till  they  bled.  She 
ffiund  herself  suddenly  crying;  it  was  snowing  softly,  and  she 
was  cold,  and  everything  hated  her. 
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The  rash  and  tumult  of  the  flying  train  drowned  her 
thoughts.  She  was  half  dazed  when  she  reached  the  city,  but 
in  the  short  ride  to  Roger's  rooms  she  began  to  think  how  she 
should  tell  him  her  story.  Again  and  again  she  reached  a 
certain  point  in  it,  and  then  seemed  to  wait  for  his  answer: 
"  What  ought  I  to  do,  Roger  ?    I  '11  do  whatever  thee  tells  me. " 

She  was  so  sure  of  his  sympathy,  and  so  ignorant  of  human 
nature,  that  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  imagine  the  dismay 
and  almost  repulsion  with  which  Roger,  entering  his  small 
library  from  his  bedroom,  saw  her  standing  in  his  doorway, 
flushed  and  panting  and  almost  happy. 

After  his  first  two  terrible  words  of  astonishment  there  was 
absolute  silence  for  a  moment  Rachel's  color  wavered  and 
ebbed,  the  terror  stole  back  into  her  eyes.  Without  a  word  of 
explanation  the  enormity  of  her  mistake  fell  upon  her. 

"  Has  any  one  seen  you  ?  "  Roger  said ;  and  then  he  drew 
her  inside  and  closed  the  door.  "For  Heaven's  sake,  why  are 
you  here  ?  Has  anybody  seen  you  ?  "  His  fright  at  his  own 
responsibility  made  him  angry.  Rachel's  beautiful  dumb  eyes 
entreated  him  to  understand  her.  "  Something  has  happened, 
I  suppose.  Tell  me.  Oh,  Rachel !  you  should  not  have  come 
here.     Did  you  go  to  my  office  first  ?  " 

"They  have  found  out  about  my  going  to  the  theatre,"  she 
answered  at  last,  slowly.  She  had  forgotten  that  it  had  been 
her  own  confession.  It  seemed  to  her  that  she  had  been 
trapped  into  telling  her  aunt  "They  are  very  angry,  and  they 
will  never  trust  me  again.  Aunt  Sarah  said  she  would  never 
trust  me  again.  So  I  am  going  to  earn  my  own  living;  and  I 
—  I  thought  thee  could  advise  me  —  but  never  mind.'* 

The  pitiful  quiver  in  her  voice  touched  Roger,  but  it  was 
chivalry,  not  love,  that  it  aroused. 

"Rachel,  dear,"  he  said  simply,  "I  will  take  care  of  you 
always.     You  must  marry  me,  Rachel. " 

But  it  was  too  late.  With  the  first  look  of  horrified  sur- 
prise on  Roger's  face  the  woman  had  been  bom  in  her.  She 
scarcely  seemed  to  hear  him,  and  went  on  speaking  as  though 
he  had  not  interrupted  her.  She  was  conscious  only  of  a  de- 
sire to  hide  from  him  that  she  had  depended  upon  him.  "  I 
mean  to  do  some  kind  of  work.  I  don't  know  what,  yet.  But 
I  can't  live  at  Uncle  Joseph's  any  more.  So  I  thought  —  if 
thee  could  tell  me  some  place  where  I  could  board  —  I  have  a 
little  money  —     But  thee  need  n't  trouble,  Roger. " 
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Roger  drew  a  long  breath.  After  all,  it  would  never  do. 
It  was  folly  to  have  asked  her  to  marry  him;  and  Rachel  had 
bad  too  much  sense  to  notice  his  words. 

**Why,  of  course  I'll  help  you,  Rachel,**  be  said,  in  a 
troubled  way ;  **  only,  honestly,  I  don't  see  how  I  can.  Why, 
Rachel,  don't  you  understand  ?    It  would  n't  da  " 

**Thee  needn't  trouble,"  she  said  again,  vaguely. 

"  But  it  is  n't  that  it  is  any  trouble,"  he  explained.  ^  You 
know  I  wouldn't  care  how  much  trouble  it  was,  only,  what 
would  be  the  use  ?  You  could  n't  support  yourself.  Why,  my 
dear  girl,  what  can  you  do?  And,  don't  you  see.  Friend 
Townsend  would  simply  find  you,  and  take  you  home  again. 
He  has  tlie  legal  right"  Roger  was  still  young  enough  in  his 
profession  to  feel  its  awe.  *' Indeed,  Rachel,"  he  continued, 
for  she  did  not  answer,  *Mt  was  foolish  to  come  to  me  —  to 
come  in  town,  I  mean ;  and  it  was  a  mistake  to  think  you  could 
take  care  of  yourself.  I  know  the  world,  my  child,  and  you 
don't     Do  go  home,  Rachel,  right  away!" 

The  old  simple  friendliness  made  him  very  much  in  earnest 

"Very  well,"  she  said. 

** Won't  you  start  to  the  station  at  once?"  Roger  said 
eagerly.  "Your  carriage  is  at  the  door  still,  and  you  can  be 
it  home  again  in  an  hour.  I  mustn't  go  downstairs  with  you; 
it  wouldn't  do,  don't  you  know.  But  if  you'll  just  slip  out 
quietly,  nobody  will  see  you,  and  they  need  never  know  at 
Friend  Townsend's  that  you  came  here." 

"I  shall  know,"  Rachel  said,  hoarsely. 

•What?"  cried  Roger,  impatiently,  but  without  waiting 
for  her  answer ;  "  you  can  say  you  came  in  town  on  an  errand 
and  missed  your  train,  or  —  or  anything  I     But  go  —  go ! " 

In  the  sudden  fear  that  some  one  might  come  in  and  find 
her  there,  he  was  again  growing  angry  with  her  folly. 

**Ycs;  I'll  go,"  Rachel  answered. 

*You  see,  I  don't  want  any  one  to  know  that  you  came 
here  to  see  me,  Rachel  dear/'  he  explained,  relenting  with 
honest  sympathy  for  her  mistake,  "because,  you  see,  it  isn't 
—  well,  it  isn't  usual  for  a  pirl  to  go  to  a  man's  rooms,  don't 
yoa  know.  So  vou  won't  mind  my  not  going  downstairs  with 
yoa?" 

"No,  I  won't  mind,"  sho  said,  looking  absently  about  the 
warm,  brifrht  littlo  room:  "I  won't  mind;  oh,  no.  And  I'm 
sorry,  Roger:  and  it  isn't  thy  fault     Only  —  I  ought  not  to 
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have  been  born,  thee  sees.  I  —  I  think  it  isn't  anybody's 
fault,  after  all." 

^^  What  is  n't  ?  What  do  you  mean  7  "  he  said,  with  sudden 
anxiety,  for  she  seemed  so  indifferent  to  him  and  his  explana- 
tions tiiat  Roger  felt  a  thrill  of  tenderness. 

But  Rachel  had  gone.  He  followed  her  into  the  entry, 
where  the  one  small  jet  of  gas  flared  and  burned  bluely  for  a 
moment  in  the  draught  from  his  open  door,  but  she  did  not 
look  back.  He  leaned  over  the  balustrade  and  saw  her  gray 
figure  hurrying  down  the  coil  of  the  broad  staircase,  and  he 
stood  there,  straining  his  eyes  into  the  darkness  and  full  of 
troubled  pity,  until,  in  the  lower  hall,  the  front  door  opened 
and  then  closed  with  a  dull,  distant  jar. 


And  Rachel?  The  idea  of  going  home  again  never  pre- 
sented itself  to  her,  yet,  with  a  dim  consciousness  of  a  prom- 
ise, she  went  blindly  towards  the  station.  She  forgot  the 
carriage,  although  it  had  begun  to  snow  steadily,  and  in  her 
hurried  imcertain  walk  she  stumbled  once  or  twice.  The  sec- 
ond time  a  group  of  men,  who  had  sought  shelter  in  a  doorway, 
laughed  loudly,  and  one  of  them  shouted  a  name  into  ears  too 
innocent  to  know  that  they  were  insulted.  She  turned  and 
looked  at  them  with  the  wondering  thought  that  any  one  was 
happy  enough  to  laugh,  and  they  were  silenced. 

Again  the  short,  swift  ride;  again  the  glare  of  the  lamp 
outside  the  little  station,  the  panting  engine,  the  clouds  of 
steam,  and,  through  all,  the  beating  snow  and  the  gusts  of 
wind.  The  station-master  did  not  recognize  her,  and  when  he 
looked  again  for  the  one  passenger  who  had  gotten  out  of  the 
train,  she  had  yanished. 

She  left  the  road,  which  ran  between  leafless  hedges,  and, 
climbing  down  a  gravelly  bank,  hurried  across  a  field  towards 
the  river.  "If  I  can  only  just  be  quiet  and  think,"  she  said 
again  and  again;  "if  I  can  only  be  quiet." 

She  walked  aimlessly  about  the  wide,  white  meadow,  trying 
to  silence  the  tumult  in  her  brain  which  seemed  actual  noise. 
She  even  put  her  hands  up  to  her  ears  once,  and  stood  still, 
repeating,  "I  must  think."  After  a  while  she  tripped  upon  the 
twisted  root  of  a  locust-tree,  and,  through  sheer  exhaustion, 
did  not  rise,  but  sat  leaning  against  its  rough  trunk.     "I'll 


MAR6ARETTA  WADE  DELAND.  8471 

tiiink  now,**  she  said  to  herself,  and  hid  her  face  in  her  hands, 
for  the  darkness  and  the  storm  began  to  terrify  her.  One 
word,  repeating  and  repeating  itself,  had  made  this  clamor  in 
her  mind. 

^Oh,  jes,  yes,"  she  said,  as  though  answering  it;  '^yes,  I 
vill  die;  I  must;  but  I  don't  know  how.  Oh,  if  God  would 
only  kill  me;  He  might  be  as  kind  as  that!  I  have  always 
been  so  unhappy,  and  it  would  be  such  a  little  thing  to  let  me 
die!  But  I  have  prayed  and  prayed,  and  yet  I  go  on  living. 
Why  can't  He  let  me  die  instead  of  some  sick  person  —  who 
bu  friends  ?  ** 

As  this  thought  worked  itself  out  in  her  mind,  she  heard, 
above  her  own  sobs,  and  above  the  soft,  swift  rush  of  the  river, 
the  far-off  rumble  of  a  train  of  cars. 

Then,  suddenly,  it  all  came  to  her,  how  easy  escape  was, 
bow  simple !  A  great  calm  settled  down  upon  her.  She  lifted 
ber  face  with  a  bewildered  smile.  The  snow  had  caught  in 
the  wet  tangle  of  her  dark  hair,  and  blew  against  her  small, 
pitiful  lips  with  faint,  cold  touches.  Here  was  the  way  out  of 
til  the  pain ;  she  need  not  pray  for  it  to  come  to  her;  she  could 
take  it 

She  rose,  steadying  herself  upon  her  tired  feet,  and  began 
to  walk  back  across  the  fiold  towards  the  railroad.  She  found 
benelf  wondering  why  anybody  was  alive  when  it  was  so  easy 
lot  to  be.  She  laughed,  under  her  breath,  to  think  how  she 
bid  prayed  for  escape  when  all  the  while  the  river  had  been 
ilipping  by,  and  this  other  way  invited  her.  And  then  her 
Bund  fastened  upon  the  idea  that  she  was  dyinj?  for  some  one 
dte,  some  unknown,  dearly  loved  sick  person.  A  curious 
t^pjk  instinct  of  giving  a  life  in  exchange  for  a  life  sprang 
^>  in  this  moment  of  primal  simplicity  into  which  her  soul 
slipped  at  the  thought  of  death.  She  would  die,  and  some  one 
^be  should  live.  The  passion  of  sacririee  entered  into  the 
thooeht  of  death  and  hid  the  pitiful  selfishnrss  of  her  purpose, 
-t  purpose  which  was  only  childish  impatience  with  present 
lain. 

When  she  reached  the  steep  embankment  again,  she  took 
'•ff  her  lx)nnet,  and,  with  the  hardly  acquired  habit  of  care  for 
berclothintr,  folded  her  shawl  about  it,  placing  them  l>eneath 
•  tree.  Then  she  climbed  thr*  irravelly  slope  and  stood  upon 
00^  of  the  tracks:  the  snow  Im  nt  in  her  face,  and  the  wind 
twisted  her  wet  skirt  about  her  ankl<»8.     A<nin,  far  back  among 
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the  hills,  came  the  ramble  of  the  approaching  train ;  she  felt 
the  jar  under  her  feet,  and  then,  through  the  white  blur  of  the 
storm,  came  the  mufSed  glare  of  the  headlight. 

In  an  instant  the  desire  for  death  was  swept  away.  Her 
instinct  to  escape  pain  had  been  only  love  of  life  in  disguise. 
She  leaped  back  upon  the  other  track.  ''  Oh,  I  did  n't  mean 
it,  I  did  n't  mean  it ! "  she  cried  hoarsely.  The  riotous  wind 
swept  her  frightened  voice  like  a  feather  into  the  darkness, 
and  as  the  cars  rushed  past  her  down  the  track  she  stood  white 
and  trembling,  saying  again  and  again:  ^'I  don't  want  to  die, 
I  don't  want  to  die ;  I  did  n't  mean  it ! " 

She  had  forgotten  —  or  perhaps  she  did  not  know  —  that 
the  other  express  was  due.  The  two  trains  thundered  by  each 
other,  and  left  only  darkness  and  the  beating  snow. 

•  ••••••  • 

If  only  the  great  silence  could  have  explained  her  to  them ! 

"She  took  her  own  life,"  Sarah  said  briefly;  "the  child  of 
our  old  age  could  not  love  us  enough  to  live  for  us.  And  it 
was  my  fault " 

"I  drove  her  to  it  —  it  was  my  fault,"  Roger  Livingstone 
said,  under  his  breath,  divided  between  grief,  and  fright,  and 
passionate  gratitude  that  no  one  but  himself  knew  of  the  inter- 
view in  his  rooms  that  last  night.  But  this  terrible  conviction 
faded  and  he  came  after  a  while  to  think,  very  honestly,  that 
he  had  loved  her,  and  she  had  refused  him.  "  She  would  not 
listen  to  me  when  I  asked  her  to  marry  me !  Oh,  if  she  had 
cared  for  me  I  could  have  saved  her,  and  now  she  has  broken 
my  heart ! " 

"It  was  my  fault,  it  was  my  fault! "  Joseph  Townsend  said ; 
"  I  ought  to  have  understood  her.  We  tried  to  make  her  good 
in  our  way,  when  she  had  a  right  to  her  own  nature.  But  I 
ought  to  have  imderstood ! " 
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Dklatio!^^,  Jcak  Fbax(;oi8  Cabimir,  a  French  Ijrio  and  dra- 
■atie  poet ;  born  at  Havre,  April  4,  17d3,  died  at  Lyons,  December 
11,  IMS.  He  was  the  son  of  a  merchant,  and  was  educated  at  the 
N'apoleon  Lyceum  at  Paris.  He  early  showed  a  marked  taste  for 
poetry.  Andrieux,  to  whom  some  of  his  pieces  were  shown,  at 
bit  endeavored  to  dissuade  him  from  writing,  but  on  seeing  his 
dithyramb  **  On  the  Birth  of  the  King  of  Rome,"  written  in  1811, 
cseoaraged  him  to  continue  poetical  effort.  This  poem  also  pro- 
daeed  for  Delavigne  the  patronage  of  the  Count  of  Nantes.  In 
1S14  the  young  poet  comi)eted  for  a  prize  offered  by  the  French 
Attdemy.  His  poem  **  Charles  XII.  i  Narva "  received  honorable 
ttoitioii,  and  a  poem  presented  the  next  year,  "  Sur  la  D^oouverte  de  la 
^aedne,"  obtained  a  secondary  prize.  The  humiliation  of  France 
IB  1815  gave  Delavigne  a  stirring  subject  He  wrote  two  poems, 
** Waterloo "  and  ''La  Devastation  du  Musee,"  to  which  he  added  a 
tluri  poem,  **  Sur  le  Besoin  de  s'unir  apres  le  Depart  des  Strangers,** 
«id  pablished  the  three  in  1818  under  the  title  of  ''  Trois  Mess^ 
ttenes.^  They  had  an  immense  success,  and  their  author  received 
ti  sppointment  as  Librarian  of  the  Chancery.  He  next  wrote  two 
"KUgies  sor  la  Vie  et  la  Morte  de  Jeanne  d'Arc ; "  and  in  1819  pro- 
ceed his  tragedy  "  Les  V^pres  Siciliennes,"  which  was  received 
^  great  favor.  This  was  followed  in  1820  by  "  Les  Com^iens,"* 
••d  in  1821  by  *•  La  Paria."  Several  new  "  Mess^niennes  "  appeared 
htween  1821  and  1823,  and  in  the  latter  year,  "  Vtcole  des  Vieil- 
hrts.**  For  this  drama  he  was  awarded  a  place  in  the  French 
Aeidemy  (1825).  He  produced  "La  Princesse  Anr^lie"  (1828); 
*Mirino  Faliero"  (1829);  during  the  Revolution  of  1830  "La 
IVuienn**,''  a  Ijrric,  was  as  enthusiastically  received  as  the  "  Mar- 
•^lilaise  '^  had  been.  Another  tragedy,  "  Les  Enfants  d'fidouard,'* 
»ii  produced  in  1833 ;  "  Don  Juan  d'Autriche "  in  1836 ;  "  Une 
i4m:lle  an  Temps  de  Luther"  in  1836;  "La  Popukrit^"  a 
»metiy,  in  1838 ;  "  La  Fille  du  Cid,"  a  tragedy,  in  1839 ;  and,  "Le 
Cciiifeiller  Rapporteur,  a  comedy  in  prose,  in  1841.  Delavigne 
'Tii  engaged  upon  a  tragedy,  "Melusine,"  when  failing  health 
obliged  him  to  leave  Paris. 

Ti:  —  la 
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Waterloo. 

(From  "  Tzoii  Men^niennei.'O 

They  breathe  no  longer:  let  their  ashes  rest  I 
Clamor  unjust  and  calumny 

They  stooped  not  to  confute ;  but  flung  their  breast 
Against  the  legions  of  your  enemy, 
And  thus  avenged  themselves :  for  you  they  die. 

Woe  to  jovLy  woe  !  if  those  inhuman  eyes 

Can  spare  no  drops  to  mourn  your  country's  weal; 

Shrinking  before  your  selfish  miseries ; 
Against  the  common  sorrow  hard  as  steel ; 

Tremble !  the  hand  of  death  upon  you  lies ; 
Tou  {nay  be  forced  yourselves  to  feel. 

But  no  —  what  son  of  France  has  spared  his  tears 
For  her  defenders,  dying  in  their  fame ; 

Though  kings  return,  desired  through  lengthening  years, 
What  old  man's  cheek  is  tinged  not  with  her  shame  ? 

What  veteran,  who  their  fortune's  treason  hears. 
Feel    not  the   quickening  spark    of  his  old  youthful 
flame? 

Great  Heaven  1  what  lessons  mark  that  one  day's  page  I 

What  ghastly  figures  that  might  crowd  an  age  I 

How  shall  the  historic  Muse  record  the  day, 

Nor,  starting,  cast  the  trembling  pen  away  ? 

Hide  from  me,  hide  those  soldiers  overborne, 

Broken  with  toil,  with  death-bolts  crushed  and  torn — 

Those  quivering  limbs  with  dust  defiled, 

And  bloody  corses  upon  corses  piled ; 
Veil  from  mine  eyes  that  monument 
Of  nation  against  nation  spent 
In  struggling  rage  that  pants  for  breath, 
Spare  us  the  bands  thou  sparedst,  Death  ! 

0  Varus  I  where  the  warriors  thou  hast  led  ? 

Restore  our  legions !  give  us  back  the  dead  1 

I  see  the  broken  squadrons  reel ; 

The  steeds  plunge  wide  with  spurning  heel ; 

Our  eagles  trod  in  miry  gore ; 

The  leopard  standards  swooping  o'er ; 
The  wounded  on  their  slow  cars  dying, 
The  rout  disordered,  waving,  flying  i 
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Tortured  with  straggles  rain,  the  throng 

Sway,  shock,  and  drag  their  shattered  mass  along^ 

And  leaye  behind  their  long  array 

Wrecks,  corses,  Uood  —  the  foot-marks  of  their  waj« 

Through  whirlwind  smoke  and  flashing  flame  — 

O  grief !  —  what  sight  appalls  mine  eye  ? 
The  sacred  band,  with  generous  shame, 

Sole  'gainst  an  army,  pause  —  to  die  I 
Struck  with  the  rare  devotion,  *t  is  in  vain. 
The  foes  at  gaze  their  blades  restrain. 
And  proud  to  conquer  hem  them  round :  the  cry 
Beturns,  **  The  guard  surrender  not !  —  they  diel  ** 
rr  is  said  that,  when  in  dust  they  saw  them  lie, 

A  reverend  sorrow  for  their  brave  career 
Smote  on  the  foe :  they  fixed  the  pensive  eye. 

And  first  beheld  them  undisturbed  with  fear. 

See,  then,  these  heroes,  long  invincible. 

Whose  threatening  features  still  their  conquerors  braTe ; 
Frozen  in  deatli,  those  eyes  are  terrible ; 

Feats  of  the  past  their  deep-scarred  brows  engraTO: 

For  the»e  are  they  who  bore  Italia's  sun, 

Who  o'er  Castilia's  mountain-barrier  passed; 
The  North  beheld  them  o'er  the  rampart  run. 

Which  frosts  of  ages  round  her  Russia  cast ; 
All  sank  subdued  before  them,  and  the  date 

Of  combats  owed  this  guerdon  to  their  glory,  — 
Seldom  to  Franks  denied,  —  to  fall  elate 

On  some  proud  day  that  should  survive  in  story. 

Let  us  no  longer  mourn  them  ;  for  the  palm 

Un withering  shades  their  features  stern  and  calm : 

Franks  I  mourn  we  for  ourselves  — our  land's  disgrace  — 

The  proud,  mean  passions  that  divide  her  race. 

What  age  so  rank  in  treasons!  to  our  blood 

The  love  is  alien  of  the  common  p:o<vl ; 

Friendship,  no  more  unbosomed,  hide<^  her  tears, 

And  man  shuns  man,  and  each  his  fellow  fears. 

Scared  from  her  sanctuary,  Faith  shuddering  fliee 

The  din  of  oaths,  the  vaunt  of  perjuries. 

0  curse<l  delirium  I  jars  deplored 

That  yield  our  home-hparths  to  the  stranger's  sword  I 

Our  faithless  hands  but  draw  the  gleaming  blade 

To  wound  the  bosom  which  its  |>uiut  should  aid. 
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The  strangers  raze  our  fenced  wall ; 

The  castle  stoops,  the  city  falls ; 

Insulting  foes  their  truce  forget ; 

The  unsparing  war-bolt  thunders  yet ; 

Flames  glare  our  ravaged  hamlets  o'er. 

And  funerals  darken  every  door ; 
Drained  provinces  their  greedy  prefects  rue, 
Beneath  the  lilied  or  the  triple  hue ; 
And  Franks,  disputing  for  the  choice  of  power. 
Dethrone  a  banner,  or  proscribe  a  flower. 
France  1  to  our  fierce  intolerance  we  owe 
The  ills  that  from  these  sad  divisions  flow ; 
'T  is  time  the  sacrifice  were  made  to  thee 
Of  our  suspicious  pride,  our  civic  enmity : 
Haste  —  quench  the  torches  of  intestine  war ; 
Heaven  points  the  lily  as  our  army's  star ; 
Hoist,  then,  the  banner  of  the  white  —  some  tears 
May  bathe  the  thrice-dyed  flag  which  Austerlitz  endears. 

France  1  France!  awake,  with  one  indignant  mind  I 
With  new-born  hosts  the  throne's  dread  precinct  bind  I 
Disarmed,  divided,  conquerors  o'er  us  stand  ; 
Present  the  olive,  but  the  sword  in  hand. 
And  thou,  0  people,  flushed  with  our  defeat, 
To  whom  the  mourning  of  our  land  is  sweet, 
Thou  witness  of  the  death-blow  of  our  brave  I 
Dream  not  that  France  is  vanquished  to  a  slave ; 
Grail  not  with  pride  the  avengers  yet  to  come : 
Heaven  may  remit  the  chastening  of  our  doom ; 
A  new  Germanicus  may  yet  demand 
Those  eagles  wrested  from  our  Varus'  hand. 
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DnfOflTHsmeSf  an  Athenian  statesman  and  orator,  bom  aboat 

384y  died  in  322  b.o.    He  was  carefully  educated  for  the  profea- 

lioQ  of  a  ''  rhetorician,"  or  advocate.     He  labored  under  some 

great  disadvantages  for  the  exercise  of  this  profession.    His  con« 

stitotion  was  delicate ;  his  chest  was  weak ;  and  he  had  a  marked 

impediment  in  his  speech.     But  gradually  he  overcame  this  disabil* 

ttjr ;  and  before  he  had  reached  the  age  of  thirty  he  had  become 

one  of  the  leading  members  of  the  Athenian  '<  bar,"  with  a  large 

ind  lucrative  practice.    Up  to  his    thirtieth  year  Demosthenes 

wu  busied  simply  as  a  lawyer.    He   now  began    to   speak    in 

the  agora  upon  public   matters,   and   more   especially  upon  the 

breign  affairs  of  the  commonwealth.    The  most  ominous  feature 

VIS  the  growing  power  of  Philip  of  Macedon.     Demosthenes  took 

trery  occasion  to  warn  his  countiymen  against  the  designs  of  Philip, 

iDd  to  urge  a  stricter  union  between  the  Grecian  States  in  opposition 

to  Philip.     In  851  b.  c.  being  then  thirty-three  years  of  age,  he 

deUvered  the  first  of  the  great  speeches  known  as  the ''  Philippics ;  '* 

bom  their  being  specially  directed  against  Philip ;  the  third  Phi* 

lippie  was  delivered  ten  years  later,  but  between  these  dates  he 

^vered  several  other  speeches,  such  as  the  ''  Olynthiacs  "  —  of 

Wdly  less  importance.    There  are  extant  sixty  orations  attributed 

to  Demosthenes,  though  the  authenticity  of  several  of  them  has 

^^«ii  questioned  from  very  early  times.     The  greatest  of  these  is 

^  **  Upon  the  Crown,"  delivered  in  his  fiftieth  year. 

The  First  Olynthiac. 

(From  "  The  Ormdons  of  Detnotthenet.'*) 

I  BOJETE,  men  of  Athens,  you  would  give  much  to  know 
^fctt  is  the  tnie  policy  to  be  adopted  in  the  present  matter  of 
^i^uiry.  Tliis  l)eing  the  case,  you  should  l>e  willing  to  hear 
•^th  attention  those  who  offer  you  their  counsel.  Besides  that 
J^  will  have  the  In^nefit  of  all  preconsidonMl  advice,  I  esteem  it 
P^  of  your  good  fortune  tliat  many  fit  suggestions  will  occur 
tOft.)tne  speakers  at  the  luomcut,  so  that  from  them  all  you  may 
^ly  chooee  what  is  profitable. 
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The  present  juncture,  Athenians,  all  but  proclaims  aloud 
that  you  must  yourselves  take  these  affairs  in  hand,  if  you  care 
for  their  success.    I  know  not  how  we  seem  disposed  in  the 
matter.     My   own  opinion  is,  vote  succor    immediately,  and 
make  the  speediest  preparations  for  sending  it  off  from  Athens, 
that  you  may  not  incur  the  same  mishap  as  before ;  send  also 
ambassadors  to  announce  this  and  watch  the  proceedings.    For 
the  danger  is  that  this  man,  being  unscrupulous  and  clever  at 
turning  events  to  account,  making  concessions  when  it  suits 
him,  threatening  at  other  times  (his  threats  may  well  be  be- 
lieved), slaudering  us  and  urging  our  absence  against  us,  may 
convert  and  wrest  to  his  use  some  of  our  main   resources. 
Though,   strange  to  say,  Athenians,  the  very  cause  of  Philip's 
strength  is  a  circumstance  favorable  to  you.     His  having  it  in 
his  sole  power  to  publish  or  conceal  his  designs,  his  being  at  the 
same  time  general,  sovereign,  paymaster,  and  everywhere  ac- 
companying his  army,  is  a  great  advantage  for  quick  and  timely 
operations  in  war ;  but  for  a  peace  with  the  Olyntliians,  which 
he  would  gladly  make,  it  has  a  contrary  effect.    For  it  is  plain 
to  the  Olynthians  that  now  they  are  fighting,  not  for  glory  or  a 
slice  of  territory,  but  to  save  their  country  from  destruction  and 
servitude.     They  know  how  he  treated  those  Amphipolitans  who 
surrendered  to  him  their  city,  and  those  Pydneaus  who  gave 
him  admittance.    And  generally,  I  believe,  a  despotic  power  is 
mistrusted  by  free  States,  especially  if  their  dominions  are  ad- 
joining.    All  this  being  known  to  you,  Athenians,  all  else  of 
importance  considered,  I  say  you  must  take  heart  and  spirit, 
and  apply  yourselves  more  than  ever  to  the  war,  contributing 
promptly,  serving  personally,  leaving  nothing  undone.     No  plea 
or  pretence  is  left  to  you  for  declining  your  duty.     What  you 
were  all  so  clamorous  about,  that  the   Olynthians  should  be 
pressed  into  a  war  with  Philip,  has  of  itself  come  to  pass,  and 
in  a  way  most  advantageous  to  you.     For,  had  they  undertaken 
the  war  at  your  instance,  they  might  have  been  slippery  allies, 
with  minds  but  half  resolved,  perhaps  ;  but  since  they  hate  him 
on  a  quarrel  of  their  own,  their  enmity  is  like  to  endure  on 
account  of  their  fears  and  their  wrongs.     You  must  not,  then, 
Athenians,  forego  this  lucky  opportunity,  nor  commit  the  error 
which  you  have  often  done  heretofore.     For  example,  when  we 
returned  from  succoring  the  Eubceans,  and  Hierax  and  Strato- 
cles  of  Amphipolis  came  to  this  platform,  urging  us  to  sail  and 
itceive  possession  of  their  city,  if  we  had  shown  the  same  aeal 


DEUOSTmSNES.  8IT9 

IT  onrMlTCS  M  for  the  safety  of  Euboen,  you  would  have  held 
Amphipolifl  tlicD  oud  beeu  rid  of  nil  the  truublt^s  that  i-nsued. 
when  news  came  that  Pydim,  Potidaa,  Methoiic,  Piigoss, 
«  other  plftces  (Dot  to  waste  time  in  enumerating  them) 
esieged,  had  we  to  any  one  of  those  in  the  first  instance 
1  prompt  and  reasonable  succor,  we  should  have  found 
Philip  far  more  tractable  and  humblo  now.  But,  by  alwayt 
W'g'Wting  the  present,  and  imagining  tlie  future  wouhl  ehift  for 
itself,  wc,  0  meu  of  Athens,  have  exalted  Philip,  and  made  him 
ireater  tlian  any  king  of  Maccdun  ever  was.  Hera,  then,  is  come 
>criiia.thiBof  OlynthuB.aelf-offerod  to  the  State,  inferior  to  none 
tf  Uw  former.  And  methinks,  men  of  Athena,  any  man  fairly 
Mtimacing  what  the  gods  hare  done  for  us,  notwithstanding 
oaoy  untoward  circumstances,  might  with  reason  bo  grate* 
fnl  to  them.  Our  numerous  losses  in  war  may  justly  be 
barged  to  our  own  nogligi-nce;  but  that  Ihoy  happened  not  long 
•go,  and  that  an  alliance,  to  counterbalance  them,  is  open  to  our 
Beerptaoce,  1  must  regard  as  manifestations  of  divine  favor. 
It  is  miteh  the  aamc  as  in  money  matters.  If  n  man  keep  what 
be  geU,  be  is  thankful  to  fortune  ;  if  ho  lose  it  by  imprudence, 
bt  loMa  withal  his  memory  of  the  obligation.  So  in  political 
•ffaim,  they  who  misuso  their  opportunities  forget  even  the  good 
vhleh  the  gods  send  them :  for  every  prior  event  is  judged  coro- 
■kooly  by  the  last  result.  Wherefore,  Athenians,  wc  must  be 
•zeeadin^ly  careful  of  our  future  mea^uros,  that  by  amendment 
ttm^  we  may  efface  the  shame  of  the  past.  Should  we  aban- 
doK  tbeM  tarn  loo,  and  Philip  reduce  Olynthus,  It-t  any  one  toll 
■n  what  is  to  prevent  him  marching  where  ho  pleases  7  Does 
any  one  of  you  Athenians  compute  or  consider  the  means  by 
which  Pliilip,  originally  weak,  has  bectjme  great  ?  Having  first 
tak«a  Amphipi>lia,  then  Pydna.  Potidea  next,  Slethone  after- 
ward, be  invaded  Thesaaly.  Having  ordered  matters  at  Pherv, 
ftgaw,  Uagneaia,  everywhere  exactly  as  he  ptcaacd,  he  de- 
parted for  Thrnce  ;  where,  after  displacing  some  kings  and  es- 
tablUbing  others,  ho  fell  sick;  again  rcoovcriu;;.  ho  lapsed  not 
into  Indolence,  but  inxtantly  attacked  the  Olynthiann.  I  omit 
bia  expeditiona  to  Illyria  and  Paonia,  that  against  Arymbai, 
awt  wime  others. 

Why,  it  may  be  aaid,  do  you  mention  all  this  now  ?  That 
7««.  Athrniant,  may  ftwl  and  understaml  both  tlii>  folly  of  con- 
ttaoally  abandoning  one  thin^r  after  aniithor.  and  the  actiri^ 
wUeb  brau  part  of  Philip's  habit  and  existence,  which  makes  it 
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impossible  for  him  to  rest  content  with  his  achievements.  If  it 
be  his  principle  ever  to  do  more  than  he  has  done,  and  jours  to 
apply  yourselves  vigorously  to  nothing,  see  what  the  end  prom- 
ises to  be.  Heavens  !  which  of  you  is  so  simple  as  not  to  know 
that  the  war  yonder  will  soon  be  here  if  we  are  careless  ?  And 
should  this  happen,  I  fear,  0  Athenians,  that  as  men  who 
thoughtlessly  borrow  on  large  interest,  after  a  brief  acconmioda- 
tion  lose  their  estate,  so  will  it  be  with  us ;  found  to  have  paid 
dear  for  our  idleness  and  self-indulgence  we  shall  be  reduced  to 
many  hard  and  unpleasant  shifts,  and  struggle  for  the  salvation 
of  our  country. 

To  censure,  I  may  be  told,  is  easy  for  any  man ;  to  show 
what  measures  the  case  requires,  is  the  part  of  a  counsellor.  I 
am  not  ignorant,  Athenians,  that  frequently,  when  any  disap- 
pointment happens,  you  are  angry,  not  with  the  parties  in  fault, 
but  with  the  last  speakers  on  the  subject ;  yet  never,  with  a  view 
to  self-protection,  would  I  suppress  what  I  deem  for  your  inter- 
est. I  say,  then,  you  must  give  a  twofold  assistance  here:  first, 
save  the  Olynthians  their  towns,  and  send  out  troops  for  that 
purpose ;  secondly,  annoy  the  enemy's  country  with  ships  and 
other  troops  ;  omit  either  of  these  courses,  and  I  doubt  the  ex- 
pedition will  be  fruitless.  For  should  he,  suffering  your  incur- 
sion, reduce  Olynthus,  he  will  easily  march  to  the  defence  of  his 
kingdom ;  or  should  you  only  throw  succor  into  Olynthus,  and 
he,  seeing  things  out  of  danger  at  home,  keep  up  a  close  and 
vigilant  blockade,  he  must  in  time  prevail  over  the  besieged. 
Your  assistance,  therefore,  must  be  effective,  and  twofold. 

Such  are  the  operations  I  advise.  As  to  a  supply  of  money : 
you  have  money,  Athenians;  you  have  a  larger  military  fund 
than  any  people ;  and  you  receive  it  just  as  you  please.  If  ye 
will  assign  this  to  your  troops,  ye  need  no  further  supply ;  other- 
wise ye  need  a  further,  or  rather  ye  have  none  at  all.  How 
then  ?  some  man  may  exclaim  :  do  you  move  that  this  be  a  mili- 
tary fund?  Verily,  not  I.  My  opinion  indeed  is  that  there 
should  be  soldiers  raised,  and  a  military  fund,  and  one  and  the 
same  regulation  for  receiving  and  performing  what  is  due  ;  only 
you  just  without  trouble  take  your  allowance  for  the  festivals. 
ft  remains,  then,  I  imagine,  that  all  must  contribute ;  if  much  be 
wanted,  much,  if  little,  little.  Money  must  be  had  ;  without  it 
Bothing  proper  can  be  done.  Other  persons  propose  other  ways 
and  means.  Choose  which  ye  think  expedient ;  and  put  hands 
to  the  work  while  it  is  yet  time. 
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It  maj  be  well  to  consider  and  calculate  how  Philip's 
iifaira  now  stand.  They  are  not,  as  they  appear,  or  as  an 
inattentive  observer  might  pronounce,  in  very  good  trim,  or  in 
the  most  favorable  position.  He  would  never  have  commenced 
this  war  had  he  imagined  he  must  fight.  He  expected  to  carry 
everything  on  the  first  advance,  and  has  been  mistaken.  This 
disappointment  is  one  thing  that  troubles  and  dispirits  him ; 
anoUier  is  the  state  of  Thessaly.  That  people  were  always, 
yoo  know,  treacherous  to  all  men ;  and  just  as  they  ever  have 
been,  they  are  to  Philip.  They  have  resolved  to  demand  the 
restitution  of  Pegas®,  and  have  prevented  his  fortifying  Mag- 
nesia ;  and  I  was  told  they  would  no  longer  allow  him  to  take 
the  revenue  of  their  harbors  and  markets,  which  they  say  should 
be  applied  to  the  public  business  of  Thessaly,  not  received  by 
Philip.  Now,  if  he  be  deprived  of  this  fund,  his  means  will  be 
much  straitened  for  paying  his  mercenaries.  And  surely  we 
most  suppose  that  Pseonians  and  Illyrians,  and  all  such  people, 
would  rather  be  free  and  independent  than  under  subjection; 
for  they  are  unused  to  obedience,  and  the  man  is  a  tyrant  So 
report  says,  and  I  can  well  believe  it ;  for  undeserved  success 
leads  weak-minded  men  into  folly ;  and  thus  it  appears  often 
tiiat  to  maintain  prosperity  is  harder  than  to  acquire  it  There- 
fore must  you,  Athenians,  looking  on  his  difficulty  as  your  oppor- 
tmiity,  assist  cheerfully  in  the  war,  sending  embassies  where 
reqaired,  taking  arms  yourselves,  exciting  all  other  people ;  for 
if  Philip  got  such  an  opportunity  against  us,  and  there  was  a 
war  on  our  frontier,  how  eagerly  think  ye  he  would  attack  you ! 
Then  are  you  not  ashamed  that  the  very  damage  which  you 
would  suffer  if  he  had  the  power,  you  dare  not  seize  the 
moment  to  inflict  on  him  ? 

And  let  not  this  escape  you,  Athenians,  that  you  have  now 
ihe  choice  whether  you  shall  fight  there  or  he  in  your  country. 
If  Olynthus  hold  out,  you  will  fight  there  and  distress  his 
dominions,  enjoying  your  own  home  in  peace.  If  Philip  take 
that  city,  who  shall  tlion  prevent  his  marching  here  ?  Thebans? 
I  wish  it  be  not  too  hnrsh  to  sny,  tlu^y  will  l>e  ready  to  join  in 
the  invasion.  PhtHMaim?  who  cannot  defend  their  own  country 
without  your  asHJatance.  Or  some  other  ally  ?  But,  good  sir, 
be  will  not  desire  I  Stranjre  indeed  if  what  he  is  thought 
foolhardy  for  prating  now,  thin  he  would  not  accomplish  if  he 
might.  As  to  the  vast  difTerence  between  a  war  here  or  there, 
I  fancy  there  needs  no  argument.     If  you  were  obliged  to  be  ont 
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yoaraelves  for  thirty  dajs  only,  and  take  the  necessaries  for 
campHservice  from  the  land  (I  mean,  without  an  enemy  there- 
in), your  agricoltural  population  would  sustain,  I  believe,  greater 
damage  than  what  the  whole  expense  of  the  late  war  amounted 
to.  But  if  a  war  should  come,  what  damage  must  be  expected? 
There  is  the  insult  too,  and  the  disgrace  of  the  thing,  worse  than 
any  damage  to  right-thinking  men. 

On  all  these  accounts,  then,  we  must  unite  to  lend  our 
succor,  and  drive  off  the  war  yonder ;  the  rich,  that,  spending  a 
little  for  the  abundance  which  they  happily  possess,  they  may 
enjoy  the  residue  in  security ;  the  young,  that,  gaining  military 
experience  in  Philip's  territory,  they  may  become  redoubtable 
champions  to  preserve  their  own ;  the  orators,  that  they  may  pass 
a  good  account  of  their  statesmanship;  for  on  the  result  of 
measures  will  depend  your  judgment  of  their  conduct.  May  it 
for  every  cause  be  prosperous. 

Thb  Second  Olynthiao. 

On  many  occasions,  men  of  Athens,  one  may  see  the  kind- 
ness of  the  gods  to  this  country  manifested,  but  most  signally,  I 
think,  on  the  present  That  here  are  men  prepared  for  a  war 
with  Philip,*  possessed  of  a  neighboring  territory  and  some 
power,  and  (what  is  most  important)  so  fixed  in  their  hostility 
as  to  regard  any  accommodation  with  him  as  insecure,  and  even 
ruinous  to  their  country ;  this  really  appears  like  an  extraor- 
dinary act  of  divine  beneficence.  It  must,  then,  be  our  care, 
Athenians,  that  we  are  not  more  unkind  to  ourselves  than  cir- 
cumstances have  been ;  as  it  would  be  a  foul,  a  most  foul  re- 
proach, to  have  abandoned  not  only  cities  and  places  that  once 
belonged  to  us,  but  also  the  allies  and  advantages  provided  by 
fortune. 

To  dilate,  Athenians,  on  Philip's  power,  and  by  such  dis- 
course to  incite  you  to  your  duty,  I  think  improper ;  and  why  ? 
Because  all  that  may  be  said  on  that  score  involves  matter  of 
glory  for  him,  and  misconduct  on  our  part.  The  more  he  has 
transcended  his  repute,  the  more  is  he  universally  admired  ; 
you,  as  you  have  used  your  advantages  unworthily,  have  in- 
curred the  greater  disgrace.  This  topic,  then,  I  shall  pass  over. 
Indeed,  Athenians,  a  correct  observer  will  find  the  source  of  his 
greatness  here,  and  not  in  himself.  But  of  measui*e8  for  which 
Philip's  partisans  de^  "  '*  gratitude  and  your  vengeance^I 
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no  occasion  to  speak  now.  Other  things  are  open  to  me, 
which  it  concerns  you  all  to  know,  and  which  must,  on  a  due 
examination,  Athenians,  reflect  great  disgrace  on  Philip.  To 
tiiete  will  I  address  myself. 

To  call  him  perjured  and  treacherous,  without  showing  what 
be  has  done,  might  justly  be  termed  idle  abuse.  But  to  go 
tiinmgh  all  his  actions  and  convict  him  in  detail  will  take,  as  it 
happens,  but  a  short  time,  and  is  expedient,  I  think,  for  two 
reasons:  first,  that  his  baseness  may  appear  in  its  true  light; 
secondly,  that  they  whose  terror  imagines  Philip  to  be  invin- 
cible may  see  he  has  run  through  all  the  artifices  by  which  he 
rose  to  greatness,  and  his  career  is  just  come  to  an  end.  I  my- 
•elf,  men  of  Athens,  should  most  assuredly  have  regarded 
Philip  as  an  object  of  fear  and  admiration,  had  I  seen  him 
exalted  by  honorable  conduct ;  but  observing  and  considering  I 
find  that  in  the  beginning,  when  certain  persons  drove  away 
the  Olynthians  who  desired  a  conference  with  us,  he  gained 
over  our  simplicity  by  engaging  to  surrender  Amphipolis,and  to 
execnte  the  secret  article  once  so  famous ;  afterward  he  got  the 
friendship  of  the  Olynthians  by  taking  Potidasa  from  you, 
wronging  you  his  former  allies,  and  delivering  it  to  them  ;  and 
lastly  now  the  Thessalians,  by  promising  to  surrender  Magnesia, 
and  andertake  the  Phocian  war  on  their  behalf.  In  short,  none 
who  have  dealt  with  him  has  ho  not  deceived.  He  has  risen  by 
eonciliating  and  cajoling  the  weakness  of  every  people  in  turn 
who  knew  him  not  As,  therefore,  by  such  means  he  rose,  when 
every  people  imagined  he  would  advance  their  interest,  so  ought 
be  by  the  same  means  to  be  pulled  down  again,  when  the  selfish 
aim  of  his  whole  policy  is  exposed.  To  this  crisis,  0  Athenians, 
are  Philip's  affairs  come  ;  or  let  any  man  stand  forward  and 
prove  to  me,  or  rather  to  you,  that  my  assertions  are  false,  or  that 
mai  whom  Philip  has  once  overreached  will  trust  him  hereafter, 
or  that  the  Tliessalians  who  have  been  degraded  into  servitude 
would  not  gladly  become  free. 

But  if  any  among  you,  though  a^^recinpr  in  theso  statements, 
thinks  that  Philip  will  maintain  his  power  by  havini?  occupied 
foniM  and  havens  and  the  like,  this  is  a  mistake.  True,  when  a 
confederacy  subsists  by  prood-wilj,  and  nil  parties  to  the  war 
have  a  common  interest,  men  are  willinu  to  co-operate  and  bear 
hardabipa  and  persevere.  But  when  one  has  prown  strong,  like 
FUKpi  by  rapacity  and  artifice,  on  the  first  pretext,  the  slightest 
all  is  overturned  and  broken  up.     Impossible  is  it«  — • 
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impossible,  Athenians,  —  to  acquire  a  solid  power  by  injustice 
and  perjury  and  falsehood.  Such  things  last  for  once,  or  for  a 
short  period ;  maybe  they  blossom  fairly  with  hope ;  but  in 
time  they  are  discovered  and  drop  away.  As  a  house,  a  ship, 
or  the  like,  ought  to  have  the  lower  parts  firmest,  so  in  human 
conduct,  I  ween,  the  principle  and  foundation  should  be  just 
and  true.     But  this  is  not  so  in  Philip's  conduct. 

I  say,  then,  we  should  at  once  aid  the  Olynthians  (the  best 
and  quickest  way  that  can  be  suggested  will  please  me  most), 
and  send  an  embassy  to  the  Tliessalians,  to  inform  some  of  our 
measures,  and  to  stir  up  the  rest ;  for  they  have  now  resolved 
to  demand  Pagas®,  and  remonstrate  about  Magnesia.  But  look 
to  this,  Athenians,  that  our  envoys  shall  not  only  make  speeches, 
but  have  some  real  proof  that  we  have  gone  forth  as  becomes 
our  country,  and  are  engaged  in  action.  All  speech  without 
action  appears  vain  and  idle,  but  especially  that  of  our  common- 
wealth ;  as  the  more  we  are  thought  to  excel  therein,  the  more 
is  our  speaking  distrusted  by  all.  You  must  show  yourselves 
greatly  reformed,  greatly  changed,  contributing,  serving  per- 
sonally, acting  promptly,  before  any  one  will  pay  attention  to 
you.  And  if  ye  will  perform  these  duties  properly  and  becom- 
ingly, Athenians,  not  only  will  it  appear  that  Philip's  alliances 
are  weak  and  precarious,  but  the  poor  state  of  his  native  empire 
and  power  will  be  revealed. 

To  speak  roundly,  the  Macedonian  power  and  empire  is  very 
well  as  tt  help,  as  it  was  for  you  in  Timotheus'  time  against  the 
Olynthians ;  likewise  for  them  against  Potidaea  the  conjunction 
was  important ;  and  lately  it  aided  the  Thessalians  in  their 
broils  and  troubles  against  the  regnant  house ;  and  the  acces- 
sion of  any  power,  however  small,  is  undoubtedly  useful.  But 
the  Macedonian  is  feeble  of  itself,  and  full  of  defects.  The 
very  operations  which  seem  to  constitute  Philip's  greatness,  his 
wars  and  his  expeditions,  have  made  it  more  insecure  than  it 
was  originally.  Think  not,  Athenians,  that  Philip  and  his  sub- 
jects have  the  same  likings.  He  desires  glory,  makes  that  his 
passion,  is  ready  for  any  consequence  of  adventure  and  peril, 
preferring  to  a  life  of  safety  the  honor  of  achieving  what  no 
Macedonian  king  ever  did  before.  They  have  no  share  in  the 
glorious  result ;  ever  harassed  by  these  excursions  up  and  down, 
they  suffer  and  toil  incessantly,  allowed  no  leisure  for  their  em- 
ployments or  private  concerns,  unable  even  to  dispose  of  tibmr 
hard  earnings,  the  markets  of  the  country  being  dod*^' 
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oonnt  of  fhe  war.  67  this,  then,  maj  easily  be  seen  how  the 
Macedonians  in  general  are  disposed  to  Philip,  flis  mercenaries 
and  goards,  indeed,  have  the  reputation  of  admirable  and  well« 
tndned  soldiers,  but,  as  I  heard  from  one  who  had  been  in  the 
eoontrji  a  man  incapable  of  falsehood,  they  are  no  better  than 
others.  For  if  there  be  any  among  them  experienced  in  battles 
and  campaigns,  Philip  is  jealous  of  such  men  and  drives  them 
away,  he  says,  wishing  to  keep  the  glory  of  all  actions  to  himself ; 
his  jealousy  (among  other  failings)  being  excessive.  Or  if  any 
man  be  generally  good  and  virtuous,  unable  to  bear  Philip's  daily 
intemperances,  drunkenness,  and  indecencies,  he  is  pushed  aside 
and  accounted  as  nobody.  The  rest  about  him  are  brigands  and 
parasites,  and  men  of  that  character,  who  will  get  drunk  and  per- 
form dances  which  I  scruple  to  name  before  you.  My  informa- 
tion is  undoubtedly  true  ;  for  persons  whom  all  scouted  here  as 
worse  rascals  than  mountebanks,  Callias  the  town-slave  and  the 
like  of  him,  antic-jesters,  and  composers  of  ribald  songs  to  lam- 
poon their  companions,  such  persons  Philip  caresses  and  keeps 
abont  him.  Small  matters  these  may  be  thought,  Athenians, 
but  to  the  wise  they  are  strong  indications  of  his  character  and 
mrong-headedness.  Success  perhaps  throws  a  shade  over  them 
now;  prosperity  is  a  famous  hider  of  such  blemishes;  but  on 
any  miscarriage  they  will  be  fully  exposed.  And  this  (trust  me, 
Athenians)  will  appear  in  no  long  time,  if  the  gods  so  will  and 
70a  determine.  For  as  in  the  human  body,  a  man  in  health 
feels  not  partial  ailments,  but  when  illness  occurs  all  are  in 
motion,  whether  it  be  a  rupture  or  a  sprain  or  anything  else 
onsonnd,  so  with  states  and  monarchs,  while  they  wage  external 
war,  their  weaknesses  are  undiscerncd  by  most  men,  but  the 
tog  of  a  frontier  war  betrays  all. 

If  any  of  you  think  Philip  a  formidable  opponent  because 
fhey  see  he  is  fortunate,  such  reasoning  is  prudent,  Athenians. 
Fortune  has  indeed  a  great  preponderance  —  nay,  is  everything, 
in  human  affairs.  Not  but  that,  if  I  had  the  choice,  I  should 
prefer  our  fortune  to  Philip's,  would  you  but  moderately  per- 
form your  duty.  For  I  sec  you  have  many  more  claims  to  the 
divine  favor  than  he  has.  But  we  sit  doin^^  nothing;  and  a 
man  idle  himself  cannot  require  even  his  friends  to  act  for  him, 
much  less  the  gods.  No  wonder,  then,  that  he,  marching  and 
toiling  in  person,  present  on  all  occasions,  neglecting  no  time  or 
season,  prevails  over  us  delaying  and  voting  and  inquiring.  I 
Biarvel  not  at  that;  the  contrary  would  have  been  marvellous, 
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if  m,  doing  none  of  the  duties  of  war,  had  beftten  one  doing 
alL  But  this  sDrprises  me,  that  formerly,  Athenians,  joa 
resisted  the  Lacedsmoniang  for  the  rights  of  Greece,  and  reject- 
ing many  opportunities  of  selfish  gain,  to  secure  the  rights  of 
others,  expended  your  property  in  contributions,  and  bore  the 
brant  of  the  battle ;  yet  now  you  are  loath  to  serve,  slow  to  con- 
tribute,  in  defence  of  your  own  possessions,  and,  though  yon 
bare  often  saved  the  other  nations  of  Greece  collectively  and 
individually,  under  your  ovm  losses  you  sit  still.  Tbis  surprises 
me,  and  one  thing  more,  Athenians ;  that  not  one  of  you  can 
reckon  bow  long  your  wa.t  with  Philip  has  lasted,  and  what  you 
bave  been  doing  while  the  time  has  passed.  You  surely  know 
that  while  you  have  been  delaying,  expecting  others  to  act,  ac- 
cusing, trying  one  another,  expecting  again,  doing  much  the 
same  as  ye  do  now,  all  the  time  has  passed  away.  Then  are  ye 
BO  aenselesB,  Athenians,  as  to  imagine  that  the  same  measures 
which  have  brought  the  country  from  a  prosperous  to  a  poor  con- 
dition will  bring  it  from  a  poor  to  a  prosperous  ?  Unreasonable 
were  this  and  unnatural;  for  all  things  are  easier  kept  than 
gotten.  The  war  now  has  left  us  nothing  to  keep ;  we  have  all 
to  get,  and  the  work  must  be  done  by  ourselves.  I  say,  then, 
you  must  contribute  money,  serve  in  person  with  alacrity,  accuse 
no  one,  till  you  have  gained  your  objects;  then,  judging  from 
facts,  honor  the  deserving,  punish  offenders ;  !et  there  be  no  pre- 
tences or  defaults  on  your  own  part;  for  you  cannot  harshly 
scrutinize  the  conduct  of  others,  unless  you  have  done  what  is 
right  yourselves.  Wliy,  think  you,  do  all  the  generals  whom  you 
commission  avoid  this  war,  and  seek  wars  of  their  own  I  —  for 
of  the  generals  too  must  a  little  truth  be  told.  Because  hert 
the  prizes  of  the  war  are  yours ;  for  example,  if  Ampbipolis  b« 
taken,  you  will  immediately  recover  it ;  the  commanders  havs 
all  the  risk  and  no  reward.  But  in  th«  other  eass  the  riski  an 
lean,  and  the  gains  belong  to  the  commiiiiders  and  ioldiers; 
Lampsacufl,  Sigeum,  the  vessels  which  tliey  plunder.  So  they 
proceed  to  secure  their  several  interests:  you,  when  you  look  at 
the  bad  state  of  your  affairs,  bring  the  jioncrala  to  trial ;  but 
when  they  get  a  hearing  and  plead  these  necessities,  you  dismiss 
them.  The  result  is  that,  while  you  are  quarrelling  and  divided,  i 
some  holding  one  opinion,  some  another,  the  commonwe^dM 
goes  wrong.  Formerly,  Athenians,  yo«  had  b  '"  '^ 
now  you  have  boards  for  politics.  There  is  to 
on  eitlier  side,  a  general  under  him,  and  tiir 
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shoot ;  the  rest  of  yon  are  attached  to  the  one  party  or  the  other. 
This  yoo  moat  leave  off ;  be  yourselves  again ;  establish  a  gen- 
eral liberty  of  speech,  deliberation,  and  action.  If  some  are 
appointed  to  command  as  with  royal  authority,  some  to  be  ship- 
captains,  tax-payers,  soldiers  by  compulsion,  others  only  to  vote 
against  them,  and  help  in  nothing  besides,  no  duty  will  be  sea- 
sonably performed ;  the  aggrieved  parties  will  still  fail  you, 
and  you  will  have  to  punish  them  instead  of  your  enemies*  I 
say,  in  short,  you  must  all  fairly  contribute  according  to  each 
man's  ability ;  take  your  turns  of  service  till  you  have  all  been 
afield ;  give  every  speaker  a  hearing,  and  adopt  the  best  coun- 
sel, not  what  this  or  that  person  advises.  If  ye  act  thus,  not 
only  will  ye  praise  the  speaker  at  the  moment,  but  yourselves 
afterward,  when  the  condition  of  the  country  is  improved* 

The  Third  Olynthiao. 

Not  the  same  ideas,  men  of  Athens,  are  presented  to  me 
when  I  look  at  our  condition  and  when  at  the  speeches  which 
are  delivered.  The  speeches,  I  find,  are  about  punishing  Philip; 
but  our  condition  is  come  to  this,  that  we  must  mind  we  are 
not  first  damaged  ourselves.  Therefore,  it  seems  to  me,  these 
orators  commit  the  simple  error  of  not  laying  before  you  the 
true  subject  of  debate.  That  once  we  might  safely  have  held 
our  own  and  punished  Philip  too,  I  know  well  enough ;  both 
have  been  possible  in  my  own  time,  not  very  long  ago.  But 
now,  I  am  persuaded,  it  is  sufficient  in  the  first  instance  to 
effect  the  preservation  of  our  allies.  When  this  has  been  se- 
cured, one  may  look  out  for  revenji^e  on  Philip ;  but  before  we 
lay  the  foundation  right,  T  deem  it  idle  to  talk  about  the  end. 

The  present  crisis,  0  Athenians,  requires,  if  any  ever  did, 
much  thought  and  counsel.  Not  that  I  am  puzzled  what  ad- 
vice to  give  in  the  matter ;  I  am  only  doubtful  in  what  way, 
Athenians,  to  address  you  thereupon.  For  I  have  been  taught 
both  by  hearsay  and  experience  that  most  of  your  advantages 
have  escaped  you  from  unwillingness  to  do  your  duty,  not  from 
ignorance.  I  request  you,  if  I  speak  my  mind,  to  be  patient, 
and  consider  only  whether  I  speak  the  truth,  and  with  a  view 
to  future  amendment.  You  see  to  what  wretched  plight  we  are 
reduced  by  some  men  haranguing  for  popularity. 

I  think  it  necessary,  however,  first  to  recall  to  your  memory 
a  few  past  events.     You  remember,  Athenians,  when  news  came 
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three  or  fonr  years  ago,  that  Philip  was  in  Thrace  besieging 
HersBum.  It  was  then  the  fifth  month,  and  after  mach  discos- 
sion  and  tnmult  in  the  assembly  you  resolved  to  launch  fortj 
galleys,  that  every  citizen  under  forty-five  should  embark,  and 
a  tax  be  raised  of  sixty  talents.  That  year  passed ;  the  first, 
second,  third  month  arrived ;  in  that  month,  reluctantly,  after 
the  mysteries,  you  despatched  Gharidemus  with  ten  empty  ships 
and  five  talents  in  money ;  for  as  Philip  was  reported  to  be 
sick  or  dead  (both  rumors  came),  you  thought  tiiere  was  no 
longer  any  occasion  for  succors,  and  discontinued  the  armament. 
But  that  was  the  very  occasion ;  if  we  had  then  sent  our  succors 
quickly,  as  we  resolved,  Philip  would  not  have  been  saved  to 
trouble  us  now. 

Those  events  cannot  be  altered.  But  here  is  the  crisis  of 
another  war,  the  cause  why  I  mentioned  the  past,  that  you 
may  not  repeat  your  error.  How  shall  we  deid  with  it,  men 
of  Athens  ?  If  you  lend  not  the  utmost  possible  aid,  see  how 
you  will  have  manoeuvred  everything  for  Philip*s  benefit. 
There  were  the  Olynthians,  possessed  of  some  power;  and 
matters  stood  thus:  Philip  distrusted  them,  and  they  Philip. 
We  negotiated  for  peace  with  them ;  this  hampered  (as  it  were) 
and  annoyed  Philip,  that  a  great  city,  reconciled  to  us,  should 
be  watching  opportunities  against  him.  We  thought  it  neces- 
sary by  all  means  to  make  that  people  his  enemies;  and  lo, 
what  erewhile  you  clamored  for,  has  somehow  or  other  been  ac- 
complished. Then  what  remains,  Athenians,  but  to  assist  them 
vigorously  and  promptly?  I  know  not.  For  besides  the  dis- 
grace that  would  fall  upon  us  if  we  sacrificed  any  of  our  interests, 
I  am  alarmed  for  the  consequences,  seeing  how  the  Thebans  are 
affected  toward  us,  the  Phocian  treasury  exhausted,  nothing 
to  prevent  Philip,  when  he  has  subdued  what  lies  before  him, 
from  turning  to  matters  here.  Whoever  postpones  until  then 
tlie  performance  of  his  duty  wishes  to  see  the  peril  at  hand, 
when  he  mav  hear  of  it  elsewhere,  and  to  seek  auxiliaries  for 
himself,  when  he  may  be  auxiliary  to  others ;  for  that  this  will 
be  the  issue  if  we  throw  away  our  present  advantage,  we  all 
know  pretty  well. 

But  it  may  be  said,  we  have  resolved  that  succors  are  neces- 
sary, and  we  will  send  them;  tell  us  only  how.  Marvel  not 
then,  Athenians,  if  I  say  something  to  astonish  the  multitude. 
Appoint  law-revisers:  at  their  session  enact  no  statutes,  for 
you  have  enough,  but  repeal  those  which  are  at  present  inju- 
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rions ;  I  mean,  just  plainly,  the  laws  concerning  oar  theatrieal 
fond,  and  some  concerning  the  troops,  whereof  the  former 
diride  the  military  fund  among  stayers-at-home  for  theatrical 
amnaement,  the  latter  indemnify  deserters,  and  so  dishearten 
men  well  inclined  to  the  serTice.  When  you  have  repealed 
these,  and  made  the  road  to  good  counsel  safe,  then  find  a  man 
to  propose  what  you  all  know  to  be  desirable.  But  before  doing 
so,  look  not  for  one  who  will  advise  good  measures  and  be 
destroyed  by  you  for  his  pains.  Such  a  person  yon  will  not 
find,  especially  as  the  only  result  would  be  for  the  adviser  and 
merer  to  suffer  wrongfully,  and,  without  forwarding  matters, 
to  render  good  counsel  still  more  dangerous  in  future.  Besides, 
Athenians,  you  should  require  the  same  men  to  repeal  these 
laws  who  have  introduced  them.  It  is  unjust  that  their  au* 
tbors  should  enjoy  a  popularity  which  has  injured  the  common- 
wealth, while  the  adviser  of  salutary  measures  suffers  by  a 
displeasure  that  may  lead  to  general  improvement.  Till  this 
is  set  right,  Athenians,  look  not  that  any  one  should  be  so 
powerful  with  you  as  to  transgress  these  laws  with  impunity, 
or  so  senseless  as  to  plunge  into  ruin  right  before  him. 

Another  thing,  too,  you  should  observe,  Athenians :  that  a 
decree  is  worth  nothing  without  a  readiness  on  your  part  to 
do  what  you  determine.  Could  decrees  of  themselves  compel 
yon  to  perform  your  duty,  or  execute  what  they  prescribe, 
neither  would  you  with  many  decrees  have  accomplished  little 
or  nothing,  nor  would  Philip  have  insulted  you  so  long.  Had 
it  depended  on  decrees,  he  would  have  been  chastised  long  aga 
Hot  the  course  of  things  is  otherwise.  Action,  posterior  in 
order  of  time  to  speaking  and  voting,  is  in  efficacy  prior  and 
superior.  This  requisite  you  want ;  the  others  you  possess. 
There  are  among  you,  Athenians,  men  competent  to  advise 
what  is  needful,  and  you  are  exceedingly  quick  at  under- 
standing it ;  ay,  and  you  will  be  able  now  to  perform  it,  if  you 
act  rightly.  For  what  time  or  season  would  you  have  better 
than  the  present?  When  will  you  do  your  duty,  if  not  now? 
Has  not  the  man  got  possession  of  all  our  strongholds  ?  And 
if  he  become  master  of  this  country,  shall  we  not  incur  foul 
disgrace  ?  Are  not  they  to  whom  we  promised  sure  protection 
in  case  of  war  at  this  moment  in  hostilities?  Is  he  not  an 
enemy,  holding  our  possessions  —  a  barbarian  —  anything  you 
like  to  call  him?  But,  O  heavens!  after  (>ermitting,  almost 
helping  him  to  accomplish  these  things,  shall  we  inquire  who 

VOL.  Vll.  —  IS 
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were  to  blame  for  them  ?  I  know  we  shall  not  take  the  blame 
to  oarselves.  For  so  in  battles,  no  runaway  accuses  himself, 
but  his  general,  his  neighbor,  any  one  rather;  though,  sure 
enough,  the  defeat  is  owing  to  all  the  runaways ;  for  each  one 
who  accuses  the  rest  might  have  stood  his  ground,  and  had 
each  done  so  they  would  have  conquered.  Now,  then,  does  any 
man  not  give  the  best  advice  ?  Let  another  rise  and  give  it, 
but  not  censure  the  last  speaker.  Does  a  second  give  better 
advice  ?  Follow  it,  and  success  attend  you.  Perhaps  it  is  not 
pleasant ;  but  that  is  not  the  speaker's  fault,  unless  he  omits 
some  needful  prayer.  To  pray  is  simple  enough,  Athenians, 
collecting  all  that  one  desires  in  a  short  petition ;  but  to  decide, 
when  measures  are  the  subject  of  consideration,  is  not  quite  so 
easy ;  for  we  must  choose  the  profitable  rather  than  the  pleas- 
ant, where  both  are  not  compatible. 

But  if  any  one  can  let  alone  our  theatrical  fund,  and  sug- 
gest other  supplies  for  the  military,  is  he  not  cleverer  ?  it  may 
be  asked.  I  grant  it,  if  this  were  possible ;  but  I  wonder  if  any 
man  ever  was  or  will  be  able,  after  wasting  his  means  in  useless 
expenses,  to  find  means  for  useful.  The  wishes  of  men  are 
indeed  a  great  help  to  such  arguments,  and  therefore  the  easiest 
thing  in  the  world  is  self-deceit ;  for  every  man  believes  what 
he  wishes,  though  the  reality  is  often  dififerent.  See  then, 
Athenians,  what  the  realities  allow,  and  you  will  be  able  to 
serve  and  have  pay.  It  becomes  not  a  wise  or  magnanimous 
people  to  neglect  military  operations  for  want  of  money,  and 
bear  disgraces  like  these ;  or,  while  you  snatch  up  arms  to 
march  against  Corinthians  and  Megarians,  to  let  Philip  enslave 
Greek  cities  for  lack  of  provisions  for  your  troops. 

I  have  not  spoken  for  the  idle  purpose  of  giving  offence :  I 
am  not  so  foolish  or  perverse,  as  to  provoke  your  displeasure 
without  intending  your  good:  but  I  think  an  upright  citizen 
should  prefer  the  advancement  of  the  commonweal  to  the 
gratification  of  his  audience.  And  I  hear,  as  perhaps  you  do, 
that  the  speakers  in  our  ancestors'  time,  whom  all  that  ad- 
dress you  praise,  but  not  exactly  imitate,  were  politicians 
after  this  form  and  fashion,  —  Aristides,  Nicias,  my  namesake, 
Pericles.  But  since  these  orators  have  appeared,  who  ask. 
What  is  your  pleasure  ?  what  shall  I  move  ?  how  can  I  oblige 
you  ?  the  public  welfare  is  complimented  away  for  a  moment's 
popularity,  and  these  are  the  results  ;  the  orators  thrive,  you 
are  disgraced.     Mark,  0  Athenians,  what  a  summary  contrast 
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Wfkj  be  drawn  between  the  doings  in  our  olden  time  and  in 
joora.  It  is  a  tale  brief  and  familiar  to  all ;  for  the  examples 
bj  which  jou  may  still  be  happy  are  found,  not  abroad,  men 
of  Athens,  but  at  home.  Our  forefathers,  whom  the  speakers 
humored  not  nor  caressed,  as  these  men  caress  700,  for  fiTO- 
and-fortj  years  took  tlie  leadership  of  the  Greeks  by  general 
oonaenti  and  brought  above  ten  thousand  talents  into  the 
citadel ;  and  the  king  of  this  country  was  submissire  to  them, 
is  a  barbarian  should  be  to  Greeks  ;  and  many  glorious  trophies 
they  erected  for  victories  won  by  their  own  fighting  on  land 
and  sea,  and  they  are  the  sole  people  in  the  world  who  have 
bequeathed  a  renovm  superior  to  envy.  Such  were  their  merits 
in  the  affairs  of  Greece ;  see  what  they  were  at  home,  both 
as  citizens  and  as  men.  Their  public  works  are  edifices  and 
ornaments  of  such  beauty  and  grandeur,  in  temples  and  con- 
secrated furniture,  that  posterity  have  no  power  to  surpass 
them.  In  private  they  were  so  modest  and  attached  to  the 
principle  of  our  constitution  that  whoever  knows  the  style  of 
house  which  Aristides  had,  or  Miltiades,  and  the  illustrious 
of  that  day,  perceives  it  to  be  no  grander  than  those  of  the 
neighbors.  Their  politics  were  not  for  money-making ;  each 
felt  it  his  duty  to  exalt  the  Cdmmonwealth.  By  a  conduct 
honorable  toward  the  Greeks,  pious  to  the  gods,  brotherlike 
among  themselves,  they  justly  attained  a  high  prosperity. 

So  fared  matters  with  them  under  the  statesmen  I  have 
mentioned.  How  fare  they  with  you  under  the  worthies  of 
our  time  ?  Is  there  any  likeness  or  resemblance  ?  I  pass  over 
other  topics,  on  which  I  could  expatiate ;  but  observe :  in  this 
uxter  absence  of  competitors  (Lacedaemonians  depressed,  Thebans 
employed*  none  of  the  rest  capable  of  disputing  the  supremacy 
with  us),  when  we  might  hold  our  own  securely  and  arbitrate 
the  claims  of  others,  we  have  been  deprived  of  our  rightful 
territory,  and  spent  above  fifteen  hundred  talents  to  no  pur- 
pose; the  allies,  whom  wo  gained  in  war,  the^^e  persons  have 
l*jst  in  peace,  and  wo  have  trained  up  n^iuHt  ourselves  an 
cnemv  thus  formidable.  Or  let  anv  one  come  forward  and  tell 
me  by  whose  contrivance  but  ours  Philip  has  grown  strong. 
Well,  sir,  this  looks  bad,  hut  thines  at  home  are  better.  What 
proof  can  be  adduced  ?  The  paru|)ets  that  are  whitewashed  ? 
The  roads  that  are  repaired?  fountains,  and  fooleries?  Look 
at  the  men  of  whose  statesmanship  these  are  the  fruits.  They 
have    risen    from    beggary  to    opulence,   or   from   obscurity  to 
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honor;  some  have  made  their  private  houses  more  splendid 
than  the  public  buildings ;  and  in  proportion  as  the  State  has 
declined,  their  fortunes  have  been  exalted. 

What  has  produced  these  results  ?  How  is  it  that  all  went 
prosperously  then,  and  now  goes  wrong?  Because  anciently  the 
people,  having  the  courage  to  be  soldiers,  controlled  the  states- 
men, and  disposed  of  all  emoluments ;  any  of  the  rest  was  happy 
to  receive  from  the  people  his  share  of  honor,  oflBce,  or  advantage. 
Now,  contrariwise,  the  statesmen  dispose  of  emoluments ;  through 
them  everything  is  done ;  you  the  people,  enervated,  stripped  of 
treasure  and  allies,  are  become  as  underlings  and  hangers-on, 
happy  if  these  persons  dole  you  out  show-money  or  send  you 
paltry  beeves  ;  and,  the  unmanliest  part  of  all,  you  are  grateful 
for  receiving  your  own.  They,  cooping  you  in  the  city,  lead  you 
to  your  pleasures,  and  make  you  tame  and  submissive  to  their 
hands.  It  is  impossible,  I  say,  to  have  a  high  and  noble  spirit 
while  you  are  engaged  in  petty  and  mean  employments ;  whatever 
be  the  pursuits  of  men,  their  characters  must  be  similar.  By 
Ceres !  I  should  not  wonder  if  I,  for  mentioning  these  things, 
suffered  more  from  your  resentment  than  the  men  who  have 
brought  them  to  pass.  For  even  liberty  of  speech  you  allow  not 
on  all  subjects  ;  I  marvel  indeed  you  have  allowed  it  here. 

Would  you  but  even  now,  renouncing  these  practices,  perform 
military  service  and  act  worthily  of  yourselves ;  would  you  em- 
ploy these  domestic  superfluities  as  a  means  to  gain  advantage 
abroad  ;  perhaps,  Athenians,  perhaps  you  might  gain  some  solid 
and  important  advantage,  and  be  rid  of  these  perquisites,  which 
are  like  the  diet  ordered  by  physicians  for  the  sick.  As  that 
neither  imparts  strength  nor  suffers  the  patient  to  die,  so  your 
allowances  are  not  enough  to  be  of  substantial  benefit,  nor  yet 
permit  you  to  reject  them  and  turn  to  something  else.  Thus  do 
they  increase  the  general  apathy.  What  ?  I  shall  be  asked ; 
mean  you  stipendiary  service?  Yes,  and  forthwith  the  same 
arrangement  for  all,  Athenians,  that  each,  taking  his  dividend 
from  the  public,  may  be  what  the  State  requires.  Is  peace  to  be 
had  ?  You  are  better  at  home,  under  no  compulsion  to  act  dis- 
honorably from  indigence.  Is  there  such  an  emergency  as  the 
present?  Better  to  be  a  soldier,  as  you  ought,  in  your  country's 
cause,  maintained  by  those  very  allowances.  Is  any  one  of  you 
beyond  the  military  age  ?  What  he  now  irregularly  takes  with- 
out doing  service,  let  him  take  by  just  regulation,  superintending 
and  transacting  needful  business.  Thus,  without  derogating  from 
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or  idding  to  oar  political  sjstem,  only  removing  some  irregularity, 
I  bring  it  into  order,  establishing  a  uniform  rule  for  receiving 
money,  for  serving  in  war,  for  sitting  on  juries,  for  doing  what 
each  according  to  his  age  can  do,  and  what  occasion  requires.  I 
never  advise  we  should  give  to  idlers  the  wages  of  the  diligent, 
or  sit  at  leisure,  passive  and  helpless,  to  hear  that  such  a  one*s 
mercenaries  are  victorious ;  as  we  do  now.  Not  that  I  blame 
any  one  who  does  you  a  service ;  I  only  call  upon  you,  Athenians, 
to  perform  on  your  own  account  those  duties  for  which  you  honor 
strangers,  and  not  to  surrender  that  post  of  dignity  which,  won 
through  many  glorious  dangers,  your  ancestors  have  bequeathed. 
I  have  said  nearly  all  that  I  think  necessary.  I  trust  you  will 
adopt  that  course  which  is  best  for  the  country  and  yourselves. 

The  First  Philippic. 

Had  the  question  for  debate  been  anything  new,  Athenians, 
I  should  have  waited  till  most  of  the  usual  speakers  had  been 
heard ;  if  any  of  their  counsels  had  been  to  my  liking,  I  had 
remained  silent,  else  proceeded  to  impart  my  own.  But  as  the 
snbject  of  discussion  is  one  upon  which  they  have  spoken  oft 
before,  I  imagine,  though  I  rise  the  first,  I  am  entitled  to  in- 
dolgence.  For  if  these  men  had  advised  properly  in  time  past, 
ttiere  would  be  no  necessity  for  deliberating  now. 

First,  I  say  you  must  not  de8i>ond,  Athenians,  under  your 
present  circumstances,  wretched  as  they  are ;  for  that  which  is 
worst  in  them  as  regards  the  past  is  best  for  the  future.  What 
do  I  mean  ?  That  your  affairs  are  amiss,  men  of  Athens,  be* 
eaoae  you  do  nothing  which  is  needful ;  if«  notwithstanding 
yoQ  performed  your  duties,  it  were  the  same,  there  would  be  no 
bope  of  amendment 

Consider  next  what  you  know  by  report  and  men  of  ezpe* 
rience  remember;  how  vast  a  power  the  Lacedemonians  had 
not  long  ago,  yet  how  nobly  and  becomingly  you  consulted  the 
dignity  of  Athens,  and  undertook  the  war  against  them  for  the 
rights  of  Greece.  Why  do  I  mention  this  ?  To  show  and  con- 
vince you,  Athenians,  that  nothing,  if  you  take  precaution,  is  to 
be  feared ;  nothing  if  you  are  negligent,  got»8  aa  you  desire. 
Take  for  examples  tlie  strencrth  of  the  LacediPmonians  then, 
which  vou  overcame  bv  attention  to  vour  duties,  and  the  inso- 
lence  of  this  man  now,  by  which  through  neglect  of  our  interests 
we  are  confounded.     But  if  any  among  you,  Athenians,  deem 
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Philip  hard  to  be  conquered,  looking  at  the  magnitude  of  his 
existing  power,  and  the  loss  by  us  of  all  our  strongholds,  they 
reason  rightly,  but  should  reflect  that  once  we  held  Pydna  and 
Potidsea  and  Methone  and  all  the  region  round  about  as  our  own, 
and  many  of  the  nations  now  leagued  with  him  were  indepen- 
dent and  free,  and  preferred  our  friendship  to  his.  Had  Philip 
then  taken  it  into  his  head  that  it  was  difKcult  to  contend  with 
Athens,  when  she  had  so  many  fortresses  to  infest  his  country, 
and  he  was  destitute  of  allies,  nothing  that  he  has  accomplished 
would  he  have  undertaken,  and  never  would  he  have  acquired  so 
large  a  dominion.  But  he  saw  well,  Athenians,  that  all  these 
places  are  the  open  prizes  of  war,  that  the  possessions  of  the 
absent  naturally  belong  to  the  present,  those  of  the  remiss  to 
them  that  will  venture  and  toil.  Acting  on  such  principle,  he 
has  won  every  thing  and  keeps  it,  either  by  way  of  conquest  or 
by  friendly  attachment  and  alliance ;  for  all  men  will  side  with 
and  respect  those  whom  they  see  prepared  and  willing  to  make 
proper  exertion.  If  you,  Athenians,  will  adopt  this  principle 
now,  though  you  did  not  before,  and  every  man,  where  he  can 
and  ought  to  give  his  service  to  the  State,  be  ready  to  give  it 
without  excuse,  the  wealthy  to  contribute,  the  able-bodied  to 
enlist,  —  in  a  word,  plainly,  if  you  will  become  your  own  masters, 
and  cease  each  expecting  to  dp  nothing  himself,  while  his  neighbor 
does  every  thing  for  him,  you  shall  then  with  heaven's  per- 
mission recover  your  own,  and  get  back  what  has  been  frittered 
away,  and  chastise  Philip.  Do  not  imagine  that  his  empire  is 
everlastingly  secured  to  him  as  a  god.  There  are  who  hate  and 
fear  and  envy  him,  Athenians,  even  among  those  that  seem  most 
friendly  ;  and  all  feelings  that  are  in  other  men  belong,  we  may 
assume,  to  his  confederates.  But  now  they  are  all  cowed,  having 
no  refuge  through  your  tardiness  and  indolence,  which  I  say 
you  must  abandon  forthwith.  For  you  see,  Athenians,  the  case, 
to  what  pitch  of  arrogance  the  man  has  advanced,  who  leaves 
you  not  even  the  choice  of  action  or  inaction,  but  threatens,  and 
uses  (they  say)  outrageous  language,  and,  unable  to  rest  in  pos- 
session of  his  conquests,  continually  widens  their  circle,  and, 
while  we  dally  and  delay,  throws  his  net  all  around  us.  When, 
then,  Athenians,  when  will  ye  act  as  becomes  you?  In  what 
event?  In  that  of  necessity,  I  suppose.  And  how  should  we 
regard  the  events  happening  now  ?  Methinks,  to  freemen  the 
strongest  necessity  is  the  disgrace  of  their  condition.  Or  tell 
me,  do  ye  like  walking  about  and  asking  one  another.  Is  there 
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Mnj  newB  ?  Why,  could  there  be  greater  news  than  a  man  of 
ICaoedonia  aabduing  Athenians,  and  directing  the  affairs  of 
Greece  ?  Is  Philip  dead  ?  No,  but  he  is  sick.  And  what  mat- 
ters it  to  you  ?  Should  anything  befall  this  man,  yon  will  soon 
create  another  Philip,  if  you  attend  to  business  that.  For  even 
he  has  been  exalted  not  so  much  by  his  own  strength  as  by  our 
negligence.  And  again  ;  should  anything  happen  to  him ;  ^ould 
fortune,  which  still  takes  better  care  of  us  than  we  of  ourselves, 
be  good  enough  to  accomplish  this  ;  observe  that,  being  on  the 
spot,  you  would  step  in  while  things  were  in  confusion,  and 
manage  them  as  yoo  pleased ;  but  as  you  now  are,  though  occa- 
sion offered  Amphipolis,  you  would  not  be  in  a  position  to 
accept  it,  with  neither  forces  nor  counsels  at  hand* 

However,  as  to  the  importance  of  a  general  zeal  in  the  dis- 
charge of  duty,  believing  you  are  convinced  and  satisfied,  I  say 
no  more. 

As  to  the  kind  of  force  which  I  think  may  extricate  you  from 
your  difficulties,  the  amount,  the  supplies  of  money,  the  best  and 
speediest  method  (in  my  judgment)  of  providing  all  the  neces- 
saries, I  shall  endeavor  to  inform  you  forthwith,  making  only 
one  request,  men  of  Athens.  When  you  have  heard  all,  deter- 
mine; prejudge  not  before.  And  let  none  think  I  delay  our 
operations,  because  I  recommend  an  entirely  new  force.  Not 
tibose  that  cry,  quickly !  to-day !  speak  most  to  the  purpose 
(for  what  has  already  happened  we  shall  not  be  able  to  prevent 
by  oar  present  armament),  but  he  that  shows  what  and  how 
great  and  whence  procured  must  be  the  force  capable  of  endur- 
ing till  either  we  have  advisedly  terminated  the  war,  or  over- 
come our  enemies :  for  so  shall  we  escape  annoyance  in  future. 
This  I  think  I  am  able  to  show,  without  offence  to  any  other 
man  who  has  a  plan  to  offer.  My  promise  indeed  is  large ;  it 
shall  be  tested  by  the  performance  ;  and  you  shall  be  my  judges. 

First,  then,  Athenians,  I  say  we  must  provide  fifty  warships, 
and  hold  ourselves  prepared,  in  case  of  emergency,  to  embark 
and  sail.  I  require  also  an  equipment  of  transports  for  half 
the  cavalrv  and  sufSciont  boats.  This  we  must  have  readv 
against  his  sudden  marches  from  his  own  country  to  Ther- 
mopvle,  the  Chersoneso,  Olynthus,  and  anywhere  he  likes.  For 
he  should  entertain  the  holief  that  possibly  yon  may  rouse  from 
this  over-carelessness,  and  start  off,  as  you  did  to  Eubcea,  and 
formerly  (they  say)  to  Ilaliartns,  and  very  lately  to  Ther* 
mopylm.     And  although  you  should  not  pursue  just  the  course 
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I  would  advise,  it  is  no  slight  matter  that  Philip,  knowing  you 
to  be  in  readiness,  —  know  it  he  will  for  certain ;  there  are  too 
manjr  among  our  own  people  who  report  everything  to  him,  — 
may  either  keep  quiet  from  apprehension  or,  not  heeding  your 
arrangements,  be  taken  ofiF  his  guard,  there  being  nothing  to 
prevent  your  sailing,  if  he  give  you  a  chance,  to  attack  his 
territories.  Such  an  armament,  I  say,  ought  instantly  to  be 
agreed  upon  and  provided.  But  besides,  men  of  Athens,  you 
should  keep  in  hand  some  force  that  will  incessantly  make  war 
and  annoy  him ;  none  of  your  ten  or  twenty  thousand  mercena- 
ries, not  your  forces  on  paper,  but  one  that  shall  belong  to  the 
State,  and  whether  you  appoint  one  or  more  generals,  or  this  or 
that  man  or  any  other,  shall  obey  and  follow  him.  Subsistence 
too  I  require  for  it.  What  the  force  shall  be,  how  large,  from 
what  source  maintained,  how  rendered  eflBcient,  I  will  show 
you,  stating  every  particular.  Mercenaries  I  recommend ;  and 
beware  of  doing  what  has  often  been  injurious,  —  thinking  all 
measures  below  the  occasion,  adopting  the  strongest  in  your 
decrees,  you  fail  to  accomplish  the  least ;  rather,  I  say,  perform 
and  procure  a  little,  add  to  it  afterward  if  it  prove  insufficient. 
I  advise,  then,  two  thousand  soldiers  in  all,  five  hundred  to  be 
Athenians,  of  whatever  age  you  think  right,  serving  a  limited 
time,  not  long,  but  such  time  as  you  think  right,  so  as  to  relieve 
one  another ;  the  rest  should  be  mercenaries.  And  with  them 
two  hundred  horse,  fifty  at  least  Athenians,  like  the  foot,  on  the 
same  terms  of  service ;  and  transports  for  them.  Well ;  what 
besides?  Ten  swift  galleys  ;  for,  as  Philip  has  a  navy,  we  must 
have  swift  galleys  to  convoy  our  power.  How  shall  subsistence 
for  these  troops  be  provided  ?  I  will  state  and  explain  ;  but 
first  let  me  tell  you  why  I  consider  a  force  of  this  amount 
sufficient,  and  why  I  wish  the  men  to  be  citizens. 

Of  that  amount,  Athenians,  because  it  is  impossible  for  us 

now  to  raise  an  army  capable  of  meeting  him  in  the  field ;  we 

must  plunder  and  adopt  such  kind  of  warfare  at  first;  our  force, 

therefore,  must  not  be  over-large  (for  there  is  not  pay  or  sub- 

tence),  nor  altogether  mean.     Citizens  I  wish  to  attend  and 

on  board,  because  I  hear  that  formerly  the  State  maintained 

rcenary  troops  at  Corinth,  commanded  by  Polystratus  and 

^bicrates  and  Chabrias  and  some  others,  and  that  you  served 

ith  them  yourselves;  and  I  am  told  that  these  mercenaries 

l^hting  by  your  side  and  you  by  theirs  defeated  the  Lacedaemo- 

4aii8.     But  ever  since  your  hirelings  have  served  by  themselves, 
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tbej  hare  been  yanquishing  your  friends  and  allies,  while  your 
enemies  have  become  unduly  great.  Just  glancing  at  the  war 
of  oar  State,  they  go  o£F  to  Artabazus  or  anywhere  rather,  and 
the  general  follows,  naturally ;  for  it  is  impossible  to  command 
without  giving  pay.  What  therefore  ask  I  ?  To  remove  the  ez- 
eoses  both  of  general  and  soldiers,  by  supplying  pay,  and  attach- 
ing  native  soldiers,  as  inspectors  of  the  general^s  conduct  The 
way  we  manage  things  now  is  a  mockery.  For  if  you  were 
asked :  Are  you  at  peace,  Athenians  ?  No,  indeed,  yon  would 
say;  we  are  at  war  with  Philip.  Did  you  not  choose  from 
yoorselves  ten  captains  and  generals,  and  also  captains  and  two 
generals  of  horse  ?  How  are  they  employed  ?  Except  one  man, 
whom  you  commission  on  service  abroad,  the  rest  conduct  your 
proeessions  with  the  sacrificers.  Like  puppet-makers,  you  elect 
your  infantry  and  calvary  officers  for  the  market-place,  not  for 
war.  Consider,  Athenians ;  should  there  not  be  native  captains, 
a  native  general  of  horse,  your  own  commanders,  that  the  force 
might  really  be  the  State*s?  Or  should  your  general  of  horse 
sail  to  Lemnos,  while  Menelaus  commands  the  cavalry  fighting 
for  your  possessions  ?  I  speak  not  as  objecting  to  the  man,  but 
be  ought  to  be  elected  by  you,  whoever  the  person  be. 

Perhaps  you  admit  the  justice  of  these  statements,  but  wish 
principally  to  hear  about  the  supplies,  what  they  must  be  and 
whence  procured.  I  will  satisfy  you.  Supplies,  then,  for  main* 
tenance,  mere  rations  for  these  troops,  come  to  ninety  talents 
and  a  little  more ;  for  ten  swift  galleys  forty  talents,  twenty 
minas  a  month  to  every  ship ;  for  two  thousand  soldiers  forty 
more,  that  each  soldier  may  receive  for  rations  ten  drachms  a 
month ;  and  for  two  hundred  horsemen,  each  receiving  thirty 
drachms  a  mouth,  twelve  talents.  Should  any  one  think  rations 
for  the  men  a  small  provision,  he  judges  erroneously.  Furnish 
that,  and  I  am  sure  the  army  itself  will,  without  injuring  any 
Greek  or  ally,  procure  everything  else  from  the  war,  so  as  to 
make  out  their  full  pay.  I  am  ready  to  join  the  fleet  as  a  volun- 
leer,  and  submit  to  any  thincr,  if  this  be  not  so.  Now  for  the 
ways  and  means  of  the  supply  which  I  demand  from  you. 

l^Stattment  of  toayn  and  meanM,'] 

This,  Athenians,  is  what  we  have  been  able  to  devise.  When 
yon  vote  upon  the  resolutions,  pass  what  you  approve,  that  you 
may  op{K>se  Philip,  not  only  by  decrees  and  letters,  but  by 
acuop  also. 
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I  tUnlr  it  will  assist  your  deliberations  about  the  war  and 
the  whole  arrangements,  to  regard  the  position,  Athenians,  of 
the  hostile  country,  and  consider  that  Philip  by  the  winds  and 
seasons  of  the  year  gets  the  start  in  most  of  his  operations, 
watching  for  the  trade-winds  or  the  winter  to  commence  them, 
when  we  are  unable  (he  thinks)  to  reach  the  spot.  On  this 
account,  we  must  carry  on  the  war  not  with  hasty  levies  (or  we 
shall  be  too  late  for  everything),  but  with  a  permanent  force  and 
power.  You  may  use  as  winter  quarters  for  your  troops  Lemnos, 
and  Thasus,  and  Sciathus,  and  the  islands  in  that  neighborhood, 
which  have  harbors  and  com  and  all  necessaries  for  an  army. 
In  the  season  of  the  year,  when  it  is  easy  to  put  ashore  and 
there  is  no  danger  from  the  winds,  they  will  easily  take  their 
station  off  the  coast  itself  and  at  the  entrances  of  the  seaports. 

How  and  when  to  employ  the  troops,  the  commander  ap- 
pointed by  you  will  determine  as  occasion  requires.  What  you 
must  find,  is  stated  in  my  bill.  If,  men  of  Athens,  you  will 
furnish  the  supplies  which  I  mention,  and  then,  after  completing 
your  preparations  of  soldiers,  ships,  cavalry,  will  oblige  the  entire 
force  by  law  to  remain  in  the  service,  and,  while  you  become 
your  own  paymasters  and  commissaries,  demand  from  your  gen- 
eral an  account  of  his  conduct,  you  will  cease  to  be  always  dis- 
cussing the  same  questions  without  forwarding  them  in  the 
least,  and  besides,  Athenians,  not  only  will  you  cut  off  his 
greatest  revenue  —  What  is  this?  He  maintains  war  against 
you  through  the  resources  of  your  allies,  by  his  piracies  on  their 
navigation  —  But  what  next  ?  You  will  be  out  of  the  reach  of 
injury  yourselves :  he  will  not  do  as  in  time  past,  when,  falling 
upon  Lemnos  and  Imbrus  he  carried  off  your  citizens  captive, 
seizing  the  vessels  at  Gersestus  he  levied  an  incalculable  sum, 
and  lastly,  made  a  descent  at  Marathon  and  carried  off  the 
sacred  galley  from  our  coast,  and  you  could  neither  prevent 
these  things  nor  send  succors  by  the  appointed  time.  But  how 
is  it,  think  you,  Athenians,  that  the  Panatlienaic  and  Dionysian 
festivals  take  place  always  at  the  appointed  time,  whether  expert 
or  unqualified  persons  to  be  chosen  to  conduct  either  of  them, 
whereon  you  expend  larger  sums  than  upon  any  armament,  and 
which  are  more  numerously  attended  and  magnificent  than  al- 
most anything  in  the  world  ;  while  all  your  armaments  are  after 
the  time,  as  that  to  Methone,  to  Pagasae,  to  Potidaea?  Because 
in  the  former  case  everything  is  ordered  by  law,  and  each  of 
you  knows  long  beforehand,  who  is  the  choir-master  of  his  tribe. 
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who  the  gymnastic  master,  when,  from  whom,  and  what  he  is  to 
receive  and  what  to  do.  Nothing  there  is  left  unascertained  or 
undefined :  whereas  in  the  business  of  war  and  its  preparations 
all  is  irregular,  unsettled,  indefinite.  Therefore  no  sooner  have 
we  heard  anything  than  we  appoint  ship-captains,  dispute  with 
them  on  the  exchanges,  and  consider  about  ways  and  means; 
then  it  is  resolved  that  resident  aliens  and  householders  shall 
embark,  then  to  put  yourselves  on  board  instead :  but  during 
these  days  the  objects  of  our  expedition  are  lost ;  for  the  time 
of  action  we  waste  in  preparation,  and  favorable  moments  wait 
not  our  evasions  and  delays.  The  forces  that  we  imagine  we 
possess  in  the  mean  time  are  found,  when  the  crisis  comes, 
utterly  insufficient.  And  Philip  has  arrived  at  such  a  pitch  of 
arrogance,  as  to  send  the  following  letter  to  the  Euboeans: 

[The  letter  u  read.^ 

Of  that  which  has  been  read,  Athenians,  most  is  true,  unha(>- 
pflj  true;  perhaps  not  agreeable  to  hear.  And  if  what  one 
passes  over  in  speaking,  to  avoid  offence,  one  could  pass  over  in 
reality,  it  is  right  to  humor  the  audience :  but  if  graciousness 
of  speech,  where  it  is  out  of  place,  does  harm  in  action,  shame- 
ful is  it,  Athenians,  to  delude  ourselves,  and  by  putting  off 
everything  unpleasant  to  miss  the  time  for  all  operations,  and 
be  unable  even  to  understand,  that  skilful  makers  of  war  should 
not  follow  circumstances,  but  be  in  advance  of  them ;  that  just 
as  a  general  may  be  expected  to  lead  his  armies,  so  are  men 
of  prudent  counsel  to  guide  circumstances,  in  order  that  their 
resolutions  may  be  accomplished,  not  their  motions  determined 
by  the  event.  Yet  you,  Athenians,  with  larger  means  than  any 
people  — ships,  infantry,  cavalry,  and  revenue  —  have  never  up 
to  this  day  made  proper  use  of  any  of  them ;  and  your  war  with 
Philip  differs  in  no  respect  from  the  boxing  of  barbarians. 
Por  among  them  the  party  struck  feels  always  for  the  blow ; 
strike  him  somewhere  else,  there  go  his  hands  again ;  ward  or 
look  in  the  face  he  cannot  nor  will.  So  you,  if  you  hear  of 
Philip  in  the  ChersoncRc,  vote  to  send  relief  there ;  if  at  Ther- 
mopylae, the  same ;  if  anywhere  else,  you  run  after  his  heels 
up  and  down,  and  are  commanded  by  him ;  no  plan  have  you 
devised  for  the  war;  no  circumstance  do  you  see  beforehand, 
only  when  you  learn  that  something  is  done,  or  about  to  be 
done.  Formerly  perhaps  this  was  allowable:  now  it  is  come 
to  a  crisiSy  to  be  tolerable  no  longer.     And   it  seems,  men  of 
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Athens,  as  if  some  god,  ashamed  for  ns  at  our  proceedings,  has 
put  this  activity  into  Philip.  For  had  he  been  willing  to  remain 
quiet  in  possession  of  his  conquests  and  prizes,  and  attempted 
nothing  further,  some  of  you,  I  think,  would  be  satisfied  with 
a  state  of  things,  which  brands  our  nation  with  the  shame  of 
cowardice  and  the  foulest  disgrace.  But  by  continually  encroach- 
ing and  grasping  after  more,  he  may  possibly  rouse  you,  if  you 
have  not  altogether  despaired.  I  marvel,  indeed,  that  none  of 
you,  Athenians,  notices  with  concern  and  anger,  that  the  begin- 
ning of  this  war  was  to  chastise  Philip,  the  end  is  to  protect 
ourselves  against  his  attacks.  One  thing  is  clear :  he  will  not 
stop,  unless  some  one  oppose  him.  And  shall  we  wait  for  this  ? 
And  if  you  despatch  empty  galleys  and  hopes  from  this  or  that 
person,  think  ye  all  is  well  ?  Shall  we  not  embark  ?  Shall  we 
not  sail  with  at  least  a  part  of  our  national  forces,  now  though 
not  before?  Shall  we  not  make  a  descent  upon  his  coast? 
Where,  then,  shall  we  land?  some  one  asks.  The  war  itself, 
men  of  Athens,  will  discover  the  rotten  parts  of  his  empire,  if 
we  make  a  trial ;  but  if  we  sit  at  home,  hearing  the  orators 
accuse  and  malign  one  another,  no  good  can  ever  be  achieved. 
Methinks,  where  a  portion  of  our  citizens,  though  not  all,  are 
commissioned  with  the  rest.  Heaven  blesses,  and  Foi*tune  aids 
the  struggle :  but  where  you  send  out  a  general  and  an  empty 
decree  and  hopes  from  the  hustings,  nothing  that  you  desire  is 
done ;  your  enemies  scofiF,  and  your  allies  die  for  fear  of  such 
an  armament.  For  it  is  impossible  —  ay,  impossible,  for  one 
man  to  execute  all  your  wishes:  to  promise,  and  assert,  and 
accuse  this  or  that  person,  is  possible ;  but  so  your  affairs  are 
ruined.  The  general  commands  wretched,  unpaid  hirelings ;  here 
are  persons  easily  found,  who  tell  you  lies  of  his  conduct ;  you 
vote  at  random  from  what  you  hear :  what  then  can  be  expected  ? 
How  is  this  to  cease,  Athenians  ?  When  you  make  the  same 
persons  soldiers,  and  witnesses  of  the  general's  conduct,  and 
judges  when  they  return  home  at  his  audit ;  so  that  you  may 
not  only  hear  of  your  own  affairs,  but  be  present  to  see  them. 
So  disgraceful  is  our  condition  now,  that  every  general  is  twice 
or  thrice  tried  before  you  for  his  life,  though  none  dares  even 
once  to  hazard  his  life  against  the  enemy :  they  prefer  the  death 
of  kidnappers  and  thieves  to  that  which  becomes  them ;  for  it  is 
a  malefactor's  part  to  die  by  sentence  of  the  law,  a  general's  to 
die  in  battle.  Among  ourselves,  some  go  about  and  say  that 
Philip  is  concerting  with  the  Lacedsemonians  the  destruction  of 
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lliebet  and  the  diBSoIution  of  republics ;  some,  that  he  has  sent 
eiiToys  to  the  king ;  others,  that  he  is  fortifying  cities  in  Uljria : 
•0  we  wander  about,  each  inventing  stories.  For  mj  part, 
Athenians,  bj  the  gods  I  believe  that  Philip  is  intoxicated  with 
the  magnitude  of  his  exploits,  and  has  manj  such  dreams  in 
his  imagination,  seeing  the  absence  of  opponents,  and  elated  by 
success;  but  most  certainly  he  has  no  such  plan  of  action,  as 
to  let  the  silliest  people  among  us  know  what  bis  intentions  are ; 
for  the  silliest  are  these  newsmongers.  Let  us  dismiss  such 
talk,  and  remember  only  that  Philip  is  an  enemy,  who  robe  us 
of  our  own  and  has  long  insulted  us;  that  wherever  we  have 
expected  aid  from  any  quarter,  it  has  been  found  hostile,  and 
tiiat  the  future  depends  on  ourselves,  and  unless  we  are  willing 
to  fight  him  there,  we  shall  perhaps  be  compelled  to  fight  here. 
This  let  us  remember,  and  then  we  shall  have  determined  wisely, 
tnd  have  done  with  idle  conjectures.  You  need  not  pry  into 
the  future,  but  assure  yourselves  it  will  be  disastrous,  unless 
JOQ  attend  to  your  duty,  and  are  willing  to  act  as  becomes  you. 
As  for  me,  never  before  have  I  courted  favor,  by  speaking 
what  I  am  not  convinced  is  for  your  good,  and  now  I  have  spoken 
my  whole  mind  frankly  and  unreservedly.  I  could  have  wished, 
knowing  the  advantage  of  good  counsel  to  you,  I  were  equally 
certain  of  its  advantage  to  the  counsellor :  so  should  I  have 
spoken  with  more  satisfaction.  Now,  with  an  uncertainty  of 
the  consequence  to  myself,  but  witli  a  conviction  that  you  will 
benefit  by  adopting  it,  I  proffer  my  advice.  I  trust  only,  that 
what  is  most  for  the  common  benefit  will  prevail. 

The  Second  Philippic. 

In  all  the  speeches,  men  of  Athens,  about  Philip's  measures 
and  infringements  of  the  peace,  I  observe  that  statements 
made  on  our  behalf  are  thought  just  and  generous,  and  all 
who  accuse  Philip  are  heard  with  approbation  ;  yet  nothing  (I 
may  say)  that  is  [)ro{)er,  or  for  the  sake  of  which  the  speeches 
are  worth  hearinfr,  is  done.  To  this  point  arc  the  affairs  of 
Athens  brought,  that  the  more  fully  and  clearly  one  convicts 
Philip  of  violating  the  peace  with  you,  and  plotting  against  the 
whole  of  Greece,  the  more  difficult  it  becomes  to  advise  you  how 
to  act.  The  cause  lies  in  all  of  us,  Athenians,  that,  when  we 
ought  to  oppose  an  ambitious  power  by  deeds  and  actions,  not 
by  words,  we  men  of  the  hustings  shrink  from  our  duty  of  mov- 
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ing  and  adyising,  for  fear  of  your  displeasure,  and  only  declaim 
on  the  heinousness  and  atrocity  of  Philip's  conduct ;  you  of  the 
assembly,  though  better  instructed  than  Philip  to  argue  justly, 
or  comprehend  the  argument  of  another,  to  check  him  in  the 
execution  of  his  designs  are  totally  unprepared.  The  result  is 
inoTitable,  I  imagine,  and  perhaps  just.  You  each  succeed 
better  in  what  you  are  busy  and  earnest  about ;  Philip  in  actions, 
you  in  words.  If  you  are  still  satisfied  with  using  the  better 
arguments,  it  is  an  easy  matter,  and  there  is  no  trouble ;  but  if 
we  are  to  take  measures  for  the  correction  of  these  evils,  to 
prevent  their  insensible  progress,  and  the  rising  up  of  a  mighty 
power,  against  which  we  could  have  no  defence,  then  our  course 
of  deliberation  is  not  the  same  as  formerly ;  the  orators,  and 
you  that  hear  them,  must  prefer  good  and  salutary  counsels  to 
those  which  are  easy  and  agreeable. 

First,  men  of  Athens,  if  anyone  regards  without  uneasiness 
the  might  and  dominion  of  Philip,  and  imagines  that  it  threatens 
no  danger  to  the  state,  or  that  all  his  preparations  are  not  against 
you,  I  marvel,  and  would  entreat  you  every  one  to  hear  briefly 
itrom  me  the  reasons,  why  I  am  led  to  form  a  contrary  expecta« 
tion,  and  wherefore  I  deem  Philip  an  enemy ;  that,  if  I  appear 
to  have  the  clearer  foresight,  you  may  hearken  to  me ;  if  they, 
who  have  such  confidence  and  trust  in  Philip,  you  may  give  youi 
adherence  to  them. 

Thus  then  I  reason,  Athenians.  What  did  Philip  first  make 
himself  master  of  after  the  peace  ?  Thermopylae  and  the  Pho- 
olan state.  Well,  and  how  used  he  his  power  ?  He  chose  to  act 
for  the  benefit  of  Thebes,  not  of  Athens.  Why  so  ?  Because,  I 
conceive,  measuring  his  calculations  by  ambition,  by  his  desire 
of  universal  empire,  without  regard  to  peace,  quiet,  or  justice, 
he  saw  plainly,  that  to  a  people  of  our  character  and  principles 
nothing  could  he  offer  or  give,  that  would  induce  you  for  self- 
interest  to  sacrifice  any  of  the  Greeks  to  him.  He  sees  that  you, 
having  respect  for  justice,  dreading  the  infamy  of  the  thing,  and 
exercising  proper  forethought,  would  oppose  him  in  any  such 
attempt  as  much  as  if  you  were  at  war:  but  the  Thebans  he 
expected  (and  events  prove  him  right)  would,  in  return  for  the 
services  done  them,  allow  him  in  cvervthing  else  to  have  his 
way,  and,  so  far  from  thwarting  or  impeding  him,  would  fight  on 
his  side  if  he  required  it.  From  the  same  persuasion  he  be- 
friended lately  the  Messenians  and  Argives,  which  is  the  highest 
panegyric  upon  you,  Athenians ;  for  you  are  adjudged  by  these 
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^itweedingt  to  be  flie  only  people  incapable  of  betraying  for 
Inere  the  national  rights  of  Oreece,  or  bartering  yoor  attach* 
ment  to  her  for  anj  obligation  or  benefit.  And  this  opinion  of 
TOO,  that  (so  different)  of  the  Argives  and  Thebans,  he  has 
natorallj  formed,  not  onlj  from  a  view  of  present  times,  but  by 
reflection  on  the  past  For  assoredlj  he  finds  and  hears  that 
joor  ancestors,  who  might  have  governed  the  rest  of  Oreeoe  on 
terms  of  submitting  to  Persia,  not  only  spumed  the  proposal, 
when  Alexander,  this  man's  ancestor,  came  as  herald  to  negoti- 
ate, but  preferred  to  abandon  their  country  and  endure  any  suf- 
fering, and  thereafter  achieved  such  exploits  as  all  the  world 
loves  to  mention,  though  none  could  ever  speak  them  worthily, 
and  therefore  I  must  be  silent ;  for  their  deeds  are  too  mighty 
to  be  uttered  in  words.  But  the  forefathers  of  the  Argives  and 
Thebans,  they  either  joined  the  barbarian's  army,  or  did  not  op- 
pose it ;  and  therefore  he  knows  that  both  will  selfishly  embrace 
their  advantage,  without  considering  the  common  interest  of  the 
Greeks.  He  thought  then,  if  he  chose  your  friendship,  it  must 
be  on  just  principles ;  if  he  attached  himself  to  them,  he  should 
find  auxiliaries  of  his  ambition.  This  is  the  reason  of  his  prefer* 
ring  them  to  you  both  then  and  now.  For  certainly  he  does  not 
see  them  with  a  larger  navy  than  you,  nor  has  he  acquired  an 
inland  empire  and  renounced  that  of  the  sea  and  the  ports,  nor 
does  he  forget  the  professions  and  promises  on  which  he  obtained 
the  peace 

Well,  it  may  be  said,  he  knew  all  this,  yet  he  so  acted,  not 
from  ambition  or  the  motives  which  I  charge,  but  because  the 
demands  of  the  Tliebans  were  more  equitable  than  yours.  Of 
all  pleas,  this  now  is  the  least  open  to  him.  He  that  bids  the 
Laoedflsmonians  resign  Messcne,  how  can  he  pretend,  when  he 
delivered  Orchomenos  and  Coronea  to  the  Thebans,  to  have  acted 
on  a  conviction  of  justice  ? 

But,  forsooth,  he  was  compelled  —  this  pica  remains  —  he 
made  concessions  against  his  will,  bein^  surrounded  by  Thesr 
salian  horse  and  Thehan  infantry.  Excellent!  So  of  his  inten- 
tions they  talk  ;  he  will  mlRtnist  the  Thebans ;  and  some  carrj 
news  about,  that  he  will  fortify  Elatoa.  All  this  he  intends  and 
will  intend  I  dare  say ;  but  to  attack  the  Lacedaemonians  on 
b#»half  of  Messone  and  Ariros  he  does  not  intend;  he  actually 
s*«nds  mercenari«;8  and  money  into  the  country,  and  is  expected 
himnelf  with  a  trreat  force.  The  Lacedaemonians,  who  are 
*n«*mies  of  Thebes,  he  overthrows  ;  the  Phocians,  whom  he  him- 
self tiefore  destroyed,  will  he  now  preserve  ? 
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Oropns  and  Eubcea  in  exchange  for  Amphipolis.  All  these 
declarations  on  the  hustings  I  am  sure  you  remember,  though 
you  are  not  famous  for  remembering  injuries.  And,  the  most 
disgraceful  thing  of  all,  you  voted  in  your  confidence,  that  this 
same  peace  should  descend  to  your  posterity ;  so  completely 
were  you  misled.  Why  mention  I  this  now,  and  desire  these 
men  to  be  called  ?  By  the  gods,  I  will  tell  you  the  truth  frankly 
and  without  reserve.  Not  that  I  may  fall  a-wrangling,  to  pro- 
yoke  recrimination  before  you,  and  afford  my  old  adversaries  a 
fresh  pretext  for  getting  more  from  Philip,  nor  for  the  purpose 
of  idle  garrulity.  But  I  imagine  that  what  Philip  is  doing  will 
grieve  you  hereafter  more  than  it  does  now.  I  see  the  thing 
progressing,  and  would  that  my  surmises  were  false;  but  I 
doubt  it  is  too  near  already.  So  when  you  are  able  no  longer  to 
disregard  events,  when,  instead  of  hearing  from  me  or  others 
that  these  measures  are  against  Athens,  you  all  see  it  yourselves, 
and  know  it  for  certain,  I  expect  you  will  be  wrathful  and  exas- 
perated. I  fear  then,  as  your  ambassadors  have  concealed  the 
purpose  for  which  they  know  they  were  corrupted,  those  who 
endeavor  to  repair  what  the  others  have  lost  may  chance  to 
encounter  your  resentment ;  for  I  see  it  is  a  practice  with  many 
to  vent  their  anger,  not  upon  the  guilty,  but  on  persons  most  in 
their  power.  While  therefore  the  mischief  is  only  coming  and 
preparing,  while  we  hear  one  another  speak,  I  wish  every  man, 
though  he  knows  it  well,  to  be  reminded,  who  it  was  persuaded 
you  to  abandon  Phocis  and  Thermopylae,  by  the  command  of 
which  Philip  commands  the  road  to  Attica  and  Peloponnesus, 
and  has  brought  it  to  this,  that  your  deliberation  must  be,  not 
about  claims  and  interests  abroad,  but  concerning  the  defence 
of  your  home  and  a  war  in  Attica,  which  will  grieve  every  citizen 
when  it  comes,  and  indeed  it  has  commenced  from  that  day. 
Had  you  not  been  then  deceived,  there  would  be  nothing  to  dis- 
tress the  state.  Philip  would  certainly  never  have  prevailed  at 
sea  and  come  to  Attica  with  a  fleet,  nor  would  he  have  marched 
with  a  land-force  by  Phocis  and  Thermopylae :  he  must  either 
have  acted  honorably,  observing  the  peace  and  keeping  quiet,  or 
been  immediately  in  a  war  similar  to  that  which  made  him 
desire  the  peace.  Enough  has  been  said  to  awaken  recollection. 
Grant,  0  ye  gods,  it  be  not  all  fully  confirmed !  I  would  have 
no  man  punished,  though  death  he  may  deserve,  to  the  damage 
and  danger  of  the  country. 
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promiies :  pray,  if  you  are  wise,  that  you  may  neyer  know  him 
for  a  cheat  and  a  deceiver.  By  Jupiter,  I  said,  there  are  mani- 
fold contriTances  for  the  guarding  and  defending  of  cities,  as 
runparts,  walls,  trenches,  and  the  like :  these  are  all  made  with 
hands,  and  require  expense ;  but  there  is  one  common  safeguard 
h  tlie  nature  of  prudent  men,  which  is  a  good  security  for  all, 
but  especially  for  democracies  against  despots.  What  do  I 
mean  ?  Mistnist.  Keep  this,  hold  to  this ;  preserve  this  only, 
tnd  you  can  never  be  injured.  What  do  ye  desire  ?  FreeQu3. 
Hen  see  ye  not  that  Philip's  very  titles  are  at  variance  there- 
with T  Every  king  and  despot  is  a  foe  to  freedom,  an  antagonist 
to  laws.  Will  ye  not  beware,  I  said,  lest,  seeking  deliverance 
from  war,  you  find  a  master  ? 

They  heard  me  with  a  tumult  of  approbation ;  and  many 
other  speeches  they  heard  from  the  ambassadors,  both  in  my 
presence  and  afterward ;  yet  none  the  more,  as  it  appears,  will 
they  keep  aloof  from  Philip's  friendship  and  promises.  And  no 
wonder  ttiat  Messenians  and  certain  Peloponnesians  should  act 
eootrary  to  what  their  reason  approves ;  but  you,  who  under- 
stand yourselves,  and  by  us  orators  are  told,  how  you  are  plotted 
tgainat,  how  you  are  inclosed !  you,  I  fear,  to  escape  present 
exertion,  will  come  to  ruin  ere  you  are  aware.  So  doth  the 
Boment^s  ease  and  indulgence  prevail  over  distant  advantage. 

As  to  your  measures,  you  will  in  prudence,  I  presume,  con- 
nit  hereafter  by  yourselves.  I  will  furnish  you  with  such  an 
answer  as  it  becomes  the  assembly  to  decide  upon. 

[Sere  the  propoeed  answer  teas  read.] 

It  were  just,  men  of  Athens,  to  call  the  persons  who  brought 
fliose  promises,  on  the  faith  whereof  you  concluded  peace.  For 
I  should  never  have  submitted  to  go  as  ambassador,  and  you 
would  certainly  not  have  discontinued  the  war,  had  you  supposed 
that  Philip,  on  obtaining  peace,  would  act  thus ;  but  the  state- 
ments tlien  made  were  very  different.  Ay,  and  others  you 
should  call.  Whom  ?  The  men  who  declared  —  after  the  peace, 
when  I  liad  returned  from  mv  second  mission,  that  for  the  oaths, 
when,  perceiving  your  delusion,  I  gave  warning,  and  protested, 
tnd  opposed  the  abandonment  of  Thermopylie  and  the  Phocians 
—  that  I,  being  a  water-drinker,  was  naturally  a  churlish  and 
morose  fellow  ;  that  Philip,  if  he  passed  the  straits,  would  do  just 
as  you  desired,  fortify  Thespise  and  Plut^a,  humble  theThebans, 
cut  through  tlie  Chersonese  at  his  own  expense,  and  give  you 
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Oropns  and  Eaboea  in  exchange  for  Amphipolis.  All  these 
declarations  on  the  hustings  I  am  sure  you  remember,  though 
you  are  not  famous  for  remembering  injuries.  And,  the  most 
disgraceful  thing  of  all,  you  voted  in  your  confidence,  that  this 
same  peace  should  descend  to  your  posterity ;  so  completely 
were  you  misled.  Why  mention  I  this  now,  and  desire  these 
men  to  be  called  ?  By  the  gods,  I  will  tell  you  the  truth  frankly 
and  without  reserve.  Not  that  I  may  fall  a-wrangling,  to  pro- 
voke recrimination  before  you,  and  afford  my  old  adversaries  a 
fresh  pretext  for  getting  more  from  Philip,  nor  for  the  purpose 
of  idle  garrulity.  But  I  imagine  that  what  Philip  is  doing  will 
grieve  you  hereafter  more  than  it  does  now.  I  see  the  thing 
progressing,  and  would  that  my  surmises  were  false;  but  I 
doubt  it  is  too  near  already.  So  when  you  are  able  no  longer  to 
disregard  events,  when,  instead  of  hearing  from  me  or  others 
that  these  measures  are  against  Athens,  you  all  see  it  yourselves, 
and  know  it  for  certain,  I  expect  you  will  be  wrathful  and  exas- 
perated. I  fear  then,  as  your  ambassadors  have  concealed  the 
purpose  for  which  they  know  they  were  corrupted,  those  who 
endeavor  to  repair  what  the  others  have  lost  may  chance  to 
encounter  your  resentment ;  for  I  see  it  is  a  practice  with  many 
to  vent  their  anger,  not  upon  the  guilty,  but  on  persons  most  in 
their  power.  While  therefore  the  mischief  is  only  coming  and 
preparing,  while  we  hear  one  another  speak,  I  wish  every  man, 
though  he  knows  it  well,  to  be  reminded,  who  it  was  persuaded 
you  to  abandon  Phocis  and  Thermopylae,  by  the  command  of 
which  Philip  commands  the  road  to  Attica  and  Peloponnesus, 
and  has  brought  it  to  this,  that  your  deliberation  must  be,  not 
about  claims  and  interests  abroad,  but  concerning  the  defence 
of  your  home  and  a  war  in  Attica,  which  will  grieve  every  citizen 
when  it  comes,  and  indeed  it  has  commenced  from  that  day. 
Had  you  not  been  then  deceived,  there  would  be  nothing  to  dis- 
tress the  state.  Philip  would  certainly  never  have  prevailed  at 
sea  and  come  to  Attica  with  a  fleet,  nor  would  he  have  marched 
with  a  land-force  by  Phocis  and  Thermopylae :  he  must  either 
have  acted  honorably,  observing  the  peace  and  keeping  quiet,  or 
been  immediately  in  a  war  similar  to  that  which  made  him 
desire  the  peace.  Enough  has  been  said  to  awaken  recollection. 
Grant,  0  ye  gods,  it  be  not  all  fully  confirmed !  I  would  have 
no  man  punished,  though  death  he  may  deserve,  to  the  damage 
and  danger  of  the  country. 


''■"■'' ^'    -•-  ^'aisr.f 


THOMAS  DE  QUINCEY. 

Dm  QunrcKT,  Thokas.  A  celebrated  English  aathor;  born  in 
Manchester,  Aug.  15,  1785;  died  at  Edinburgh,  Deo.  8,  1859.  He 
i  Tory  prolific  writer;  but  his  works  are  mostly  occasional 

ijn  and  papers  on  historical,  literary,  and  miscellaneous  topics. 
Besides  collections  of  these,  his  published  works  include:  "Con- 
fessions of  an  English  Opium-Eater  "  (1821) ;  "  Letters  to  a  Young 
Man  Whose  Education  has  been  Neglected  **  (1823);  ''Logio  of 
Political  Economy  "  (1844) ;  etc. 

Though  De  Quincey's  career  was  distinctiTely  that  of  a  man  of 
letters,  he  entered  upon  it  at  a  later  period  of  his  life  than  did  any 
great  English  author,  with  the  single  exception  of  Cowper.  The 
^Confessions  of  an  Opium-Eater,"  his  first,  and  perhaps  his  most 
notable  work,  was  written  at  the  age  of  thirty-six.  That  and  all 
the  rest  of  the  twenty  volumes  of  his  collected  Works,  were  writ* 
ten  as  magazine  articles  and  for  the  mere  sake  of  earning  his  daily 
bread  — and  his  daily  opium.  Except  from  necessity  he  would 
most  likely  never  have  written  a  page  for  publication.  Yet  from 
the  reading  of  his  works  no  one  would  imagine  that  any  of  them 
were  written  except  because  he  had  something  which  he  must  say 
to  the  world.  For  amplitude  of  learning,  subtlety  of  thought,  and 
Bttgnifioenoe  of  diction,  he  has  few  equals  in  all  our  literature. 


From  **  Cokfbssiqhb  or  ak  Opium-Eateb.** 

THE  PLEASURES  OP  OPIUM. 

It  to  SO  long  since  I  first  took  opium,  that  if  it  had  been  a 
trifling  incident  in  inv  life,  I  might  have  forgotten  its  date;  but 
cardinal  events  an»  not  to  he  forgotten  ;  and,  from  rircumstances 
connected  with  it,  I  remember  that  it  must  lw»  referred  to  the 
autumn  of  1804.  Diirinjr  that  season  I  was  in  London,  having 
romc  thither  for  the  first  time  since  my  entrance  at  college. 
And  my  introduction  to  opium  arose  in  the  following  way :  From 
an  early  ao^e  I  had  been  nccnstomed  to  wash  my  head  In  cold 
water  at  least  once  a  day ;  bojip^  suddenly  seized  with  toothache. 
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I  attributed  it  to  some  relaxation  caused  by  an  accidental  intermis- 
sion of  that  practice ;  jumped  out  of  bed,  plunged  my  head  into 
a  basin  of  cold  water,  and,  with  hair  thus  wetted,  went  to  sleep. 
Tne  next  morning,  as  I  need  hardly  say,  I  awoke  with  excruci- 
ating rheumatic  pains  of  the  head  and  face,  from  which  I  had 
hardly  any  respite  for  about  twenty  days.  On  the  twenty-first  day, 
I  think  it  was,  and  on  a  Sunday,  that  I  went  out  into  the  streets ; 
rather  to  run  away,  if  possible,  from  my  torments,  than  with  any 
distinct  purpose.  By  accident,  I  met  a  college  acquaintance, 
who  recommended  opium.  Opium!  dread  agent  of  unimaginable 
pleasure  and  pain !  I  had  heard  of  it  as  I  had  heard  of  manna, 
or  of  ambrosia,  but  no  further  ;  how  unmeaning  a  sound  was  it 
at  that  time !  what  solemn  chords  does  it  now  strike  upon  my 
heart !  what  heart-quaking  vibrations  of  sad  and  happy  remem- 
brances !  Reverting  for  a.  moment  to  these,  I  feel  a  mystic 
importance  attached  to  the  minutest  circumstances  connected 
with  the  place,  and  the  time,  and  the  man  (if  man  he  was),  that 
first  laid  open  to  me  the  paradise  of  opium-eaters.  It  was  a 
Sunday  afternoon,  wet  and  cheerless ;  and  a  duller  spectacle  this 
earth  of  ours  has  not  to  show  than  a  rainy  Sunday  in  Loudon ; 
my  road  homeward  lay  through  Oxford  Street;  and  near  "the 
stately  Pantheon  "  (as  Mr.  Wordsworth  has  obligingly  called  it) 
I  saw  a  druggist's  shop.  Tlie  druggist  (unconscious  minister  of 
celestial  pleasures !),  as  if  in  sympathy  with  the  rainy  Sunday, 
looked  dull  and  stupid,  just  as  any  mortal  druggist  might  be  ex- 
pected to  look  on  a  Sunday ;  and  when  I  asked  for  the  tincture  of 
opium,  he  gave  it  to  me  as  any  other  man  might  do ;  and,  further- 
more, out  of  my  shilling  returned  to  me  what  seemed  to  be  a  real 
copper  half-penny,  taken  out  of  a  real  wooden  drawer.  Never- 
theless, in  spite  of  such  indications  of  humanity,  he  has  ever  since 
existed  in  my  mind  as  a  beatific  vision  of  an  immortal  druggist, 
sent  down  to  earth  on  a  special  mission  to  myself.  And  it  con- 
firms me  in  this  way  of  considering  him,  that  when  I  next  came 
up  to  London,  I  sought  him  near  the  stately  Pantheon,  and  found 
him  not,  and  thus  to  me,  who  knew  not  his  name  (if,  indeed,  he 
had  one),  he  seemed  rather  to  have  vanished  from  Oxford  Street 
than  to  have  removed  in  any  bodily  fashion.  The  reader  may 
choose  to  think  of  him  as  possibly  no  more  than  a  sublunary  drug- 
gist :  it  may  be  so,  but  my  faith  is  better  :  I  believe  him  to  have 
evanesced,  or  evaporated.  So  unwillingly  would  I  connect  any 
mortal  remembrances  with  that  hour,  and  place,  and  creature, 
that  first  brought  me  acquainted  with  the  celestial  drug. 
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Arrived  at  my  lodgings,  it  may  be  supposed  that  I  lost  not  a 
ttoment  in  taking  the  quantity  prescribed.  I  was  necessarily 
ignorant  of  the  whole  art  and  mystery  of  opium-taking;  and 
what  I  took,  I  took  under  every  disadvantage.  But  I  took  it ; 
and  in  an  hour  —  oh  heavens!  what  a  revulsion!  what  an  up- 
heaving, from  its  lowest  depths,  of  the  inner  spirit!  what  an 
apocalypse  of  the  world  within  me !  That  my  pains  had  ran* 
idled  was  now  a  trifle  in  my  eyes ;  this  negative  effect  was  swal- 
lowed up  in  the  immensity  of  those  positive  effects  which  had 
opened  before  me,  in  the  abyss  of  divine  enjoyment  thus  sud- 
denly  revealed.  Here  was  a  panacea,  a  4>dpfuucov  inpr€v6^j  for 
all  human  woes ;  here  was  the  secret  of  happiness,  about  which 
philosophers  had  disputed  for  so  many  ages,  at  once  discovered ; 
happiness  might  now  be  bought  for  a  penny,  and  carried  in  the 
waistcoat-pocket ;  portable  ecstasies  might  be  had  corked  up  in 
a  pint-bottle ;  and  peace  of  mind  could  be  sent  down  in  gallons 
by  the  mail-coach.  But,  if  I  talk  in  this  way,  the  reader  will 
think  I  am  laughinj^;  and  I  can  assure  him  that  nobody  will 
laugh  long  who  deals  much  with  opium  :  ita  pleasures  even  are 
of  a  grave  and  solemn  complexion  ;  and,  in  his  'sappiest  state, 
the  opium-eater  cannot  present  himself  in  the  character-  of 
V  Allegro;  even  then,  he  speaks  and  thinks  as  becomes  H  Penu* 
ro9o.  Nevertheless,  I  have  a  very  reprehensible  way  of  jesting, 
at  times,  in  the  midst  of  my  own  misery ;  and,  unless  when  I 
am  checked  by  some  more  powerful  feelings,  I  am  afraid  I  shall 
be  guilty  of  this  indecent  practice,  even  in  these  annals  of  suf- 
fering or  enjoyment.  The  reader  must  allow  a  little  to  my  infirm 
nature  in  this  respect ;  and,  with  a  few  indulgences  of  that  sort, 
I  shall  endeavor  to  be  as  frrave,  if  not  drowsy,  as  fits  a  theme 
like  opium,  so  anti-mercurial  as  it  really  is,  and  so  drowsy  as  it 
is  falsely  reputed. 

And,  first,  one  word  with  respect  to  its  bodily  effects ;  for 
upon  all  that  has  l>een  hitherto  written  on  the  subject  of  opium, 
whether  by  travellers  in  Turkey  (who  may  plead  their  privilege 
of  lying  as  an  old  immemorial  right)  or  by  professors  of  medicine, 
writing  ex  cathedra^  I  have  but  one  emphatic  criticism  to  pro* 
nouuoe  :  Lies  I  lies !  lies !  I  remember  once,  in  passing  a  book- 
stall, to  have  caught  these  words  from  a  page  of  some  satiric 
author :  '*  By  this  time  I  became  convinced  that  the  London 
oewpapers  spoke  truth  at  least  twice  a  week,  namely,  on  Tues- 
day and  Saturday,  and  might  safely  be  depended  upon  for^-tluk 
list  of  bankrupts.''    In  like  manner,  I  do  by  no  means  denjr  tl 
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some  truths  have  been  delivered  to  the  world  in  regard  to  opium ; 
thus,  it  has  been  repeatedly  affirmed,  bj  the  learned,  that  opium 
is  a  duskj  brown  in  color  —  and  this,  take  notice,  I  grant;  sec- 
ondly, that  it  is  rather  dear,  which  also  I  grant  —  for,  in  my 
time.  East  India  opium  has  been  three  guineas  a  pound,  and 
Turkey,  eight ;  and,  thirdly,  that  if  you  eat  a  good  deal  of  it, 
most  probably  you  must  do  what  is  particularly  disagreeable 
to  any  man  of  regular  habits,  namely  —  die.  These  weighty 
propositions  are,  all  and  singular,  true  ;  I  cannot  gainsay  them ; 
and  truth  ever  was,  and  will  be,  commendable.  But  in  these  three 
theorems  I  believe  we  have  exhausted  the  stock  of  knowledge  as 
yet  accumulated  by  man  on  the  subject  of  opium.  And,  there- 
fore, worthv  doctors,  as  there  seems  to  be  room  for  further  discov- 
eries,  stand  aside,  and  allow  me  to  come  forward  and  lecture  on 
this  matter. 

First,  then,  it  is  not  so  much  affirmed  as  taken  for  granted, 
by  all  who  ever  mention  opium,  formally  or  incidentally,  that 
it  does  or  can  produce  intoxication.  Now,  reader,  assure  your- 
self, meo  pericuJo^  that  no  quantity  of  opium  ever  did,  or  could, 
intoxicate.  As  to  the  tincture  of  opium  (commonly  called 
laudanum),  t?uit  might  certainly  intoxicate,  if  a  man  could  bear 
to  take  enough  of  it ;  but  why  ?  because  it  contains  so  much 
proof  spirit,  and  not  because  it  contains  so  much  opium.  But 
crude  opium,  I  affirm  peremptorily,  is  incapable  of  producing 
any  state  of  body  at  all  resembling  that  which  is  produced  by 
alcohol ;  and  not  in  degree  only  incapable,  but  even  in  kind ;  it 
is  not  in  the  quantity  of  its  effects  merely,  but  in  the  quality, 
that  it  differs  altogether.  The  pleasure  given  bv  wine  is  always 
mounting,  and  tending  to  a  crisis,  after  which  it  declines ;  that 
from  opium,  when  once  generated,  is  stationary  for  eight  or  ten 
hours :  the  first,  to  borrow  a  technical  distinction  from  medi- 
cine, is  a  case  of  acute,  the  second  of  chronic,  pleasure  ;  the  one 
is  a  flame,  the  other  a  steady  and  equable  glow.  But  the  main 
distinction  lies  in  this,  that  whereas  wine  disorders  the  mental 
faculties,  opium,  on  the  contrary  (if  taken  in  a  proper  manner), 
introduces  among  them  the  most  exquisite  order,  legislation, 
and  harmony.  Wine  robs  a  man  of  his  self-possession ;  opium 
greatly  invigorates  it.  Wine  unsettles  and  clouds  the  judgment, 
and  gives  a  preternatural  brightness,  and  a  vivid  exaltation,  to 
the  contempts  and  the  admirations,  to  the  loves  and  the  hatreds, 
of  the  drinker ;  opium,  on  the  contrary,  communicates  serenity 
and  equipose  to  all  the  faculties,  active  or  passive ;  and,  with 
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liqieet  to  fhe  temper  and  moral  feelings  in  general^  K  ghrea 
rimplj  that  sort  of  Tital  warmth  which  is  approred  by  the  judg* 
ment,  and  which  would  probably  always  accompany  a  bodily 
eonatitotion  of  primeval  or  antediluTian  health.  Thos,  for  in- 
ilancey  opiom,  like  wine,  gives  an  expansion  to  the  heart  and 
Hm  beooTolent  affections ;  but,  then,  with  this  remarkable  dif- 
fcrWMWS  that  in  the  sudden  development  of  kind-heartedness 
whidi  aooompanies  inebriation,  there  is  always  more  or  less  of 
a  maodlin  character,  which  exposes  it  to  the  contempt  of  the  by- 
stander. Men  shake  hands,  swear  eternal  friendship,  and  shed 
tsai9«-no  mortal  knows  why;  and  the  sensual  creature  is 
dearly  uppermost.  But  the  expansion  of  the  benigner  feelings, 
ineident  to  opium,  is  no  febrile  access,  but  a  healthy  restoration 
to  ttiat  state  which  the  mind  would  naturally  recover  upon  the 
removal  of  any  deep-seated  irritation  of  pain  that  had  disturbed 
and  quarrelled  with  the  impulses  of  a  heart  originally  just  and 
good.  Tme  it  is,  that  even  wine,  up  to  a  certain  point,  and  with 
certain  men,  rather  tends  to  exalt  and  to  steady  the  intellect ;  I 
myself,  who  had  never  been  a  great  wine-drinker,  used  to  find 
tiuit  half  a  dozen  glasses  of  wine  advantageously  affected  the 
faculties,  brightened  and  intensified  the  consciousness,  and  gave 
to  the  mind  a  feeling  of  being  ^^ponderibus  librata  suis;"  and 
oertainly  it  is  most  absurdly  said,  in  popular  language,  of  any 
man,  that  he  is  disguiied  in  liquor ;  for,  on  the  contrary,  moat 
men  are  disguised  by  sobriety ;  and  it  is  when  they  are  drinking 
(as  some  old  gentleman  says  in  Athenaeus)  that  men  display 
themselves  in  their  true  complexion  of  character ;  which  surely 
ia  not  disguising  themselves.  But  still,  wine  constantly  leads  a 
man  to  the  brink  of  absurdity  and  extravagance  ;  and,  beyond  a 
certain  point,  it  is  sure  to  volatilize  and  to  disperse  the  intel- 
Icetoal  energies ;  whereas  opium  always  seems  to  compose  what 
had  been  agitated,  and  to  concentrate  what  had  been  distracted. 
In  abort,  to  sum  up  all  in  one  word,  a  man  who  ia  inebriated,  or 
tending  to  inebriation,  is,  and  feels  that  he  is,  in  a  condition 
which  calls  up  into  supremacy  the  merely  human,  too  often 
bmtal,  part  of  his  nature ;  but  the  opium-eater  (l  speak  of 
him  who  is  not  suffering  from  any  disease,  or  other  remote 
effects  of  opium)  feels  that  the  diviner  part  of  his  natora  ia 
paramoont ;  that  is,  the  moral  affections  are  in  a  state  of  dood- 
less  serenity ;  and  over  all  is  the  great  light  of  the  majaatic 
intellect. 

This  is  the  doctrine  of  the  tme  church  on  the  anbjcct  d 
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opium :  of  which  church  I  acknowledge  myself  to  be  the  only 
member  —  the  alpha  and  omega ;  but  then  it  is  to  be  recollected 
that  1  speak  from  the  ground  of  a  large  and  profound  personal 
experience,  whereas  most  of  the  unscientific  authors  who  have 
at  all  treated  of  opium,  and  even  of  those  who  have  written 
expressly  on  the  materia  medicay  make  it  evident,  from  the  hor- 
ror they  express  of  it,  that  their  experimental  knowledge  of  its 
action  is  none  at  all.  I  will,  however,  candidly  acknowledge  that 
I  have  met  with  one  person  who  bore  evidence  to  its  intoxicat- 
ing power,  such  as  staggered  my  own  incredulity ;  for  he  was  a 
surgeon,  and  had  himself  taken  opium  largely.  I  happened  to 
say  to  him,  that  his  enemies  (as  I  had  heard)  charged  him  with 
talking  nonsense  on  politics,  and  that  his  friends  apologized  for 
him  by  suggesting  that  he  was  constantly  in  a  state  of  intoxica- 
tion from  opium.  Now,  the  accusation,  said  I,  is  not  prima 
facie^  and,  of  necessity,  an  absurd  one ;  but  the  defence  is.  To 
my  surprise,  however,  he  insisted  that  both  his  enemies  and  his 
friends  were  in  the  right.  '*  I  will  maintain,"  said  he,  "  that  I 
do  talk  nonsense ;  and  secondly,  I  will  maintain  that  I  do  not 
talk  nonsense  upon  principle,  or  with  any  view  to  profit,  but 
solely  and  simply,"  said  he, "  solely  and  simply  —  solely  and 
simply  [repeating  it  three  times  over]  because  I  am  drunk  with 
opium,  and  that  daily."  I  replied,  that  as  to  the  allegation  of 
his  enemies,  as  it  seemed  to  be  established  upon  such  respectable 
testimony,  seeing  that  the  three  parties  concerned  all  agreed  in 
it,  it  did  not  become  me  to  question  it ;  but  the  defence  set  up  I 
must  demur  to.  He  proceeded  to  discuss  the  matter,  and  to  lay 
down  his  reasons  ;  but  it  seemed  to  me  so  impolite  to  pursue  an 
argument  which  must  have  presumed  a  man  mistaken  on  a  point 
belonging  to  his  own  profession,  that  I  did  not  press  him  even 
when  his  course  of  argument  seemed  open  to  objection ;  not  to 
mention  that  a  man  who  talks  nonsense,  even  though  ^'  with  no 
view  to  profit,"  is  not  altogether  the  most  agreeable  partner  in  a 
dispute,  whether  as  opponent  or  respondent.  I  confess,  how- 
ever, that  the  authority  of  a  surgeon,  and  one  who  was  reputed 
a  good  one,  may  seem  a  weighty  one  to  my  prejudice ;  but  still 
I  must  plead  my  experience,  which  was  greater  than  his  greatest 
by  seven  thousand  drops  a  day  ;  and  though  it  was  not  possible 
to  suppose  a  medical  man  unacquainted  with  the  characteristic 
symptoms  of  vinous  intoxication,  yet  it  struck  me  that  he  might 
proceed  on  a  logical  error  of  U8in<2:  the  word  intoxication  with 
too  great  latitude,  and  extending  it  generically  to  all  modes  of 
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nenroiu  excitement,  instead  of  restricting  it  as  the  expression  of 
a  specific  sort  of  excitement,  connected  with  certain  diagnostics. 
Some  people  have  maintained,  in  my  hearing,  that  they  bad 
been  dmnk  upon  green  tea ;  and  a  medical  student  in  London, 
for  whose  knowledge  in  bis  profession  I  have  reason  to  feel 
great  respect,  assured  me,  the  other  day,  that  a  patient ,  in 
reoovering  from  an  illness,  bad  got  drunk  on  a  beefsteak. 

Having  dwelt  so  much  on  this  first  and  leading  error  in  re« 
spect  to  opium,  I  shall  notice  very  briefly  a  second  and  a  third ; 
which  are,  that  the  elevation  of  spirits  produced  by  opium  is 
necessarily  followed  by  a  proportionate  depression,  and  that 
the  natural  and  even  immediate  consequence  of  opium  is  torpor 
and  stagnation,  animal  and  mental.  The  first  of  these  errors 
I  shall  content  myself  with  simply  denying;  assuring  my 
reader,  that  for  ten  years,  during  which  I  took  opium  at  inter- 
vals, the  day  succeeding  to  that  on  which  I  allowed  myself  this 
luxury  was  always  a  day  of  unusually  good  spirits. 

With  respect  to  the  torpor  supposed  to  follow,  or  rather  (if 
we  were  to  credit  the  numerous  pictures  of  Turkish  opium- 
eaters)  to  accompany,  the  practice  of  opium-eating,  I  deny  that 
also.  Certainly,  opium  is  classed  under  the  head  of  narcotics, 
and  some  such  effect  it  may  produce  in  the  end ;  but  the  primary 
effects  of  opium  are  always,  and  in  the  highest  degree,  to  excite 
and  stimulate  the  system:  this  first  stage  of  its  action  always 
lasted  with  me,  during  my  novitiate,  for  upward  of  eight  hours; 
so  that  it  must  be  the  fault  of  the  opium-eater  himself  if  ho 
does  not  so  time  his  exhibition  of  the  dose  (to  speak  medically) 
as  that  the  whole  weight  of  its  narcotic  influence  may  descend 
upon  his  sleep.  Turkish  opium-eaters,  it  seems,  are  absurd 
enough  to  sit,  like  so  many  equestrian  statues,  on  logs  of  wood 
as  stupid  as  themselves.  But,  that  the  reader  may  judge  of 
the  degree  in  which  opium  is  likely  to  stupefy  the  faculties 
of  an  Englishman,  I  shall  (by  way  of  treating  the  question 
illustratively  rather  than  orjrumcntatively)  describe  the  way  in 
which  I  myself  often  passed  an  opium  evening  in  London, 
during  the  period  between  1804  and  1812.  It  will  be  seen  that 
at  least  opium  did  not  move  me  to  seek  solitude,  and  much  less 
to  seek  inactivity,  or  the  torpid  state  of  self-involution  ascribed 
to  the  Turks.  I  give  this  account  at  the  risk  of  being  pro- 
nounced a  crazy  enthusiast  or  visionary ;  but  ^  *  ^t  little. 
I  must  desire  mv  reader  to  bear  in  m^  ^^Mrd 

m 

Student,  and  at  severe  studies  for  tl) 
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certainly  I  had  a  right  occasionally  to  relaxations  as  well  as 
other  people :  these,  however,  I  allowed  myself  hot  seldom. 

The  late  Duke  of used  to  say,  "  Next  Friday,  by  the 

blessing  of  Heaven,  I  purpose  to  be  drunk ; "  and  in  like  man- 
ner I  used  to  fix  beforehand  how  often,  within  a  given  time, 
and  when,  I  would  commit  a  debauch  of  opium.  This  was 
seldom  more  than  once  in  three  weeks ;  for  at  that  time  I  could 
not  have  ventured  to  call  every  day  (as  I  did  afterward)  for  "a 
gla9%  of  laudanum  neguSj  warmj  and  without  sugar. "  No ;  as  I 
have  said,  I  seldom  drank  laudanum,  at  that  time,  more  than 
once  in  three  weeks :  this  was  usually  on  a  Tuesday  or  a  Satur- 
day night;  my  reason  for  which  was  this.  In  those  days 
Orassini  sung  at  the  opera,  and  her  voice  was  delightful  to  me 
beyond  all  that  I  had  ever  heard.  I  know  not  what  may  be  the 
state  of  the  opera-house  now,  having  never  been  within  its 
walls  for  seven  or  eight  years ;  but  at  that  time  it  was  by  much 
the  most  pleasant  place  of  resort  in  London  for  passing  an 
evening.  Five  shillings  admitted  one  to  the  gallery,  which 
was  subject  to  far  less  annoyance  than  the  pit  of  the  theatres; 
the  orchestra  was  distinguished,  by  its  sweet  and  melodious 
grandeur,  from  all  English  orchestras,  the  composition  of  which, 
I  confess,  is  not  acceptable  to  my  ear,  from  the  predominance 
of  the  clangorous  instruments,  and  the  almost  absolute  tyranny 
of  the  violin.  The  choruses  were  divine  to  hear;  and  when 
Orassini  appeared  in  some  interlude,  as  she  often  did,  and 
poured  forth  her  passionate  soul  as  Andromache  at  the  tomb 
of  Hector,  etc.,  I  question  whether  any  Turk,  of  all  that  ever 
entered  the  paradise  of  opium-eaters,  can,  have  had  half  the 
pleasure  I  had.  But,  indeed,  I  honor  the  barbarians  too  much 
by  supposing  them  capable  of  any  pleasures  approaching  to  the 
intellectual  ones  of  an  Englishman.  For  music  is  an  intellec- 
tual or  a  sensual  pleasure,  according  to  the  temperament  of 
him  who  hears  it  And,  by  the  bye,  with  the  exception  of  the 
fine  extravaganza  on  that  subject  in  "Twelfth  Night,"  I  do  not 
recollect  more  than  one  thing  said  adequately  on  the  subject  of 
music  in  all  literature ;  it  is  a  passage  in  the  "  Religio  Medici " 
of  Sir  T.  Brown,  and,  though  chiefly  remarkable  for  its  sub- 
limity, has  also  a  philosophic  value,  inasmuch  as  it  points  to 
the  true  theory  of  musical  effects.  The  mistake  of  most  people 
is,  to  suppose  that  it  is  by  the  ear  they  communicate  with 
music,  and  therefore  that  they  are  purely  passive  to  its  effects. 
But  this  is  not  so;  it  is  by  the  reaction  of  the  mind  upon  the 
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■otioes  of  the  ear  (the  matter  coming  by  the  senses,  the  farm 
from  Ihe  mind)  that  the  pleasure  is  constructed;  and  there* 
fore  it  is  that  people  of  equally  good  ear  differ  so  much  in  this 
point  from  one  snother.  Now,  opium  by  greatly  increasing 
the  actiTity  of  the  mind,  generally  increases,  of  necessity, 
that  particular  mode  of  its  activity  by  which  we  are  able  to 
eoDStnict  out  of  the  raw  material  of  organic  sound  an  elaborate 
intellectaal  pleasure.  But,  says  a  friend,  a  succession  of  musi- 
cal soonds  is  to  me  like  a  collection  of  Arabic  characters:  I 
eaa  attach  no  ideas  to  them.  Ideas!  my  good  sir  ?  there  is  no 
oeeasion  for  them;  all  that  class  of  ideas  which  can  be  avail* 
able  in  such  a  case  has  a  language  of  representative  feelings. 
Bat  this  is  a  subject  foreign  to  my  present  purposes ;  it  is  suffi* 
dent  to  say  that  a  chorus,  etc.,  of  eiuborate  harmony,  displayed 
before  me,  as  in  a  piece  of  arras-work,  the  whole  of  my  past 
life — not  as  if  recalled  by  an  act  of  memory,  but  as  if  present 
and  incarnated  in  the  music;  no  longer  painful  to  dwell  upon, 
but  the  detail  of  its  incidents  removed,  or  blended  in  some  hazy 
abslraotion,  and  its  passions  exalted,  spiritualized,  and  sub- 
limed.  All  this  was  U  be  had  for  five  shillings.  And  over 
and  aboTO  the  music  of  the  stage  and  the  orchestra,  I  had  all 
around  me,  in  the  intervals  of  the  performance,  the  music  of 
the  Italian  language  talked  by  Italian  women  —  for  the  gallery 
wiftosnally  crowded  with  Italians  —  and  I  listened  with  a  pleas- 
ira  onch  as  that  with  which  Weld,  the  traveller,  lay  and  lis- 
tsned,  in  Canada,  to  the  sweet  laughter  of  Indian  women;  for 
ttio  less  yon  understand  of  a  language,  the  more  sensible  you 
art  to  the  melody  or  harshness  of  its  sounds.  For  such  a  pur« 
pote,  therefore,  't  was  an  advantage  to  mc  that  I  was  a  poor 
Italian  scholar,  reading  \t  but  little,  and  not  speaking  it  at  all, 
nor  nnd<>rttanding  a  tenth  part  of  what  I  heard  sftoken. 

These  were  my  opera  pleasures ;  but  another  pleasure  I  had, 
which,  as  it  could  be  had  only  on  a  Saturday  ni^bt,  occasionally 
struggled  with  my  love  of  the  opera;  for,  at  that  time,  Tuesday 
and  Satorday  were  the  retnilar  o(>era  nights.  On  this  subject  I 
am  afraid  I  shall  be  rather  obscure,  but.  I  can  assure  the 
roader,  not  at  all  more  so  than  Marinus  in  his  life  of  Proclus, 
or  many  other  biographers  and  autohiographers  of  fair  reputa« 
tion.  This  pleasure,  I  have  paid,  was  to  be  had  only  on  a 
Saturday  night.  What,  then,  wns  Saturday  niirht  to  me  more 
than  any  other  night  ?  I  hnl  no  labors  that  I  rested  from;  no 
wages  to  receive;  what  nt^edrtl  I  to  care  for  Saturday  night. 
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more  than  as  it  was  a  summons  to  hear  Orassini  ?  True,  most 
logical  reader ;  what  jou  say  is  unanswerable.  And  yet  so  it 
was  and  is,  that  whereas  different  men  throw  their  feelings  into 
different  channels,  and  most  are  apt  to  show  their  interest  in 
the  concerns  of  the  poor  chiefly  by  sympathy,  expressed  in 
some  shape  or  other,  with  their  distresses  and  sorrows,  I,  at 
that  time,  was  disposed  to  express  my  interest  by  sympathizing 
with  their  pleasures.  The  pains  of  poverty  I  had  lately  seen 
too  much  of  —  more  than  I  wished  to  remember;  but  the  pleas- 
ures of  the  poor,  their  consolations  of  spirit,  and  their  reposes 
from  bodily  toil,  can  never  become  oppressive  to  contemplate. 

Now,  Saturday  night  is  the  season  for  the  chief  regular  and 
periodic  return  of  rest  to  the  poor;  in  this  point  the  most 
hostile  sects  unite,  and  acknowledge  a  common  link  of  brother- 
hood;  almost  all  Christendom  rests  from  its  labors.  It  is  a 
rest  introductory  to  another  rest ;  and  divided  by  a  whole  day 
and  two  nights  from  the  renewal  of  toil.  On  this  account  I 
feel  always,  on  a  Saturday  night,  as  though  I  also  were  released 
from  some  yoke  of  labor,  had  some  wages  to  receive,  and  some 
luxury  of  repose  to  enjoy.  For  the  sake,  therefore,  of  witness- 
ing, upon  as  large  a  scale  as  possible,  a  spectacle  with  which 
my  sympathy  was  so  entire,  I  used  often,  on  Saturday  nights, 
after  I  had  taken  opium,  to  wander  forth,  without  much  regard- 
ing the  direction  or  the  distance,  to  all  the  markets,  and  other 
parts  of  London,  to  which  the  poor  resort  on  a  Saturday  night 
for  laying  out  their  wages.  Many  a  family  party,  consisting 
of  a  man,  his  wife,  and  sometimes  one  or  two  of  his  children, 
have  I  listened  to,  as  they  stood  consulting  on  their  ways  and 
means,  or  the  strength  of  their  exchequer,  or  the  price  of 
household  articles.  Gradually  I  became  familiar  with  their 
wishes,  their  difficulties,  and  their  opinions.  Sometimes  there 
might  be  heard  murmurs  of  discontent;  but  far  oftener  expres- 
sions on  the  countenance,  or  uttered  in  words,  of  patience, 
hope,  and  tranquillity.  And,  taken  generally,  I  must  say, 
that,  in  this  point,  at  least,  the  poor  are  far  more  philosophic 
than  the  rich ;  that  they  show  a  more  ready  and  cheerful  sub- 
mission to  what  they  consider  as  irremediable  evils,  or  irrepar- 
able losses.  Whenever  I  saw  occasion,  or  could  do  it  without 
appearing  to  be  intrusive,  I  joined  their  parties,  and  gave  my 
opinion  upon  the  matter  in  discussion,  which,  if  not  always 
judicious,  was  always  received  indulgently.  If  wages  were  a 
little  higher,  or  expected  to  be  so,  or  the  quartern  loaf  a  little 
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lower,  or  it  was  reported  that  oniona  and  butter  were  expected 
to  hllj  I  waa  glad ;  yet,  if  the  contrary  were  trae,  I  drew  from 
opiam  some  means  of  consoling  myself.  For  opium  (like  the 
beei  that  extracts  its  materials  indiscriminately  from  roses 
and  from  the  soot  of  chimneys)  can  overrule  all  feelings  into  a 
compliance  with  the  master-key.  Some  of  these  rambles  led 
me  to  great  distances;  for  an  opium-eater  is  too  happy  to 
obserre  the  motion  of  time.  And  sometimes,  in  my  attempts 
to  steer  homeward,  upon  nautical  principles,  by  fixing  my  eye 
on  the  pole-star,  and  seeking  ambitiously  for  a  north-west  pas- 
sage, instead  of  circumnavigating  all  the  capes  and  headlands 
1  had  doubled  in  my  outward  voyage,  I  came  suddenly  upon 
tnch  knotty  problems  of  alleys,  such  enigmatical  entries,  and 
sQch  sphinx's  riddles  of  streets  without  thoroughfares,  as  must, 
1  conceive,  baffle  the  audacity  of  porters,  and  confound  the  in- 
tellects of  hackney -coachmen.  I  could  almost  have  believed,  at 
times,  that  I  must  be  the  first  discoverer  of  some  of  these  UrrtB 
meogniUBj  and  doubted  whether  they  had  yet  been  laid  down  in 
the  modern  charts  of  London.  For  all  this,  however,  I  paid 
&  heavy  price  in  distant  years,  when  the  human  face  tyrannized 
over  my  dreams,  and  the  perplexities  of  my  steps  in  London 
came  back  and  haunted  my  sleep,  with  the  feeling  of  perplexi- 
ties moral  or  intellectual,  that  brought  confusion  to  the  reason, 
or  anguish  and  remorse  to  the  conscience. 

Thus,  I  have  shown  that  opium  does  not,  of  necessity,  pro- 
doee  inactivity  or  torpor;  but  that,  on  the  contrary,  it  often 
led  me  into  markets  and  theatres.  Yet,  in  candor,  I  will  admit 
that  markets  and  theatres  are  not  the  appropriate  haunts  of  the 
opiam-eater,  when  in  the  divinest  state  incident  to  his  enjoy- 
ment In  that  state,  crowds  become  an  oppression  to  him; 
music,  even,  too  sensual  and  gross.  He  naturally  seeks  soli- 
tude and  silence,  as  indispensable  conditions  of  those  trances, 
or  profoundest  reveries,  which  are  the  crown  and  consummation 
of  what  opium  can  do  for  human  nature.  I,  whose  disease  it 
was  to  meditate  too  much  and  to  observe  too  little,  and  who, 
upon  my  first  entrance  at  college,  was  nearly  falling  into  a 
deep  melancholy,  from  brooding  too  much  on  the  sufferings 
vhich  I  had  witnessed  in  London,  was  sufficiently  aware  of  the 
t4?ndencies  of  my  own  thoughts  to  do  all  I  could  to  counteract 
them.  I  was,  indeed,  like  a  person  who,  according  to  the  old 
leppnd,  had  entertMl  tlie  cave  of  Tro|>oniu8;  and  the  remedies  I 
lOQght   were  to   force   myself   iuto  society,  and  to  keep  my 
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understanding  in  continual  actiTity  upon  matters  of  science. 
But  for  these  remedies,  I  should  certainly  have  become  hypo- 
ohrondriacally  melancholy.  In  after-years,  however,  when  my 
cheerfulness  was  more  fully  re-established,  I  yielded  to  my 
natural  inclination  for  a  solitary  life.  And  at  that  time  I 
often  fell  into  these  reveries  upon  taking  opium ;  and  more  than 
once  it  has  happened  to  me,  on  a  summer  night,  when  I  have 
been  at  an  open  window,  in  a  room  from  which  I  could  overlook 
the  sea  at  a  mile  below  me,  and  could  command  a  view  of  the 

great  town  of  L ,  at  about  the  same  distance,  that  I  have 

sat  from  sunset  to  sunrise,  motionless,  and  without  wishing  to 
move. 

I  shall  be  charged  with  mysticism,  Behmenism,  quietism, 
etc. ;  but  that  shall  not  alarm  me.  Sir  H.  Vane,  the  younger, 
was  one  of  our  wisest  men ;  and  let  my  reader  see  if  he,  in  his 
philosophical  works,  be  half  as  unmystical  as  I  am.  I  say, 
then,  that  it  has  often  struck  me  that  the  scene  itself  was 
somewhat  typical  of  what  took  place  in  such  a  reverie.     The 

town  of  L represented  the  earth,  with  its  sorrows  and  its 

graves  left  behind,  yet  not  out  of  sight,  nor  wholly  forgotten. 
The  ocean,  in  everlasting  but  gentle  agitation,  and  brooded 
over  by  dove-like  calm,  might  not  unfitly  typify  the  mind,  and 
the  mood  which  then  swayed  it  For  it  seemed  to  me  as  if 
then  first  1  stood  at  a  distance,  and  aloof  from  the  uproar  of 
life;  as  if  the  tumult,  the  fever,  and  the  strife  were  suspended; 
a  respite  granted  from  the  secret  burdens  of  the  heart;  a  Sab- 
bath of  repose ;  a  resting  from  human  labors.  Here  were  the 
hopes  which  blossom  in  the  paths  of  life,  reconciled  with  the 
peace  which  is  in  the  grave;  motions  of  the  intellect  as  un- 
wearied as  the  heavens,  yet  for  all  anxieties  a  halcyon  calm ;  a 
tranquillity  that  seemed  no  product  of  inertia,  but  as  if  result- 
ing from  mighty  and  equal  antagonisms;  infinite  activities, 
infinite  repose. 

Oh,  just,  subtle,  and  mighty  opium!  that  to  the  hearts  of 
poor  and  rich  alike,  for  the  wounds  that  will  never  heal,  and 
for  "  the  pangs  that  tempt  the  spirit  to  rebel,"  bringest  an 
assuaging  balm ;  eloquent  opium !  that  with  thy  potent  rhetoric 
stealest  away  the  purposes  of  wrath,  and  to  the  guilty  man,  for 
one  night  givest  back  the  hopes  of  his  youth,  and  hands  washed 
pore  from  blood ;  and,  to  the  proud  man,  a  brief  oblivion  for 

Wrongs  unredressed,  and  insults  unavenged ; 
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sommonest  to  the  chancery  of  dreams,  for  the 
of  auffering  innocence,  false  witnesses,  and  confoundest  per> 
jvjy  and  dost  reverse  the  sentences  of  unrighteous  judges ;  tiioa 
bifldest  upon  the  bosom  of  darkness,  out  of  tiie  fantastic 
iaagerj  of  the  brain,  cities  and  temples,  beyond  the  art  of 
Phidias  and  Praxiteles — beyond  the  splendor  of  Babylon  and 
Hekatompylos ;  and,  ^from  the  anarchy  of  dreaming  sleep," 
mllcat  into  sunny  light  the  faces  of  long-buried  beauties,  and 
Am  blessed  household  countenances,  cleansed  from  the  ^^dis- 
honors  of  the  g^ve."  Thou  only  givest  these  gifts  to  man ; 
SDd  tlKm  hast  the  keys  of  Paradise,  oh,  just,  subtle,  and  mighty 
o|riiim! 

nTBODUOTIOK  TO  THB  PAINS  OV  OPIUIC 

Courteous,  and,  I  hope,  indulgent  reader  (for  all  my  readers 
Bust  be  indulgent  ones,  or  else,  I  fear,  I  shall  shock  them  too 
much  to  count  on  their  courtesy),  having  accompanied  me  thus 
hr,  now  let  me  request  you  to  move  onward,  for  about  eight 
rears ;  that  is  to  say,  from  1804  (when  I  said  that  my  acquaint- 
inoe  with  opium  first  began)  to  1812.  The  years  of  academic 
life  are  now  over  and  gone  —  almost  forgotten ;  the  student's 
cap  no  longer  presses  my  temples ;  if  my  cap  exists  at  all,  it 
presses  those  of  some  youthful  scholar,  I  trust,  as  happy  as 
myself,  and  as  passionate  a  lover  of  knowledge.  My  gown  is, 
by  this  time,  I  dare  to  say,  in  the  same  condition  with  many 
thousands  of  excellent  books  in  the  Bodleian,  namely,  diligently 
perused  by  certain  studious  moths  and  worms;  or  departed, 
iiowever  (which  is  all  that  I  know  of  its  fate),  to  that  great 
reservoir  of  $omewhere^  to  which  all  the  tea-cups,  tea-caddies, 
tea-pots,  tea-kettles,  etc.,  have  departed  (not  to  speak  of  still 
frailer  vessels,  such  as  glasses,  decanters,  bed-makers,  etc.), 
which  occasional  resemblances  in  the  present  generation  of 
tea-cups,  etc.,  remind  mc  of  having  once  possessed,  but  of  whose 
departure  and  final  fate  I,  in  common  with  most  gownsmen  of 
either  university,  could  give,  I  suspect,  but  an  obscure  and 
conjectural  history.  The  persecutions  of  the  chapeKbell,  sound- 
ing its  unwelcome  summons  to  six-o*clock  matins^  interrupts 
mj  slumbers  no  longer. 

•  .••••  •• 

I  will  here  lay  down  an  analysis  of  happiness,  and  f^ 
the  most  interesting  mode   of  communicating  it,  I  will 
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it,  not  didactically,  but  wrapped  up  and  involyed  in  a  picture 
of  one  evening,  as  I  spent  every  evening  during  the  intercalary 
year  wtien  laudanum,  though  taken  daily,  was  to  me  no  more 
than  the  elixir  of  pleasure.  This  done,  I  shall  quit  the  subject 
of  happiness  altogether,  and  pass  to  a  very  different  one  —  the 
pains  of  opium. 

Let  there  be  a  cottage,  standing  in  a  valley,  eighteen  miles  from 
any  town ;  no  spacious  valley,  but  about  two  miles  long  by  three 
quarters  of  a  mile  in  average  width  —  the  benefit  of  which  pro- 
vision is,  that  all  the  families  resident  within  its  circuit  will 
compose,  as  it  were,  one  large  household,  personally  familiar  to 
your  eye,  and  more  or  less  interesting  to  your  affections.  Let 
the  mountains  be  real  mountains,  between  three  and  four  thou- 
.sand  feet  high,  and  the  cottage  a  real  cottage,  not  (as  a  witty 
author  has  it)  ^'  a  cottage  with  a  double  coach-house ; "  let  it  be, 
in  fact  (for  I  must  abide  by  the  actual  scene),  a  white  cottage, 
embowered  with  flowering  shrubs,  so  chosen  as  to  unfold  a  suc- 
cession of  flowers  upon  the  walls,  and  clustering  around  the  win« 
dows,  through  all  the  months  of  spring,  summer,  and  autumn ; 
beginning,  in  fact,  with  May  roses,  and  ending  with  jasmine.  Let 
it,  however,  not  be  spring,  nor  summer,  nor  autumn ;  but  winter 
in  its  sternest  shape.  This  is  a  most  important  point  in  the 
science  of  happiness.  And  I  am  surprised  to  see  people  over- 
look it  and  think  it  matter  of  congratulation  that  winter  is 
going,  or,  if  coming,  is  not  likely  to  be  a  severe  one.  On  the 
contrary,  I  put  up  a  petition,  annually,  for  as  much  snow,  hail, 
frost,  or  storm  of  one  kind  or  other,  as  the  skies  can  possibly 
afford  us.  Surely  everybody  is  aware  of  the  divine  pleasures 
which  attend  a  winter  fireside  —  candles  at  four  o'clock,  warm 
hearth-rugs,  tea,  a  fair  tea-maker,  shutters  closed,  curtains 
flowing  in  ample  draperies  on  the  floor,  while  the  wind  and 
rain  are  raging  audibly  without. 

And  at  the  doors  and  windows  seem  to  call 
As  heaven  and  earth  they  would  together  mell 
Yet  the  least  entrance  find  they  none  at  all ; 
Whence  sweeter  grows  our  rest  secure  in  massy  hall. 

Castle  of  Indolence. 

All  these  are  items  in  the  description  of  a  winter  evening 
which  must  surely  be  familiar  to  everybody  born  in  a  high 
latitude.  And  it  is  evident  that  most  of  these  delicacies,  like 
ace-cream,  require  a  very  low  temperature   of  the  atmosphere 
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rio  prodace  them ;  thoy  are  fmita  vliich  cannot  be  ripened 

Pvitbout  weather  stormy  or  inclement,  in  some  way  or  otlier. 

1  im  not  "particular"  as  people  aay,  whether  it  be  snow,  or 

kkek  frost,  or  wind  80  strung  that  (oa  Mr. ^aaya)  '*you  may 

Ihb  your  hack  against  it  like  a  post,"  I  cun  put  up  even  with 
ntn,  provided  that  it  raiiia  cats  aud  doga ;  but  something  of  the 
•art  I  must  have  ;  and  if  1  have  not,  I  think  myself  in  a  man- 
Kr  iU-nsed,  for  why  am  I  called  on  to  pay  so  heavily  for  winter 
bi  ooftla  and  candles,  ami  Tarious  privations  that  will  occur  even 
to  geatlctneii,  if  I  am  nut  to  have  the  article  good  of  its  kind  f 
Xo;  a  Canadian  wiuUir,  for  my  monuy  ;  or  a  Rtisaian  uno^ 
wliere  erery  man  is  but  a  cupropriotor  with  the  nurlli  wind  in 
tba  (ee^imple  of  his  own  ears.  Indeed,  so  ^reat  au  epicure 
UD  I  in  this  matter,  thnt  I  cannot  relish  a  winter  night  fully, 
if  it  be  much  past  St.  Thomoii's  duy,  and  have  degenerated  into 
dhgiMting  tendencies  to  Tcrool  appearances;  uu,  it  muat  be 
dhrided  by  a  thick  wall  of  dark  nigbt«  from  all  return  of  ligbt 
■ad  mothine.  From  the  latter  weeks  of  October  to  Christmas- 
eiv,  Uterefore,  is  the  period  during  which  happioesa  is  in  season, 
witjeh,  in  my  judgment,  cnt«rs  tbo  room  with  a  toa<lray ;  for 
Id,  though  ridiculed  by  those  who  are  naturally  uf  coarse 
Mrrea,  or  art)  become  so  from  wine-drioking,  and  are  not  suscep- 
(ibto  of  inflneace  from  so  rotined  a  stimulant,  will  always  be  the 
Uforite  beverage  of  the  intellectual ;  and,  for  my  part,  I  would 
kan  joined  Dr.  Johnson  in  a  btllvm  uiUrntcinum  agaiuBt  Jonas 
Qaavm/fOr  any  other  impious  person  who  should  presume  to 
disparage  it.  But  here,  to  sare  myself  the  trouble  of  too  mucb 
Tuiial  detcription,  I  will  introduce  a  painter,  and  gire  him 
directions  for  the  rest  of  the  picture.  Painters  do  not  like 
vhite  cottages,  unless  a  good  deal  weather-stained  ;  but,  as  the 
readfff  now  understands  that  it  is  a  winter  night,  his  senrices 
«ill  not  be  rtKiuircd  except  for  tho  inside  of  the  bouse. 

Paint  me,  then,  a  room  seventeen  feet  by  twelve,  and  not 
more  than  seven  and  a  half  feet  high.  This,  reader,  is  somewhat 
lu^tiously  atyled,  in  my  family,  the  drawing-room  ;  but  being 
euotrived  "a  double  debt  to  pay,"  it  is  alau,  and  more  justly, 
lenoed  tho  library  ;  for  it  happens  that  books  are  the  only 
irtiale  of  property  in  which  1  am  richer  than  my  noigfabors. 
Of  these  I  have  about  five  thousand,  collected  gradually  since 
■y  ■i^toeotb  year.  Therefore,  painter,  put  as  many  as  yon 
•tt  IdIo  this  room.  Hake  it  populous  with  books,  and,  further- 
mai%t  paint  ma  a  good  Ore;  oud  furniture  plain  and  modest, 
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befittmg  the  unpretending  cottage  of  a  scholar.  And  near  the 
fire  paint  me  a  tea-table ;  and  (as  it  is  clear  that  no  creature 
can  come  to  see  one,  such  a  stormy  night)  place  only  two  cups 
and  saucers  on  the  tea-tray  ;  and,  if  you  know  how  to  paint  such 
a  thing  symbolically,  or  otherwise,  paint  me  an  eternal  tea-pot 
—  eternal  d  parte  antCj  and  d  parte  post ;  for  I  usually  drink 
tea  from  eight  o'clock  at  night  to  four  in  the  morning.  And, 
as  it  is  very  unpleasant  to  make  tea,  or  to  pour  it  out  for  one's 
self,  paint  me  a  lovely  young  woman,  sitting  at  the  table.  Paint 
her  arms  like  Aurora's,  and  her  smiles  like  Hebe's  —  but  no, 
dear  M.,  not  even  in  jest  let  me  insinuate  that  thy  power  to 
illuminate  my  cottage  rests  upon  a  tenure  so  perishable  as  mere 
personal  beauty;  or  that  the  witchcraft  of  angelic  smiles  lies 
within  the  empire  of  any  earthly  pencil.  Pass,  then,  my  good 
painter,  to  something  more  within  its  power;  and  the  next 
article  brought  forward  should  naturally  be  myself  —  a  picture 
of  the  opium-eater,  with  his  "  little  golden  receptacle  of  the  per- 
nicious drug  "  lying  beside  him  on  the  table.  As  to  the  opium, 
I  have  no  objection  to  see  a  picture  of  that,  though  I  would 
rather  see  the  original ;  you  may  paint  it,  if  you  choose ;  but  I 
apprise  you  that  no  "  little "  receptacle  would,  even  in  1816, 
answer  mt/  purpose,  who  was  at  a  distance  from  the  "  stately  Pan- 
theon," and  all  druggists  (mortal  or  otherwise).  No ;  you  may 
as  well  paint  the  real  receptacle,  which  was  not  of  gold,  but  of 
glass,  and  as  much  like  a  wine-decanter  as  possible.  Into  this 
you  may  put  a  quai't  of  ruby-colored  laudanum  ;  that,  and  a  book 
of  German  metaphysics  placed  by  its  side,  will  sufficiently  attest 
my  being  in  the  neighborhood :  but  as  to  myself,  there  I  demur. 
I  admit  that,  naturally,  I  ought  to  occupy  the  foreground  of  the 
picture  ;  that,  being  the  hero  of  the  piece,  or  (if  you  choose)  the 
criminal  at  the  bar,  my  body  should  be  had  into  court.  This 
seems  reasonable ;  but  why  should  I  confess,  on  this  point,  to 
a  painter  ?  or,  why  confess  at  all  ?  If  the  public  (into  whose 
private  ear  I  am  confidentially  whispering  my  confessions,  and 
not  into  any  painter's)  should  chance  to  have  framed  some 
agreeable  picture  for  itself  of  the  opium-eater's  exterior  — 
should  have  ascribed  to  him,  romantically,  an  elegant  person, 
or  a  handsome  face,  why  should  I  barbarously  tear  from  it  so 
pleasing  a  delusion  —  pleasing  both  to  the  public  and  to  me  ? 
No  ;  paint  me,  if  at  all,  according  to  your  own  fancy  ;  and,  as  a 
painter's  fancy  should  teem  with  beautiful  creations,  I  cannot 
fail,  in  that  way,  to  be  a  gainer.     And  now,  reader,  we  have 
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throogfa  all  the  ten  categories  of  my  condition,  as  it  stood 
sbont  1816-17,  up  to  the  middle  of  which  latter  year  I  judge 
myielf  to  have  been  a  happy  man ;  and  the  elements  of  that 
happiness  I  have  endeavored  to  place  before  you,  in  the  above 
sketch  of  the  interior  of  a  scholar's  library  —  in  the  cottage 
tmong  the  mountains,  on  a  stormy  wiuter  evening. 

But  now  farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  happiness,  winter  or 
imnmer !  farewell  to  smiles  and  laughter !  farewell  to  peace  of 
mind!  farewell  to  hope  and  to  tranquil  dreams,  and  to  the 
blessed  consolations  of  sleep !  For  more  than  three  years  and 
i  half  I  am  summoned  away  from  these ;  I  am  now  arrived  at 
la  niad  of  woes ;  for  I  have  now  to  record 


THE  PAINS  OF  OPIUM. 
M  when  loiiie  great  painter  dipe 


Hli  pencil  in  the  gloom  of  earthquake  and  eclipee. 

Reader,  who  have  thus  far  accompanied  me,  I  must  request 
Toor  attention  to  a  brief  explanatory  note  on  three  points : 

1.  For  several  reasons  I  have  not  been  able  to  compose  the 
Botes  for  this  part  of  my  narrative  into  any  regular  and  con« 
sected  shape.  I  give  the  notes  disjointed  as  I  find  them,  or 
have  now  drawn  them  up  from  memor}-.  Some  of  them  point 
to  their  own  date ;  some  I  have  dated  ;  and  some  are  undated. 
Whenever  it  could  answer  my  purpose  to  transplant  them  from 
tiie  natural  or  chronological  order,  I  have  not  scnipled  to  do  so. 
Sometimes  I  speak  in  the  present,  sometimes  in  the  past,  tense. 
Pew  of  the  notes,  perhaps,  were  written  exactly  at  the  period  of 
tiae  to  which  thev  relate ;  but  this  can  little  affect  their  accu- 
ncT,  as  the  impressions  were  such  that  they  can  never  fade 
from  my  mind.  Much  has  been  omitted.  I  could  not,  withoat 
effort,  constrain  myself  to  the  ta.sk  of  either  recalling,  or  con- 
ftmctine  into  a  regular  narrative,  the  whole  burden  of  horrors 
lie^  up»on  my  brain.  This  f#*elin2r,  partly,  I  plead  in 
e.  and  prjrtly  that  I  am  now  in  f^mdon,  and  am  a  helpless 
•Oft  cf  p^rs-jn  who  cann'jt  even  arranire  hi.^  own  papers  without 
us;^anee ;  and  I  am  »e[»arat*-<i  fp^m  the  hands  which  are  wont 
-i  >frf^rm  f'>r  m*.*  the  ofTict-s  ni  an  amanuen.^is. 

t,  Vvi  Trill  think.  i^rhap5.  that  I  am  too  confidential  and 
^4njBia.*^A*:Te  '>f  mv  o^rn  :»r:vate  historv.  It  roav  be  so.  But 
mj  w%j  'A  writing  is  ratht.r  to  think  aloud,  and  follow  my  owb 
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private  humors,  than  much  to  consider  who  is  h'stening  to  me ; 
and,  if  I  stop  to  consider  what  is  proper  to  be  said  to  this  or 
that  person,  I  shall  soon  come  to  doubt  whether  anj  part  of  all 
is  proper.  The  fact  is,  I  place  myself  at  a  distance  of  fifteen  or 
twenty  years  ahead  of  this  time,  and  suppose  myself  writing  to 
those  who  will  be  interested  about  me  hereafter;  and  wishing 
to  have  some  record  of  a  time,  the  entire  history  of  which  no 
one  can  know  but  myself,  I  do  it  as  fully  as  I  am  able  with  the 
efforts  I  am  now  capable  of  making,  because  I  know  not  whether 
1  can  ever  find  time  to  do  it  again. 

8.  It  will  occur  to  you  often  to  ask,  Why  did  I  not  release 
myself  from  the  horrors  of  opium  by  leaving  it  off,  or  diminish- 
ing it  ?  To  this  I  must  answer  briefly ;  it  might  be  supposed 
that  I  yielded  to  the  fascinations  of  opium  too  easily ;  it  cannot 
be  supposed  that  any  man  can  be  charmed  by  its  terrors.  The 
reader  may  be  sure,  therefore,  that  I  made  attempts  innumerable 
to  reduce  the  quantity.  I  add,  that  those  who  witnessed  the 
agonies  of  those  attempts,  and  not  myself,  were  the  first  to  beg  me 
to  desist.  But  could  not  I  have  reduced  it  a  drop  a  day,  or,  by 
adding  water,  have  bisected  or  trisected  a  drop  ?  A  iJiousand 
drops  bisected  would  thus  have  taken  nearly  six  years  to  reduce ; 
and  that  they  would  certainly  not  have  answered.  But  this  is  a 
common  mistake  of  those  who  know  nothing  of  opium  experi- 
mentally ;  I  appeal  to  those  who  do,  whether  it  is  not  always 
found  that  down  to  a  certain  point  it  can  be  reduced  with  ease, 
and  even  pleasure,  but  that,  after  that  point,  further  reduction 
causes  intense  suffering.  Yes,  say  many  thoughtless  persons, 
who  know  not  what  they  are  talking  of,  you  will  suffer  a  little 
low  spirits  and  dejection,  for  a  few  days.  I  answer,  no ;  there  is 
nothing  like  low  spirits ;  on  the  contrary,  the  mere  animal  spirits 
are  uncommonly  raised ;  the  pulse  is  improved ;  the  health  is 
better.  It  is  not  there  that  the  suffering  lies.  It  has  no  resem- 
blance to  the  sufferings  caused  by  renouncing  wine.  It  is  a  state 
of  imutterable  irritation  of  stomach  (which  surely  is  not  much 
like  dejection),  accompanied  by  intense  perspirations,  and  feel- 
ings such  as  I  shall  not  attempt  to  describe  without  more  space 
at  my  command. 

I  have  thus  described  and  illustrated  my  intellectual  torpor, 
in  terms  that  apply,  more  or  less,  to  every  part  of  the  four  years 
during  which  I  was  under  the  Circean  spells  of  opium.  But  for 
misery  and  suffering,  I  might,  indeed,  be  said  to  have  existed  in 
a  dormant  state.     T  seldom  could  prevail  on  myself  to  write  a 


THOMAS  DE  QULNCIEI.  8526 

letter;  an  tnswer  of  a  few  words,  to  any  fhat  T  received,  waa 
the  utmost  that  I  could  accomplish ;  and  often  that  not  until 
the  letter  had  Iain  weeks,  or  even  months,  on  my  writing-table. 
Without  the  aid  of  M.,  all  records  of  bills  paid,  or  to  be  paid, 
moit  have  perished ;  and  my  whole  domestic  economy,  what- 
erer  became  of  Political  Economy,  must  have  gone  into  irre- 
trievable confusion.     I  shall  not  afterward  allude  to  this  part  of 
the  case;  it  is  one,  however,  which  the  opium-eater  will  find, 
m  the  end,  as  oppressive  and  tormenting  as  any  other,  from  the 
•ense  of  incapacity  and  feebleness,  from  the  direct  embarrass- 
meiits  incident  to  the  neglect  or  procrastination  of  each  day's 
tppropriate  duties,  and  from  the   remorse  which   must  often 
exttperate  the  stings  of  these  evils  to  a  reflective  and  con- 
icientions  mind.    The  opium-eater  loses  none  of  his  moral 
sensibilities  or  aspirations;  he  wishes  and  longs  as  earnestly 
tt  ever  to  realize  what  he  believes  possible,  and  feels  to  be 
exacted  by  duty ;  but  his  intellectual  apprehension  of  what  is 
possible  infinitely  outruns  his  power,  not  of  execution  only,  bnt 
eren  of  power  to  attempt.     He  lies  under  the  weight  of  incubus 
aad  nightmare ;  he  lies  in  sight  of  all  that  he  would  fain  per« 
form,  just  as  a  man  forcibly  confined  to  his  bed  by  the  mortal 
laDgnor  of  a  relaxing  disease,  who  is  compelled  to  witness  in- 
jury or  outrage  offered  to  some  object  of  his  tenderest  love:  he 
corses  the  spells  which  chain  him  down  from  motion  ;  he  wonld 
lay  down  his  life  if  he  might  but  get  up  and  walk ;  but  he  is 
powerless  as  an  infant,  and  cannot  even  attempt  to  rise. 

I  now  pass  to  what  is  the  main  subject  of  these  latter  con- 
fessions, to  the  history  and  journal  of  what  took  place  in  my 
dreams ;  for  these  were  the  immediate  and  proximate  cause  of 
my  acutest  suffering. 

The  first  notice  I  had  of  any  important  change  going  on  in 
this  part  of  my  physical  economy,  was  from  the  reawaking  of  a 
state  of  eye  generally  incident  to  childhood,  or  exalted  states  of 
irritability.  I  know  not  whether  my  reader  is  aware  that  many 
children,  perhaps  most,  have  a  power  of  painting,  as  it  were, 
Qpon  the  darkness  all  sorts  of  phantoms :  in  some  that  power 
b  simply  a  mechanic  affection  of  the  eye ;  others  have  a  vol- 
tmtary  or  semi-vohintary  power  to  dismiss  or  summon  them ; 
or,  as  a  child  once  said  to  me,  when  I  questioned  him  on  this 
Blatter,  **  I  can  tell  them  to  go,  and  they  go ;  but  sometimes 
they  come  when  I  don't  fell  thoin  to  come.**  ^^^lereupon  I  told 
him  that  he  had  almost  as  unlimited  a  command  over  appari- 
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tions  as  a  Roman  centurion  over  his  soldiers.  In  the  middle 
of  1817,  I  think  it  was,  that  this  faculty  became  positively 
distressing  to  me:  at  night,  when  I  lay  awake  in  bed,  vast 
processions  passed  along  in  mournful  pomp;  friezes  of  never- 
ending  stories,  that  to  my  feelings  were  as  sad  and  solemn  as 
if  they  were  stories  drawn  from  times  before  (Edipus  or  Priam, 
before  Tyre,  before  Memphis.  And,  at  the  same  time,  a  cor- 
responding change  took  place  in  my  dreams ;  a  theatre  seemed 
suddenly  opened  and  lighted  up  within  my  brain,  which  pre- 
sented, nightly,  spectacles  of  more  than  earthly  splendor.  And 
the  four  following  facts  may  be  mentioned,  as  noticeable  at 
this  time: 

I.  That,  as  the  creative  state  of  the  eye  increased,  a  sym- 
pathy seemed  to  arise  between  the  waking  and  the  dreaming 
states  of  the  brain  in  one  point — that  whatsoever  I  happened 
to  call  up  and  to  trace  by  a  voluntary  act  upon  the  darkness 
was  very  apt  to  transfer  itself  to  my  dreams ;  so  that  I  feared 
to  exercise  this  faculty ;  for,  as  Midas  turned  all  things  to  gold, 
that  yet  baffled  his  hopes  and  defrauded  his  human  desires,  so 
whatsoever  things  capable  of  being  visually  represented  I  did 
but  think  of  in  the  darkness,  immediately  shaped  themselves 
into  phantoms  of  the  eye ;  and,  by  a  process  apparently  no  less 
inevitable,  when  thus  once  traced  in  faint  and  visionary  colors, 
like  writings  in  sympathetic  ink,  they  were  drawn  out,  by  the 
fierce  chemistry  of  my  dreams,  into  insufferable  splendor  that 
fretted  my  heart. 

•n.  For  this,  and  all  other  changes  in  my  dreams,  were 
accompanied  by  deep-seated  anxiety  and  gloomy  melancholy, 
such  as  are  wholly  incommunicable  by  words.  I  seemed  every 
night  to  descend  —  not  metaphorically,  but  literally  to  descend 
— into  chasms  and  sunless  abysses,  depths  below  depths,  from 
which  it  seemed  hopeless  that  I  could  ever  rcascend.  Nor  did 
I,  by  waking,  feel  that  I  had  reascended.  This  I  do  not  dwell 
upon ;  because  the  state  of  gloom  which  attended  these  gorgeous 
spectacles,  amounting  at  least  to  utter  darkness,  as  of  some 
suicidal  despondency,  cannot  be  approached  by  words. 

III.  The  sense  of  space,  and  in  the  end  the  sense  of  time, 
were  both  powerfully  affected.  Buildings,  landscapes,  etc.,  were 
exhibited  in  proportions  so  vast  as  the  bodily  eye  is  not  fitted  to 
receive.  Space  swelled,  and  was  amplified  to  an  extent  of 
unutterable  infinity.  This,  however,  did  not  disturb  me  so 
much  as  the  vast  expansion  of  time.     I  sometimes  seemed  to 
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bare  Hired  for  seventy  or  one  hundred  years  in  one  night; 
nay,  sometimes  had  feelings  representative  of  a  millennium, 
passed  in  that  time,  or,  however,  of  a  duration  far  beyond  the 
limits  of  any  human  experience. 

IV.  The  minutest  incidents  of  childhood,  or  forgotten  scenes 
of  later  years,  were  often  revived.  I  could  not  be  said  to  recol- 
lect them ;  for  if  I  had  been  told  of  them  when  waking,  I  should 
not  have  been  able  to  acknowledge  them  as  parts  of  my  past  ex- 
perience.  But  placed  as  they  were  before  me,  in  dreams  like  in- 
tuitions, and  clothed  in  all  their  evanescent  circumstances  and 
accompanying  feelings,  I  recognized  them  instantaneously.  I 
was  once  told  by  a  near  relative  of  mine,  that  having  in  her 
childhood  fallen  into  a  river,  and  being  on  the  very  verge  of 
death  but  for  the  critical  assistance  which  reached  her,  she  saw 
in  a  moment  her  whole  life,  in  its  minutest  incidents,  arrayed 
before  her  simultaneously  as  in  a  mirror ;  and  she  had  a  faculty 
developed  as  suddenly  for  comprehending  the  whole  and  every 
part.  This,  from  some  opium  experiences  of  mine,  I  can  believe ; 
I  have,  indeed,  seen  the  same  thing  asserted  twice  in  modem 
books,  and  accompanied  by  a  remark  which  I  am  convinced  is 
tme,  namely,  that  the  dread  book  of  account,  which  the  Scrip- 
tures speak  of,  is,  in  fact,  tlte  mind  itself  of  each  individual. 
Of  this,  at  least,  I  feel  assured,  that  there  is  no  such  thing  as 
forgetting  possible  to  the  mind ;  a  thousand  accidents  may  and 
will  interpose  a  veil  between  our  present  consciousness  and  the 
secret  inscriptions  on  the  mind.  Accidents  of  the  same  sort  will 
also  rend  away  this  veil ;  but  alike,  whether  veiled  or  unveiled, 
the  inscription  remains  forever ;  just  as  the  stars  seem  to  with- 
draw before  the  common  light  of  day,  whereas,  in  fact,  we  all 
know  that  it  is  the  light  which  is  drawn  over  them  as  a  veil ; 
and  that  they  are  waiting  to  be  revealed,  when  the  obscuring 
daylight  shall  have  withdrawn. 

Having  noticed  these  four  facts  as  memorably  distinguishing 
my  dreams  from  those  of  health,  I  shall  now  cite  a  case  illus- 
trative of  the  first  fact;  and  shall  then  cite  any  others  that  I 
remember,  either  in  their  chronological  order,  or  any  other  that 
may  give  them  more  effect  as  pictures  to  the  reader. 

I  had  been  in  youth,  and  even  since,  for  occasional  amuse* 
ment,  a  great  reader  of  Livy,  wliom  I  confess  that  I  prefer,  both 
for  style  and  matter,  to  any  other  of  the  Roman  historians;  and 
I  had  often  felt  as  most  solemn  and  appalling  sounds,  and  most 
emphatically  representative  of  the  majesty  of  the  Roman  people, 
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the  two  words  so  often  occurring  in  Liyj — Consul  Itomanus ; 
especially  when  the  consul  is  introduced  in  his  military  char- 
acter. I  mean  to  say  that  the  words  king,  sultan,  regent,  etc., 
or  any  other  titles  of  those  who  embody  in  their  own  per- 
sons the  collective  majesty  of  a  great  people,  had  less  power 
oyer  my  reverential  feelings.  I  had,  also,  though  no  great 
reader  of  history,  made  myself  minutely  and  critically  familiar 
with  one  period  of  English  history,  namely,  the  period  of  the 
Parliamentary  War,  having  been  attracted  by  the  moral  grandeur 
of  some  who  figured  in  that  day,  and  by  the  many  interesting 
memoirs  which  survive  those  unquiet  times.  Both  these  parts 
of  my  lighter  reading,  having  furnished  me  often  with  matter  of 
reflection,  now  furnish  me  with  matter  for  my  dreams.  Often  I 
used  to  see,  after  painting  upon  the  blank  darkness,  a  sort  of 
rehearsal  while  waking,  a  crowd  of  ladies,  and  perhaps  a  festival 
and  dances.  And  I  heard  it  said,  or  1  said  to  myself,  ^'  These 
are  English  ladies  from  the  unhappy  times  of  Charles  I.  These 
are  the  wives  and  daughters  of  those  who  met  in  peace,  and  sat 
at  the  same  tables,  and  were  allied  by  marriage  or  by  blood ;  and 
yet,  after  a  certain  day  in  August,  1642,  never  smiled  upon  one 
another  again,  nor  met  but  in  the  field  of  battle ;  and  at  Marston 
Moor,  at  Newbury,  or  at  Naseby,  cut  asunder  all  ties  of  love  by 
the  cruel  sabre,  and  washed  away  in  blood  the  memory  of  ancient 
friendship."  The  ladies  danced,  and  looked  as  lovely  as  the  court 
of  George  IV.  Yet  I  knew,  even  in  my  dream,  that  they  had  been 
in  the  grave  for  nearly  two  centuries.  This  pageant  would  sud- 
denly dissolve ;  and  at  a  clapping  of  hands  would  be  heard  the 
heart-quaking  sound  of  Consul  Romanus  ;  and  immediately  came 
"  sweeping  by,"  in  gorgeous  paludiments,  Paulus  or  Marius,  girt 
around  by  a  company  of  centurions,  with  the  crimson  tunic 
hoisted  on  a  spear,  and  followed  by  the  alalagmos  of  the  Roman 
legions. 

Majfy  1818. — The  Malay  has  been  a  fearful  enemy  for  months. 
I  have  been  every  night,  through  his  means,  transported  into 
Asiatic  scenes.  I  know  not  whether  others  share  in  my  feelings 
on  this  point ;  but  I  have  often  thought  that  if  I  were  compelled 
to  forego  England,  and  to  live  in  China,  and  among  Chinese 
manners  and  modes  of  life  and  scenery,  I  should  go  mad.  The 
causes  of  my  horror  lie  deep,  and  some  of  them  must  be  common 
to  others.  Southern  Asia,  in  general,  is  the  seat  of  awful  images 
and  associations.  As  the  cradle  of  the  human  race,  it  would  alone 
have  a  dim  and  reverential  feeling  connected  with  it.     But  ther^ 
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are  other  reasons.  No  man  can  pretend  that  the  wild,  barbarous, 
and  capricious  superstitions  of  Africa,  or  of  savage  tribes  else- 
where, affect  him  in  the  way  that  he  is  affected  by  the  ancient, 
monumental,  cruel,  and  elaborate  religions  of  Hindostan,  etc. 
The  mere  antiquity  of  Asiatic  things,  of  their  institutions,  his- 
tories, modes  of  faith,  etc.,  is  so  impressive,  that  to  me  the  vast 
age  of  the  race  and  name  overpowers  the  sense  of  youth  in  the 
individual.  A  young  Chinese  seems  to  me  an  antediluvian  man 
renewed.  Even  Englishmen,  though  not  bred  in  any  knowledge 
of  such  institutions,  cannot  but  shudder  at  the  mystic  sublimity 
of  eoiteMy  that  have  flowed  apart,  and  refused  to  mix,  through 
such  immemorial  tracts  of  time ;  nor  can  any  man  fail  to  be 
awed  by  the  names  of  the  Ganges,  or  the  Euphrates.  It  con* 
tributes  much  to  these  feelings,  that  Southern  Asia  is,  and  has 
been  for  thousands  of  years,  the  part  of  the  earth  most  swarm- 
ing with  human  life  —  the  great  officina  geniium.  Man  is  a 
weed  in  those  regions.  The  vast  empires,  also,  into  which  the 
enormous  population  of  Asia  has  always  been  cast,  give  a  further 
sublimity  to  the  feelings  associated  with  all  Oriental  names  or 
images.  In  China,  over  and  above  what  it  has  in  common  with 
the  rest  of  Southern  Asia,  I  am  terrified  by  the  modes  of  life,  by 
the  manners,  and  the  barrier  of  utter  abhorrence,  and  want  of 
sympathy,  placed  between  us  by  feelinp^  deeper  than  I  can  ana- 
Irxe.  I  could  sooner  live  with  lunatics,  or  brute  animals.  All 
this,  and  much  more  than  I  can  say,  or  have  time  to  say,  the 
reader  must  enter  into  before  he  can  comprehend  the  unimagin- 
able horror  which  these  dreams  of  Oriental  imagery,  and  mytho- 
logical tortures,  impressed  upon  me.  Undor  the  connecting 
feeling  of  tropical  heat  and  vertical  sunlights,  I  brought  to- 
gether all  creatures,  birds,  beasts,  reptiles,  all  trees  and  plants, 
usages,  and  appearances,  that  are  found  in  all  tropical  regions, 
and  assembled  them  together  in  China  or  Hindostan.  From 
kindred  feelings,  I  soon  brought  E<rrpt  and  all  her  gods  un- 
der the  same  law.  I  was  stared  at,  hooted  at,  grinned  at, 
chattered  at,  by  monkeys,  by  paroquets,  by  cockatoos.  I  ran 
into  pagodas,  and  was  fixed,  for  centuries,  at  the  summit,  or 
in  secret  rooms:  I  was  the  idol  ;  I  was  the  priest ;  I  was  wor- 
«!jipj»od ;  I  was  Racririre<l.  I  WhI  from  the  wrath  of  Brahma 
thn>uirh  all  the  fon'sts  of  Asia:  Vishnu  hatrii  me;  5H»eva  laid 
wait  for  me.  I  came  suddenly  n|)on  Isis  ancl  Osiris:  I  had  done 
a  deed,  they  said,  which  tlie  ibis  and  the  crocodile  trembled  at. 
I  was  buried,  for  a  thousand  years,  in  stone  coffins,  with  mnm- 
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mies,  and  Bphinxes,  in  narrow  chambers  at  the  heart  of  eternal 
pyramids.  I  was  kissed^  with  cancerous  kisses,  by  crocodiles  ; 
and  laid,  confounded  with  all  unutterable  slimy  things,  among 
reeds  and  Nilotic  mud. 

I  thus  give  the  reader  some  slight  abstraction  of  my  Oriental 
dreams,  which  always  filled  me  with  such  amazement  at  the  mon- 
strous scenery,  that  horror  seemed  absorbed,  for  awhile,  in  sheer 
astonishment.  Sooner  or  later  came  a  reflux  of  feeling  that  swal* 
lowed  up  the  astonishment,  and  left  me,  not  so  much  in  terror, 
as  in  hatred  and  abomination  of  what  I  saw.  Over  every  form, 
and  threat,  and  punishment,  and  dim,  sightless  incarceration, 
brooded  a  sense  of  eternity  and  infinity  that  drove  me  into  an 
oppression  as  of  madness.  Into  these  dreams  only,  it  was,  with 
one  or  two  slight  exceptions,  that  any  circumstances  of  physical 
horror  entered.  All  before  had  been  moral  and  spiritual  terrors. 
But  here  the  main  agents  were  ugly  birds,  or  snakes,  or  croco- 
diles,  especially  the  last.  The  cursed  crocodile  became  to  me 
the  object  of  more  horror  than  almost  all  the  rest  I  was  com- 
pelled to  live  with  him ;  and  (as  was  always  the  case^  almost,  in 
my  dreams)  for  centuries.  I  escaped,  sometimes,  and  found  my- 
self in  Chinese  houses  with  cane  tables,  etc.  All  the  feet  of  the 
tables,  sofas,  etc.,  soon  became  instinct  with  life :  the  abominable 
head  of  the  crocodile,  and  his  leering  eyes,  looked  out  at  me, 
multiplied  into  a  thousand  repetitions  ;  and  I  stood  loathing  and 
fascinated.  And  so  often  did  this  hideous  reptile  haunt  my 
dreams,  that  many  times  the  very  same  dream  was  broken  up  in 
the  very  same  way  :  I  heard  gentle  voices  speaking  to  me  (I  hear 
everything  when  I  am  sleeping),  and  instantly  I  awoke ;  it  was 
broad  noon,  and  my  children  were  standing,  hand  in  hand,  at  my 
bedside,  come  to  show  me  their  colored  shoes,  or  new  frocks,  or 
to  let  me  see  them  dressed  for  going  out.  I  protest  that  so  awful 
was  the  transition  from  the  damned  crocodile,  and  the  other  un- 
utterable monsters  and  abortions  of  my  dreams,  to  the  sight  of 
innocent  human  natures,  and  of  infancy,  that,  in  the  mighty  and 
sudden  revulsion  of  mind,  I  wept,  and  could  not  forbear  it,  as  I 
kissed  their  faces. 

As  a  final  specimen,  I  cite  one  of  a  dififerent  character,  from 
1820. 

The  dream  commenced  with  a  music  which  now  I  often 
heard  in  dreams  —  a  music  of  preparation  and  of  awakening 
suspense ;  a  music  like  the  opening  of  the  Coronation  Anthem, 
and  which,  like  that^  gave  the  feeling  of  a  vast  march,  of  infif 
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nite  cavalcades  filing  off,  and  the  tread  of  innumerable  armlet. 
The  morning  was  come  of  a  mighty  day  —  a  day  of  crisia  and 
of  final  hope  for  human  nature,  then  suffering  some  mysterious 
eclipse,  and  laboring  in  some  dread  extremity.  Somewhere,  I 
knew  not  where  —  somehow,  I  knew  not  how  —  by  some  beings, 
I  knew  not  whom  —  a  battle,  a  strife,  an  agony,  was  conducting 
—  was  evolving  like  a  great  drama,  or  piece  of  music;  with 
▼hich  my  sympathy  was  the  more  insupportable  from  my  con- 
fusion as  to  its  place,  its  cause,  its  nature,  and  its  possible  issue. 
I,  as  is  usual  in  dreams  (where,  of  necessity,  we  niake  ourselves 
central  to  every  movement),  had  the  power,  and  yet  had  not  the 
power,  to  decide  it.  I  had  the  power,  if  I  could  raise  myself 
to  will  it ;  and  yet  again  had  not  the  power,  for  the  weight  of 
twenty  Atlantics  was  upon  me,  or  the  oppression  of  inexpiable 
guilt.  ^^  Deeper  than  ever  plummet  sounded,"  I  lay  inactive. 
Then,  like  a  chorus,  tlie  passion  deepened.  Some  gpreater  intei^ 
est  was  at  stake ;  some  mightier  cause  than  ever  yet  the  sword 
had  pleaded,  or  trumpet  had  proclaimed.  Then  came  sudden 
alarms ;  hurryings  to  and  fro ;  trepidations  of  innumerable  fugi- 
tives. I  knew  not  whether  from  the  good  cause  or  the  bad; 
darkness  and  lights ;  tempest  and  human  faces ;  and  at  last, 
with  the  sense  that  all  was  lost,  female  forms,  and  the  feat- 
ares  that  were  worth  all  the  world  to  me,  and  but  a  moment 
allowed  —  and  clasped  hands,  and  heart-breaking  partings,  and 
then  —  everlasting  farewells!  and,  with  a  sigh,  such  as  the 
eaves  of  hell  sighed  when  the  incestuous  mother  uttered  the 
abhorred  name  of  death,  the  sound  was  reverberated  —  ever- 
lasting farewells!  and  again,  and  yet  again  reverberated  — 
everlasting  farewells ! 

▲nd  I  awoke  in  struggles,  and  cried  aloud  —  ^I  will  sleep 
10  more!" 

But  I  am  now  called  upon  to  wind  up  a  narrative  which 
has  already  extended  to  an  unreasonable  length.  Within  more 
spacious  limits,  the  materials  which  I  have  used  might  have 
been  better  unfolded ;  and  much  which  I  have  not  used  might 
have  been  added  with  effect.  Perhaps,  however,  enough  has 
been  given.  It  now  remains  that  I  should  say  something  of 
the  way  in  which  this  conflict  of  horrors  was  finally  brought 
to  its  crisis.  The  reader  is  already  aware  (from  a  passage 
■ear  the  beginning  of  the  introduction  to  the  first  part)  that 
the  opium-eater  has,  in  some  way  or  other,  ^*  unwound,  almost 
to  its  final  links,  the  accursed  chain  which  bound  him."    By 


3582  THOMAS  DE  QUIKCET. 

what  means  ?  To  have  narrated  this,  according  to  the  original 
intention,  would  have  far  exceeded  the  space  which  can  now  be 
allowed.  It  is  fortunate,  as  such  a  cogent  reason  exists  for 
abridging  it,  that  I  should,  on  a  maturer  view  of  the  case,  have 
been  exceedingly  unwilling  to  injure,  by  any  such  unaffecting 
details,  the  impression  of  the  history  itself,  as  an  appeal  to 
the  prudence  and  the  conscience  of  the  yet  unconfirmed  opium- 
eater,  or  even  (though  a  very  inferior  consideration)  to  injure 
its  effect  as  a  composition.  The  interest  of  the  judicious  reader 
will  not  attach  itself  chiefly  to  the  subject  of  the  fascinating 
spells,  but  to  the  fascinating  power.  Not  the  opium-eater,  but 
the  opium,  is  the  true  hero  of  the  tale,  and  the  legitimate  centre 
on  which  the  interest  revolves.  The  object  was  to  display  the 
marvellous  agency  of  opium,  whether  for  pleasure  or  for  pain ; 
if  that  is  done,  the  action  of  the  piece  has  closed. 

However,  as  some  people,  in  spite  of  all  laws  to  the  con- 
trary, will  persist  in  asking  what  became  of  the  opium-eater, 
and  in  what  state  he  now  is,  I  answer  for  him  thus:  The 
reader  is  aware  that  opium  had  long  ceased  to  found  its  empire 
on  spells  of  pleasure;  it  was  solely  by  the  tortures  connected 
with  the  attempt  to  abjure  it,  that  it  kept  its  hold.  Yet,  as 
other  tortures,  no  less,  it  may  be  thought,  attended  the  non- 
abjuration  of  such  a  tyrant,  a  choice  only  of  evils  was  left ; 
and  that  might  as  well  have  been  adopted,  which,  however  ter- 
rific in  itself,  held  out  a  prospect  of  final  restoration  to  happi- 
ness. This  appears  true;  but  good  logic  gave  the  author  no 
strength  to  act  upon  it.  However,  a  crisis  arrived  for  the 
author's  life,  and  a  crisis  for  other  objects  still  dearer  to  him, 
and  which  will  always  be  far  dearer  to  him  than  his  life,  even 
now  that  it  is  again  a  happy  one.  I  saw  that  I  must  die,  if  I 
continued  the  opium :  I  determined,  therefore,  if  that  should  be 
required,  to  die  in  throwing  it  off.  How  much  I  was  at  that 
time  taking,  I  cannot  say  ;  for  the  opium  which  I  used  had  been 
purchased  for  me  by  a  friend,  who  afterward  refused  to  let  me 
pay  him ;  so  that  I  could  not  ascertain  even  what  quantity  I  had 
used  within  a  year.  I  apprehend,  however,  that  I  took  it  very 
irregularly,  and  that  I  varied  from  about  fifty  or  sixty  grains  to 
one  hundred  and  fifty  a  day.  My  first  task  was  to  reduce  it  to 
forty,  to  thirty,  and,  as  fast  as  I  could,  to  twelve  grains. 

I  triumphed ;  but  think  not,  reader,  that  therefore  my  suf- 
ferings were  ended ;  nor  think  of  me  as  of  one  sitting  in  a 
defected  state.    Think  of  me  as  of  one,  even  when  four  months 
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bad  paased,  still  agitated,  writhing,  throbbing,  palpitating,  shat- 
tered ;  and  much,  perhaps,  in  the  situation  of  him  who  has  been 
racked,  as  1  collect  the  torments  of  that  state  from  the  affecting 
iccount  of  them  left  by  the  most  innocent  sufferer  (of  the  time  of 
James  I.)  Meantime,  I  derived  no  benefit  from  any  medicine, 
except  one  prescribed  to  me  by  an  Edinburgh  surgeon  of  great 
eminence,  namely,  ammoniat^  tincture  of  valerian.  Medical 
account,  therefore,  of  my  emancipation,  I  have  not  much  to 
give ;  and  even  that  little,  as  managed  by  a  man  so  ignorant 
of  medicine  as  myself,  would  probably  tend  only  to  mislead. 
At  all  events,  it  would  be  misplaced  in  this  situation.  The 
moral  of  the  narrative  is  addressed  to  the  opiimi-eater ;  and 
therefore,  of  necessity,  limited  in  its  application.  If  he  is 
tanght  to  fear  and  tremble,  enough  has  been  effected.  But 
he  may  say  that  the  issue  of  my  case  is  at  least  a  proof  that 
opium,  after  a  seventeen  years'  use,  and  an  eight  years'  abuse 
of  its  powers,  may  still  be  renounced ;  and  that  he  may  chance 
to  bring  to  the  task  greater  energy  than  I  did,  or  that,  with  a 
stronger  constitution  than  mine,  he  may  obtain  the  same  results 
with  less.  This  may  be  true ;  I  would  not  presume  to  measure  the 
efforts  of  other  men  by  my  own.  I  heartily  wish  him  more  energy : 
I  wiah  him  the  same  success.  Nevertheless,  I  had  motives  ex- 
ternal to  myself  which  he  may  unfortunately  want ;  and  these 
supplied  me  with  conscientious  supports,  which  mere  personal 
interests  might  fail  to  supply  to  a  mind  debilitated  by  opium. 

Jeremy  Taylor  conjectures  that  it  may  be  as  painful  to  be 
bom  as  to  die.  I  think  it  probable;  and,  during  the  whole 
period  of  diminishing  the  opium,  I  had  the  torments  of  a  man 
passing:  out  of  one  mode  of  existence  into  another.  The  issue 
wms  not  death,  but  a  sort  of  physical  regeneration,  and,  I  may 
add,  that  ever  since,  at  intervals,  I  have  had  a  restoration  of 
more  than  youthful  spirits,  though  under  the  pressure  of  diflB- 
calties  which,  in  a  less  happy  state  of  mind,  I  should  have 
called  misfortunes. 

One  memorial  of  my  former  condition  still  remains:  my 
dreams  are  not  yet  perfectly  calm  ;  the  dread  swell  and  ajrita- 
tion  of  the  storm  have  not  wholly  Biihsidod ;  the  legions  that 
encamped  in  them  arc  drawincr  off.  hnt  not  all  departed;  my 
»le€p  is  tumultuous,  and  like  the  pates  of  Paradise  to  our  first 
P^'^nta  when  looking  back  from  afar,  it  is  still  (in  the  tremen- 
doos  line  of  Milton)  — 

"  With  dreadful  faces  thronged  and  fiery  arms." 
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Thb  Vision  of  Sudden  Death. 

What  is  to  be  taken  as  the  predominant  opinion  of  man, 
reflective  and  philosophic,  npon  sudden  death  ?  It  is  remark- 
able that,  in  different  conditions  of  society,  sudden  death  has 
been  variously  regarded  as  the  consummation  of  an  earthly 
career  most  fervently  to  be  desired,  or,  again,  as  that  consum- 
mation which  is  with  most  horror  to  be  deprecated.  Caesar 
the  Dictator,  at  his  last  dinner-party  (ccena^^  on  the  very  even- 
ing before  his  assassination,  when  the  minutes  of  his  earthly 
career  were  numbered,  being  asked  what  death,  in  his  judgment, 
might  be  pronounced  the  most  eligible,  replied,  ^^That  which 
should  be  most  sudden."  On  the  other  hand,  the  divine  Litany 
of  our  English  Church,  when  breathing  forth  supplications,  as 
if  in  some  representative  character  for  the  whole  human  race 
prostrate  before  God,  places  such  a  death  in  the  very  van  of 
horrors:  —  ^^  From  lightning  and  tempest;  from  plague,  pes- 
tilence, and  famine ;  from  battle  and  murder,  and  from  sudden 
DEATH  —  O-ood  Lordy  deliver  ii«."  Sudden  death  is  here  made 
to  crown  the  climax  in  a  grand  ascent  of  calamities  ;  it  is  ranked 
among  the  last  of  curses ;  and  yet,  by  the  noblest  of  Romans,  it 
was  ranked  as  the  first  of  blessings.  In  that  difference,  most 
readers  will  see  little  more  than  the  essential  difference  between 
Christianity  and  Paganism.  But  this,  on  consideration,  I  doubt. 
The  Christian  Church  may  be  right  in  its  estimate  of  sudden 
death ;  and  it  is  a  natural  feeling,  though  after  all  it  may  also 
be  an  infirm  one,  to  wish  for  a  quiet  dismissal  from  life  —  as 
that  which  seems  most  reconcilable  with  meditation,  with  peni- 
tential retrospects,  and  with  the  humilities  of  farewell  prayer. 
There  does  not,  however,  occur  to  me  any  direct  scriptural  war- 
rant for  this  earnest  petition  of  the  English  Litany,  unless  under 
a  special  construction  of  the  word  ^'  sudden."  It  seems  a  peti- 
tion—  indulged  rather  and  conceded  to  human  infirmity  than 
exacted  from  human  piety.  It  is  not  so  much  a  doctrine  built 
upon  the  eternities  of  the  Christian  system,  as  a  plausible  opin- 
ion built  upon  special  varieties  of  physical  temperament  Let 
that,  however,  be  as  it  may,  two  remarks  suggest  themselves  as 
prudent  restraints  upon  a  doctrine,  which  else  may  wander,  and 
has  wandered,  into  an  uncharitable  superstition.  The  first  is 
this :  that  many  people  are  likely  to  exaggerate  the  horror  of  a 
iradden  death,  from  the  disposition  to  lay  a  false  stress  upon 
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wofds  or  acts,  simply  beoanae  by  an  accident  they  hare  become 
fmtX  words  or  acts.  If  a  man  dies,  for  instance,  by  some  sudden 
death  when  he  happens  to  be  intoxicated,  such  a  death  is  falsely 
regarded  with  peculiar  horror ;  as  though  the  intoxication  were 
suddenly  exalt^  into  a  blasphemy.  But  that  is  unphilosophio. 
The  man  was,  or  he  was  not,  habitually  a  drunkard.  If  not,  if 
his  intoxication  were  a  solitary  accident,  there  can  be  no  reason 
for  allowing  special  emphasis  to  this  act,  simply  because  through 
misfortune  it  became  his  final  act.  Nor,  on  the  other  hand,  if  it 
were  no  accident,  but  one  of  his  habitual  trangressions,  will  it 
be  the  more  habitual  or  the  more  a  trangression,  because  some 
ndden  calamity  surprising  him,  has  caused  this  habitual  trans- 
gression to  be  also  a  final  one.  Could  the  man  have  had  any 
reason  even  dimly  to  foresee  his  own  sudden  death,  there  would 
hsTe  been  a  new  feature  in  his  act  of  intemperance  —  feature  of 
presumption  and  irrcTerence,  as  in  one  that,  having  known  him- 
self drawing  near  to  the  presence  of  God,  should  have  suited  his 
demeanor  to  an  expectation  so  awful.  But  this  is  no  part  of 
the  ease  supposed.  And  the  only  new  element  in  the  man's  act 
is  not  any  element  of  special  immorality,  but  simply  of  special 
misfortune. 

The  other  remark  has  reference  to  the  meaning  of  the  word 
wmid§n.  Very  possibly  Cssar  and  the  Christian  Church  do  not 
differ  in  the  way  supposed  ;  that  is,  do  not  diflfer  by  any  diflfer- 
eaee  of  doctrine  as  between  Pagan  and  Christian  views  of  the 
moral  temper  appropriate  to  deatli,  but  perhaps  they  are  con- 
templating different  cases.  Both  contemplate  a  violent  deatli,  a 
fitafidwartK  —  death  that  is  ffiaio^,  or,  in  other  words,  death  that 
is  bronght  about,  not  by  internal  and  spontaneous  change,  but 
by  active  force,  having  its  origin  from  without.  In  this  mean- 
ing the  two  authorities  agree.  Thus  far  they  are  in  harmony. 
But  the  difference  is,  that  the  Roman  by  the  word  ^^  sudden  " 
means  unlingering ;  whereas  the  Christian  Litany  by  ^*  sudden 
death  ^  means  a  death  without  warning^  consequently  without 
any  available  summons  to  religious  preparation.  The  poor 
mntineer,  who  kneels  down  to  gather  into  his  heart  the  bullets 
from  twelve  firelocks  of  his  pitying  comrades,  dies  by  a  most 
sodden  death  in  Ciesar's  sense ;  one  shock,  one  mighty  spasm, 
one  (possibly  not  one)  groan,  and  nil  is  over.  But  in  the  sense 
of  the  Litany,  the  mutinoor'g  death  is  far  from  sudden  ;  his 
offence  originally,  his  iin()risonnient,  his  trial,  the  interval 
between  his  sentence  and   its  execution,  having  all   furnished 
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him  with  separate  warnings  of  his  fate  —  having  all  sonimoned 
him  to  meet  it  with  solemn  preparation. 

Here  at  once,  in  this  sharp  verbal  distinction,  we  compre- 
hend the  faithful  earnestness  with  which  a  holy  Christian  Church 
pleads  on  behalf  of  her  poor  departing  children,  that  God  would 
vouchsafe  to  them  the  last  great  privilege  and  distinction  pos- 
sible on  a  death-bed  —  viz.,  the  opportunity  of  untroubled  prepa- 
ration for  facing  this  mighty  trial.  Sudden  death,  as  a  mere 
variety  in  the  modes  of  dying,  where  death  in  some  shape  is 
inevitable,  proposes  a  question  of  choice  which,  equally  in  the 
Roman  and  the  Christian  sense,  will  be  variously  answered 
according  to  each  man's  variety  of  temperament.  Meantime, 
one  aspect  of  sudden  death  there  is,  one  modification,  upon 
which  no  doubt  can  arise,  that  of  all  martyrdoms  it  is  the  most 
agitating  —  viz.,  where  it  surprises  a  man  under  circumstances 
which  offer  (or  which  seem  to  offer)  some  hurrying,  flying, 
inappreciably  minute  chance  of  evading  it.  Sudden  as  the  dan- 
ger which  it  affronts,  must  be  any  effort  by  which  such  an  evasion 
can  be  accomplished.  Even  tJiatj  even  the  sickening  necessity 
for  hurrying  in  extremity  where  all  hurry  seems  destined  to  be 
vain,  even  that  anguish  is  liable  to  a  hideous  exasperation  in  one 
particular  case  —  viz.,  where  the  appeal  is  made  not  exclusively 
to  the  instinct  of  self-preservation,  but  to  the  conscience,  on 
behalf  of  some  other  life  besides  your  own,  accidentally  thrown 
upon  your  protection.  To  fail,  to  collapse  in  a  service  merely 
your  own,  might  seem  comparatively  venial ;  though,  in  fact,  it 
is  far  from  venial.  But  to  fail  in  a  case  where  Providence  has 
suddenly  thrown  into  your  hands  the  final  interests  of  another — 
a  fellow-creature  shuddering  between  the  gates  of  life  and  death; 
this,  to  a  man  of  apprehensive  conscience,  would  mingle  the 
misery  of  an  atrocious  criminality  with  the  misery  of  a  bloody 
calamity.  You  are  called  upon,  by  the  case  supposed,  possibly 
to  die ;  but  to  die  at  the  very  moment  when,  by  any  even  partial 
failure,  or  effeminate  collapse  of  your  energies,  you  will  be  self- 
denounced  as  a  murderer.  You  had  but  the  twinkling  of  an  eye 
for  your  effort,  and  that  effort  might  have  been  unavailing  ;  but 
to  have  risen  to  the  level  of  such  an  effort  would  have  rescued 
you,  though  not  from  dying,  yet  from  dying  as  a  traitor  to  your 
final  and  farewell  duty. 

The  situation  here  contemplated  exposes  a  dreadful  ulcer, 
lurking  far  down  in  the  depths  of  human  nature.  It  is  not  that 
men  generally  are  summoned  to  face  such  awful  trials.     But 
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potentUJIj,  and  in  shadowy  ontline,  such  a  trial  is  moring  tpb- 
terraneoualj  in  perhapa  all  men*8  natures.  Upon  the  secret 
mirror  of  our  dreams  such  a  trial  is  darklj  projected^  periiaps, 
to  every  one  of  us.  That  dream,  so  famiUar  to  childhood,  of 
meeting  a  lion,  and,  through  languishing  prostration  in  hope 
and  the  energies  of  hope,  that  constant  sequel  of  Ijing  down 
before  the  lion,  publishes  the  secret  frailty  of  human  nature — 
rsTeals  its  deep-seated  falsehood  to  itself — records  its  abysmal 
treachery.  Perhaps  not  one  of  us  escapes  that  dream ;  perhaps, 
as  by  some  sorrowful  doom  of  man,  that  dream  repeats  for  every 
one  of  us,  through  every  generation,  the  original  temptation  in 
Eden.  Every  one  of  us,  in  this  dream,  has  a  bait  offered  to  the 
infirm  places  of  his  own  individual  will ;  once  again  a  snare  is 
presented  for  tempting  him  into  captivity  to  a  luxury  of  ruin ; 
once  again,  as  in  aboriginal  Paradise,  the  man  falls  by  his  own 
choice ;  again,  by  infinite  iteration,  the  ancient  Earth  g^roans  to 
Heaven,  through  her  secret  caves,  over  the  weakness  of  her 
child :  ^  Nature,  from  her  seat,  sighing  through  all  her  works,** 
again  *^  gives  sign  of  woe  that  all  is  lost ;  **  and  again  the  counter 
sigh  is  repeated  to  the  sorrowing  heavens  for  the  endless  rebel- 
lion  against  God.  It  is  not  without  probability  that  in  the  world 
of  dreams  every  one  of  us  ratifies  for  himself  the  original  trans> 
gression.  In  dreams,  perhaps  under  some  secret  conflict  of  the 
midnight  sleeper,  lighted  up  to  the  consciousness  at  the  time, 
bat  darkened  to  the  memory  as  soon  as  all  is  finished,  each  sev* 
eral  child  of  our  mysterious  race  completes  for  himself  the  trea- 
of  the  aboriginal  fall. 


The  incident,  so  memorable  in  itself  by  its  features  of  horror, 
and  so  sccnical  by  its  grouping  for  the  eye,  which  furnished  the 
text  for  this  reverie  upon  Sudden  Ikath^  occurred  to  myself  in 
the  dead  of  uiglit,as  a  solitary  spectator,  when  seated  on  the  box 
of  the  Manchi*ster  and  Glasgow  mail,  in  the  second  or  third  sum- 
mer after  Waterloo.  I  find  it  necessary  to  relate  the  circum- 
stances, because  they  are  such  as  could  not  have  occurred  unless 
under  a  singular  combination  of  accidents.  In  those  days,  the 
obliqoe  and  lateral  communications  with  many  rural  post-offices 
were  so  arranged,  either  through  necessity  or  through  defect  of 
system,  as  to  make  it  requisite  for  the  main  northwestern  mail 
(t.  «.,  the  down  mail),  on  reaching  Manchester,  to  halt  for  a 
nomber  of  hours  ;  how  many,  I  do  not  remember  ;  six  or  seven, 
I  think ;  but  the  result  was,  that,  in  the  ordinary  course,  the 
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mail  recommenced  its  journey  northward  about  midnight.  Wea- 
ried with  the  long  detention  at  a  gloomy  hotel,  I  walked  oat 
about  eleven  o'clock  at  night  for  the  sake  of  fresh  air ;  meaning 
to  fall  in  with  the  mail  and  resume  my  seat  at  the  post-office. 
The  nighty  however,  being  yet  dark,  as  the  moon  had  scarcely 
risen,  and  the  streets  being  at  that  hour  empty,  so  as  to  ofiFer  no 
opportunities  for  asking  the  road,  I  lost  my  way,  and  did  not 
reach  the  post-office  until  it  was  considerably  past  midnight ; 
but,  to  my  great  relief  (as  it  was  important  for  me  to  be  in  West- 
moreland by  the  morning),  I  saw  in  the  huge  saucer  eyes  of  the 
mail,  blazing  through  the  gloom,  an  evidence  that  my  chance 
was  not  yet  lost.  Past  the  time  it  was,  but,  by  some  rare  acci- 
dent* the  mail  was  not  even  yet  ready  to  start.  I  ascended  to 
my  seat  on  the  box,  where  my  cloak  was  still  lying  as  it  had 
lain  at  the  Bridgewater  Arms.  I  had  left  it  there  in  imitation 
of  a  nautical  discoverer,  who  leaves  a  bit  of  bunting  on  the 
shore  of  his  discovery,  by  way  of  warning  ofiF  the  ground  the 
whole  human  race,  and  notifying  to  the  Christian  and  the  heathen 
worlds,  with  his  best  compliments,  that  he  has  hoisted  his  pocket- 
handkerchief  once  and  forever  upon  that  virgin  soil ;  thencefor- 
ward claiming  the  jus  dominii  to  the  top  of  the  atmosphere 
above  it,  and  also  the  right  of  driving  shafts  to  the  centre  of 
the  earth  below  it ;  so  that  all  people  found  after  this  warning, 
either  aloft  in  upper  chambers  of  the  atmosphere,  or  groping  in 
subterraneous  shafts,  or  squatting  audaciously  on  the  surface  of 
the  soil,  will  be  treated  as  trespassers  —  kicked,  that  is  to  say, 
or  decapitated,  as  circumstances  may  suggest,  by  their  very  faith- 
ful servant,  the  owner  of  the  said  pocket-handkerchief.  In  the 
present  case,  it  is  probable  that  my  cloak  might  not  have  been 
respected,  and  the  jtcs  gentium  might  have  been  cruelly  violated 
in  my  person  —  for,  in  the  dark,  people  commit  deeds  of  dark- 
ness, gas  being  a  great  ally  of  morality  —  but  it  so  happened 
that,  on  this  night,  there  was  no  other  outside  passenger ;  and 
thus  the  crime,  which  else  was  but  too  probable,  missed  fire  for 
want  of  a  criminal. 

Having  mounted  the  box,  I  took  a  small  quantity  of  lauda- 
num, having  already  travelled  two  hundred  and  fifty  miles  — 
viz.,  from  a  point  seventy  miles  beyond  London.  In  the  taking 
of  laudanum  there  was  nothing  extraordinary.  But  by  accident 
it  drew  upon  me  the  special  attention  of  my  assessor  on  the 
box,  the  coachman.  And  in  that  also  there  was  nothing  ex- 
traordinary.    But  by  accident,  and  with  great  delight,  it  drew 
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■f  oim  Attention  to  the  faot  that  this  coachman  was  a  monttor 
ia  point  of  bulk,  and  that  he  had  but  one  eye.  In  fact^  he  had 
hm  foretold  bj  Virgil  aa 

"Monttrnm  homndom  informoy  ingena  col  lumen  ademptam." 

He  answered  to  the  conditions  in  every  one  of  the  items :  «- 
1,  a  monster  he  was ;  2,  dreadful ;  8,  shapeless ;  4,  huge ;  6, 
vho  had  lost  an  eye.  But  why  should  that  delight  me  ?  Had 
be  been  one  of  the  Calendars  in  the  ^^  Arabian  Nights/'  and  had 
ptid  down  his  eye  as  the  price  of  his  criminal  curiosity,  what 
lifjtkt  had  I  to  exult  in  his  misfortune  7  I  did  not  exult:  I  de« 
lighted  in  no  man^s  punishment,  though  it  were  even  merited. 
Bot  these  personal  distinctions  (Nos.  1,  2,  8,  4,  5)  identified  in 
tn  instant  an  old  friend  of  mine,  whom  I  had  known  in  the 
•ooth  for  some  years  as  the  most  masterly  of  mail-coachmen. 
He  was  the  man  in  all  Europe  that  could  (if  any  could)  have 
driven  six-in-hand  full  gallop  over  Al  Sirat  —  that  dreadful 
bridge  of  Mohammed,  with  no  side  battlements,  and  of  eztra 
room  not  enough  for  a  razor's  edge  —  leading  right  across  the 
bottomless  gulf.  Under  this  eminent  man,  whom  in  Greek  I 
oofmominated  Cyclops  diphr^lates  (Cyclops  the  charioteer),  I, 
ind  others  known  to  me,  studied  the  diphrelatic  art.  Excuse, 
retder,  a  word  too  elegant  to  be  pedantic.  As  a  pupil,  though  I 
ptid  eztra  fees,  it  is  to  be  lamented  that  I  did  not  stand  high  in 
bis  esteem.  It  showed  his  dogged  honesty  (though,  observe, 
lot  his  discernment),  that  he  could  not  see  my  merits.  Let  na 
excuse  his  absurdity  in  this  particular,  by  remembering  his 
nnt  of  an  eye.  Doubtless  that  made  him  blind  to  my  merits. 
In  the  art  of  conversation,  however,  he  admitted  that  I  had  the 
vbip>hand  of  him.  On  this  present  occasion,  great  joy  was  at 
our  meeting.  But  what  was  Cyclops  doing  here?  Had  the 
nodical  men  recommended  northern  air,  or  how  ?  I  collected, 
from  such  explanations  as  he  volunteered,  that  he  had  an  inter- 
cit at  stake  in  some  suit-at-law  now  pending  at  Lancaster;  so 
thtt  probably  he  had  prot  himself  transferred  to  this  station,  for 
the  purpose  of  connecting  with  his  professional  pursuits  an  in- 
•tint  readiness  for  the  calls  of  his  lawsuit. 

Meantime,  what  are  we  stopping  for  ?  Surely  we  have  now 
'ftited  long  enoiijrh.  Oh,  this  procrastinating  mail,  and  this 
Procrastinating  post-otfico!  Can't  they  take  a  lesson  upon  that 
^bject  from  me  f  Some  jwople  have  called  me  procrastinating. 
«et  you  are  witness,  reader,  that  I  was  kept  here  waiting  for 
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the  port-office.  Will  the  post-office  lay  its  hand  on  its  heart,  in 
its  moments  of  sobriety,  and  assert  that  ever  it  waited  for  me  ? 
What  are  they  about  ?  The  guard  tells  me  that  there  is  a  large 
extra  accumidation  of  foreign  mails  this  night,  owing  to  irregu- 
larities caused  by  war,  by  wind,  by  weather,  in  the  packet  service, 
which  as  yet  does  not  benefit  at  all  by  steam.  For  an  extra  hour, 
it  seems,  the  post-office  has  been  engaged  in  threshing  out  the 
pure  wheaten  correspondence  of  Glasgow,  and  winnowing  it 
from  the  chaff  of  all  baser  intermediate  towns.  But  at  last  all 
is  finished.  Sound  your  horn,  guard.  Manchester,  good-bye; 
we  've  lost  an  hour  by  your  criminal  conduct  at  the  post-office ; 
which,  however,  though  I  do  not  mean  to  part  with  a  serviceable 
ground  of  complaint,  and  one  which  really  ib  such  for  the 
horses,  to  me  secretly  is  an  advantage,  since  it  compels  us  to 
look  sharply  for  this  lost  hour  amongst  the  next  eight  or  nine, 
and  to  recover  it  (if  we  can)  at  the  rate  of  one  mile  extra  per 
hour.  Off  we  are  at  last,  and  at  eleven  miles  per  hour ;  and  for 
the  moment  I  detect  no  changes  in  the  energy  or  in  the  skill  of 
Cyclops. 

From  Manchester  to  Kendal,  which  virtually  (though  not  in 
law)  is  the  capital  of  Westmoreland,  there  were  at  this  time 
seven  stages  of  eleven  miles  each.  The  first  five  of  these, 
counting  from  Manchester,  terminate  in  Lancaster,  which  is 
therefore  fifty-five  miles  north  of  Manchester,  and  the  same  dis- 
tance exactly  from  Liverpool.  The  first  three  stages  terminate 
in  Preston  (called,  by  way  of  distinction  from  other  towns  of 
that  name,  proud  Preston),  at  which  place  it  is  that  the  sepa- 
rate roads  from  Liverpool  and  from  Manchester  to  the  north 
become  confluent.^  Within  these  first  three  stages  lay  the 
foundation,  the  progress,  and  termination  of  our  night's  adven- 
ture. During  the  first  stage,  I  found  out  that  Cyclops  was 
mortal;  he  was  liable  to  the  shocking  affection  of  sleep  —  a 
thing  which  previously  I  had  never  suspected.  If  a  man  in- 
dulges in  the  vicious  habit  of  sleeping,  all  the  skill  in  aurigatiou 
of  Apollo  himself,  with  the  horses  of  Aurora  to  execute  his 
notions,  avails  him  nothing.  "  Oh,  Cyclops !  "  I  exclaimed, 
"  thou  art  mortal.      My  friend,  thou  snorest."     Through  the 

^  Suppose  a  capital  Y  (the  Pythagorean  letter) :  Lancaster  is  at  the  foot  of  this 
letter ;  Liverpool  at  the  top  of  the  right  branch  ;  Manchester  at  the  top  of  the  left ; 
prond  Preston  at  the  centre,  where  the  two  branches  nnite.  It  is  thirty-three  miles 
along  either  of  the  two  branches ;  it  is  twentj-two  miles  along  the  stem  —  viz.,  from 
Preston  in  the  middle,  to  Lancaster  at  the  root  There 's  a  lesson  in  soognphj  tan 
111*  leader. 
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fint  eleyen  mfles,  however,  this  infirmity  —  which  I  grieve  to 
say  that  he  shared  with  the  whole  Pagan  Pantheon  —  betrayed 
itself  only  by  brief  snatches.  On  waking  up,  he  made  an 
apology  for  himself,  which,  instead  of  mending  matters,  laid 
open  a  gloomy  vista  of  coming  disasters.  The  summer  assizes, 
he  remind'^d  me,  were  now  going  on  at  Lancaster:  in  conse- 
qoence  of  which,  for  three  nights  and  three  days,  he  had  not 
lain  down  in  a  bed.  During  the  day,  he  was  waiting  for  his 
own  summons  as  a  witness  on  the  trial  in  which  he  was  inter- 
ested :  or  else,  lest  he  should  be  missing  at  the  critical  moment, 
was  drinking  with  the  other  witnesses,  under  the  pastoral  sur- 
veillance of  the  attorneys.  During  the  night,  or  that  part  of  it 
which  at  sea  would  form  the  middle  watch,  he  was  driving. 
This  explanation  certainly  accounted  for  his  drowsiness,  bat  in 
t  way  which  nutde  it  much  more  alarming;  since  now,  after 
several  days'  resistance  to  this  infirmity,  at  length  he  was 
steadily  giving  way.  Throughout  the  second  stage  he  g^w 
more  and  more  drowsy.  In  the  second  mile  of  the  third  stage, 
he  surrendered  himself  finally  and  without  a  struggle  to  his 
perilous  temptation.  All  his  past  resistance  had  but  deepened 
the  weight  of  this  final  oppression.  Seven  atmospheres  of  sleep 
rested  upon  him ;  and  to  consummate  the  case,  our  worthy 
guard,  after  singing  "  Love  among  the  Roses "  for  perhaps 
Uiirty  times,  without  invitation,  and  without  applause,  had  in 
revenge  moodily  resigned  himself  to  slumber  —  not  so  deep, 
donbtles.s,  as  the  coachman's,  but  deep  enough  for  mischief. 
And  thus  at  last,  about  ten  miles  from  Preston,  it  came  about 
that  I  found  myself  left  in  charge  of  his  Majesty's  London  and 
Glasgow  mail,  then  running  at  the  least  twelve  miles  an  hour. 

What  made  this  negligence  less  criminal  than  else  it  must 
have  been  thought,  was  the  condition  of  the  roads  at  night 
during  'he  assizes.  At  that  time,  ai.  the  law  business  of  popu- 
lous  Liverpo  1,  and  also  of  populous  Manchester,  with  its  vast 
cincture  of  populous  rural  districts,  was  called  up  by  ancient 
usage  to  the  tribunal  of  Lilliputian  Lancaster.  To  break  up 
this  old  traditional  nsapre  required,  (1)  a  conflict  with  powerful 
established  interests  ;  (2)  a  large  system  of  new  arrangements; 
and  (3)  a  new  parliamentary  statute.  But  as  yet  this  change 
was  merely  in  contemplation.  As  things  were  at  present,  twice 
in  the  year*  so  vast  a  body  of  business  rolled  northward,  from 

1  There  were  at  that  time  only  two  amizes  even  in  the  moet  popoloos  coaDties 
—  Tiz ,  the  I^ent  Auizes  and  the  Summer  Assizes. 


SM2  THOMAS  D£  QUINCEY. 

the  southern  quarter  of  the  county,  that  for  a  fortnight  at  least 
it  occupied  the  severe  exertions  of  two  judges  in  its  despatch. 
The  consequence  of  this  was,  that  every  horse  available  for  such 
a  service,  along  the  whole  line  of  road,  was  exhausted  in  carry- 
ing down  the  multitudes  of  people  who  were  parties  to  the  dif- 
ferent suits.  By  sunset,  therefore,  it  usually  happened  that, 
through  utter  exhaustion  among  men  and  horses,  the  roads 
sunk  into  profound  silence.  Except  the  exhaustion  in  the  vast 
adjacent  county  of  York  from  a  contested  election,  no  such 
silence  succeeding  to  no  such  fiery  uproar  was  ever  witnessed 
in  England. 

On  this  occasion,  the  usual  silence  and  solitude  prevailed 
along  the  road.  Not  a  hoof  nor  a  wheel  was  to  be  heard.  And 
to  strengthen  this  false  luxurious  confidence  in  the  noiseless 
roads,  it  happened  also  that  the  night  was  one  of  peculiar 
solemnity  and  peace.  For  my  own  part,  though  slightly  alive 
to  tlie  possibilities  of  peril,  I  had  so  far  yielded  to  the  influence 
of  the  mighty  calm  as  to  sink  into  a  profound  reverie.  Tlie 
month  was  August,  in  the  middle  of  which  lay  my  own  birth- 
day —  a  festival  to  every  thoughtful  man  suggesting  solemn  and 
often  sigh-born^  thoughts.  The  county  was  my  own  native 
county  —  upon  which,  in  its  southern  section,  more  than  upon 
any  equal  area  known  to  man  past  or  present,  had  descended 
the  original  curse  of  labor  in  its  heaviest  form,  not  mastering 
the  bodies  only  of  men  as  of  slaves,  or  criminals  in  mines,  but 
working  through  the  fiery  will.  Upon  no  equal  space  of  earth 
was,  or  ever  had  been,  the  same  energy  of  human  power  put 
forth  daily.  At  this  particular  season  also  of  the  assizes,  that 
dreadful  hurricane  of  flight  and  pursuit,  as  it  might  have  seemed 
to  a  stranger,  which  swept  to  and  from  Lancaster  all  day  long, 
hunting  the  county  up  and  down,  and  regularly  subsiding  back 
into  silence  about  sunset,  could  not  fail  (when  united  with  this 
permanent  distinction  of  Lancashire  as  the  very  metropolis  and 
citadel  of  labor)  to  point  the  thoughts  pathetically  upon  that 
counter  vision  of  rest,  of  saintly  repose  from  strife  and  sorrow, 
toward  which,  as  to  their  secret  haven,  the  profounder  aspira- 
tions of  man's  heart  are  in  solitude  continually  travelling. 
Obliquely  upon  our  left  we  were  nearing  the  sea,  which  also 
musty  under  the  present  circumstances,  be  repeating  the  general 
state  of  halcyon  repose.     The  sea,  the  atmosphere,  the  light, 

^  I  owe  the  suggestion  of  this  word  to  ao  obscare  remembrance  of  a  beaatifnl 
pbnwe  in  **  Gijraldafl  Cambwo»i8  "  '-  via.,  iuspirioace  cogitotiom*. 
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lK>re  each  an  orchestral  part  in  this  universal  lull.  Moonlighti 
and  the  first  timid  tremblings  of  the  dawn,  were  bj  this  time 
blending;  and  the  blendings  were  brought  into  a  still  more  ex- 
quisite state  of  unity  by  a  slight  silvery  mist,  motionless  and 
dreamy,  that  covered  the  woods  and  fields,  but  with  a  veil  of 
equable  transparency.  Except  the  feet  of  our  own  horses, 
which,  running  on  a  sandy  margin  of  the  road,  made  but  little 
disturbance,  there  was  no  sound  abroad.  In  the  clouds,  and  on 
fte  earth,  prevailed  the  same  majestic  peace ;  and  in  spite  of  all 
that  the  villain  of  a  school-master  has  done  for  the  ruin  of  our 
sublimer  thoughts,  which  are  the  thoughts  of  our  infancy,  we 
still  believe  in  no  such  nonsense  as  a  limited  atmosphere. 
Whatever  we  may  swear  with  our  false  feigning  lips,  in  our 
fauthful  hearts  we  still  believe,  and  must  forever  believe,  in 
fields  of  air  traveling  the  total  gulf  between  earth  and  the 
central  heavens.  Still  in  the  confidence  of  children  that  tread 
without  fear  every  chamber  in  their  father's  house,  and  to  whom 
no  door  is  closed,  wc,  in  that  Sabbatic  vision  which  sometimes  is 
revealed  for  an  hour  u|)on  nights  like  this,  ascend  with  easy 
steps  from  the  sorrow-stricken  fields  of  earth,  upward  to  the 
sandals  of  God. 

Suddenly,  from  thoughts  like  these,  I  was  awakened  to  a 
sullen  sound,  as  of  some  motion  on  the  distant  road.  It  stole 
upon  the  air  for  a  moment;  I  listened  in  awe ;  but  then  it  died 
tway.  Once  roused,  however,  I  could  not  but  observe  with 
alarm  Uic  quickened  motion  of  our  horses.  Ten  years'  experi- 
ence had  made  my  eye  learned  in  the  valuing  of  motion ;  and  I 
taw  that  we  were  now  running  thirteen  miles  an  hour.  I  pre- 
tend to  no  presence  of  mind.  On  the  contrary,  my  fear  is,  that 
1  am  miserably  and  shamefully  deficient  in  that  quality  as 
regards  action.  The  palsy  of  doubt  and  distraction  hangs  like 
tome  guilty  weight  of  dark  unfathomed  remembrances  upon  my 
energies,  when  tiie  si^nial  is  flying  for  action.  But,  on  the  other 
hand,  this  accursed  gift  1  have,  as  regards  thought^  that  in  the 
Bret  step  toward  the  [»o68ibility  of  a  misfortune,  I  see  its  total 
evolution;  in  the  radix  of  the  series  I  see  too  certainly  and  too 
instantly  its  entire  expansion  ;  in  the  first  syllable  of  the  dread- 
ful sentence  1  read  already  the  last.  It  was  not  that  I  feared 
for  ourselves.  Ub^  our  bulk  and  impetus  charmed  against  peril 
in  any  collision.  And  T  had  ridden  through  too  many  hundreds 
of  perils  that  were  frightful  to  approach,  that  were  matter  of 
laughter  to  look  back  upon,  the  first  face  of  which  wa«  horror-^ 
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the  parting  face  a  jest,  for  any  anxiety  to  rest  upon  our  interests. 
The  mail  was  not  boilt,  I  felt  assured,  nor  bespoke,  that  could 
betray  me  who  trusted  to  its  protection.  But  any  carriage  that 
we  could  meet  would  be  frail  and  light  in  comparison  with  our« 
selves.  And  I  remark  this  ominous  accident  of  our  situation. 
We  were  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  road.  But  then,  it  may  be 
said,  the  other  party,  if  other  there  was,  might  also  be  on  the 
wrong  side ;  and  two  wrongs  might  make  a  right  TTuit  was 
not  likely.  The  same  motive  which  had  drawn  us  to  the  right- 
hand  side  of  the  road  —  viz.,  the  luxury  of  the  soft  beaten  sand, 
as  contrasted  with  the  paved  centre  —  would  prove  attractive  to 
others.  The  two  adverse  carriages  would  tlierefore,  to  a  cer- 
tainty, be  travelling  on  the  same  side  ;  and  from  this  side,  as 
not  being  ours  in  law,  the  crossing  over  to  the  other  would,  of 
course,  be  looked  for  from  tis}  Our  lamps,  still  lighted,  would 
give  the  impression  of  vigilance  on  our  part.  And  every  creature 
that  met  us,  would  rely  upon  us  for  quartering.^  All  this,  and  if 
the  separate  links  of  ^e  anticipation  had  been  a  thousand  times 
more,  I  saw,  not  discursively,  or  by  effort,  or  by  succession,  but 
by  one  flash  of  horrid  simultaneous  intuition. 

Under  this  steady  though  rapid  anticipation  of  the  evil 
which  might  be  gathering  ahead,  ah !  what  a  sullen  mystery  of 
fear,  what  a  sigh  of  woe,  was  that  which  stole  upon  the  air,  as 
again  the  far-off  sound  of  a  wheel  was  heard  ?  A  whisper  it 
was  —  a  whisper  from,  perhaps,  four  miles  off — secretly  an- 
nouncing a  ruin  that,  being  foreseen,  was  not  the  less  inevi- 
table; that,  being  known,  was  not,  therefore,  healed.  What 
could  be  done  —  who  was  it  that  could  do  it  —  to  check  the 
storm-flight  of  these  maniacal  horses  ?  Could  I  not  seize  the 
reins  from  the  grasp  of  the  slumbering  coachman  ?  You, 
reader,  think  that  it  would  have  been  in  your  power  to  do  so. 
And  I  quarrel  not  with  your  estimate  of  yourself.  But,  from 
the  way  in  which  the  coachman's  hand  was  vised  between  his 
upper  and  lower  thigh,  this  was  impossible.  Easy,  was  it? 
See,  then,  that  bronze  equestrian  statue.  The  cruel  rider  has 
kept  the  bit  in  his  horse's  mouth  for  two  centuries.     Unbridle 

1  It  is  true  that,  according  to  the  law  of  the  case  as  established  by  legal  prece- 
(Jents,  all  carriages  were  required  to  give  way  before  royal  equipages,  and  therefore 
before  the  mail  as  one  of  them.  But  this  only  increased  the  danger,  as  being  a 
regulation  very  imperfectly  made  known,  very  unequally  enforced,  and  therefore 
often  embarrassing  the  movements  on  both  sides. 

^  This  is  the  technical  word, and  I  presume,  derived  from  the  French  cartaifer, 
to  evade  a  rat  or  any  obstacle. 
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Um,  for  a  minute,  if  jon  please,  and  wash  his  moofh  with 
water.  Easy,  was  it  f  Unhorse  me,  then,  that  imperial  rider ; 
knock  me  those  marble  feet  from  those  marble  stirmps  of 
Charlemagne. 

The  sounds  ahead  strengthened,  and  were  now  too  clcarlj 
ihb  sounds  of  wheels.  Who  and  what  could  it  be?  Was  it 
industry  in  a  taxed  cart  ?  Was  it  youthful  gayety  in  a  gig  ? 
Was  it  sorrow  that  loitered,  or  jpy  that  raced  ?  For  as  yet  the 
snatches  of  sound  were  too  intermitting,  from  distancOi  to  de- 
eifdier  the  character  of  the  motion.  Whoever  were  the  trarel- 
lers,  something  must  be  done  to  warn  them.  Upon  the  other 
party  rests  the  active  responsibility,  but  upon  u«  —  and,  woo  is 
me!  that  us  was  reduced  to  my  frail  opium-shattered  self  — 
rests  the  responsibility  of  warning.  Yet  how  should  this  be 
accomplished  ?  Might  I  not  sound  the  guard's  horn  f  Already, 
on  the  first  thought,  I  was  making  my  way  over  the  roof  to  the 
guard's  scat  But  this,  from  the  accident  which  I  have  men- 
tioned, of  the  foreign  mails  being  piled  upon  the  rool,  was  a 
difficult  and  even  dangerous  attempt  to  one  cramped  by  nearly 
three  hundred  miles  of  outside  travelling.  And,  fortunately, 
before  I  had  lost  much  time  in  the  attempt,  our  frantic  horses 
swept  round  an  angle  of  the  road,  which  opened  upon  us  that 
final  stage  where  the  collision  must  be  accomplished,  and  the 
catastrophe  sealed.  All  was  apparently  finished.  The  court 
was  sitting;  the  case  was  heard;  the  judge  had  finished;  and 
only  the  verdict  was  yet  in  arrear. 

Before  us  lay  an  avenue,  straight  as  an  arrow,  six  hundred 
yards,  perhaps,  in  length;  and  the  umbrageous  trees,  which 
rose  in  a  regular  line  from  either  side,  meeting  high  overhead, 
gave  to  it  the  character  of  a  cathedral  aisle.  These  trees  lent 
a  deeper  solemnity  to  the  early  light;  but  there  was  still  light 
enough  to  perceive,  at  the  further  end  of  this  Gothic  aisle,  a 
frail  reedy  gig,  in  which  were  seated  a  young  man,  and  by  his 
side  a  young  lady.  Ah,  young  sir!  what  are  yon  about?  If  it 
is  requisite  that  you  should  whisper  your  communications  to 
this  young  lady  —  thoup:h  really  I  see  nobody,  at  an  hour  and 
on  a  road  so  solitary,  likely  to  overhear  you  —  is  it  therefore 
requisite  that  you  should  carry  your  lips  forward  to  hers  ?  The 
little  carriage  is  creeping  on  at  one  mile  an  hour;  and  the 
parties  within  it  being  thus  tenderly  engaged,  are  naturally 
bending  down  their  heads.  Between  them  and  eternity,  to  all 
human  caloulatioo,  there  is  bat  a  minute  and  a  half.     Oh, 
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heavens !  what  is  it  that  I  shall  do  ?  Speaking  or  acting,  what 
help  can  I  offer  ?  Strange  it  is,  and  to  a  mere  auditor  of  the 
tale  might  seem  laughable,  that  I  should  need  a  suggestion 
from  the  ^^ Iliad"  to  prompt  the  sole  resource  that  remained. 
Yet  so  it  was.  Suddenly  I  remembered  the  shout  of  Achilles, 
and  its  effect  But  could  I  pretend  to  shout  like  the  son  of 
Peleus,  aided  by  Pallas  ?  No:  but  then  I  needed  not  the  shout 
that  should  alarm  all  Asia  militant;  such  a  shout  would  suffice 
as  might  carry  terror  into  the  hearts  of  two  thoughtless  young 
people,  and  one  gig  horse.  I  shouted  —  and  the  young  man 
heard  me  not.  A  second  time  I  shouted  —  and  now  he  heard 
me,  for  now  he  raised  his  head. 

Here,  then,  all  had  been  done  that,  by  me,  could  be  done ; 
more  on  my  part  was  not  possible.  Mine  had  been  the  first 
step;  the  second  was  for  the  young  man;  the  third  was  for 
God.  If,  said  I,  this  stranger  is  a  brave  man,  and  if,  indeed, 
he  loves  the  young  girl  at  his  side  —  or,  loving  her  not,  if  he 
feels  the  obligation,  pressing  upon  every  man  worthy  to  be 
called  a  man,  of  doing  his  utmost  for  a  woman  confided  to  his 
protection  —  he  will,  at  least,  make  some  effort  to  save  her.  If 
that  fails,  he  will  not  perish  the  more,  or  by  a  death  more 
cruel,  for  having  made  it;  and  he  will  die  as  a  brave  man 
should,  with  his  face  to  the  danger,  and  with  his  arm  about 
the  woman  that  he  sought  in  vain  to  save.  But,  if  he  makes 
no  effort,  shrinking,  without  a  struggle,  from  his  duty,  he 
himself  will  not  the  less  certainly  perish  for  this  baseness  of 
poltroonery.  He  will  die  no  less:  and  why  not?  Wherefore 
should  we  grieve  that  there  is  one  craven  less  in  the  world  ? 
No ;  let  him  perish,  without  a  pitying  thought  of  ours  wasted 
upon  him;  and,  in  that  case,  all  our  grief  will  be  reserved  for 
the  fate  of  the  helpless  girl  who  now,  upon  the  least  shadow  of 
failure  in  Jiim,  must,  by  the  fiercest  of  translations  —  must, 
without  time  for  a  prayer  —  must,  within  seventy  seconds, 
stand  before  the  judgment-seat  of  God. 

But  craven  he  was  not:  sudden  had  been  the  call  upon  him,^ 
and  sudden  was  his  answer  to  the  call.  He  saw,  he  heard,  he 
comprehended,  the  ruin  that  was  coming  down:  already  its 
gloomy  shadow  darkened  above  him;  and  already  he  was 
measuring  his  strength  to  deal  with  it.  Ah!  what  a  vulgar 
thing  does  courage  seem,  when  we  see  nations  buying  it  and 
selling  it  for  a  shilling  a  day;  ah!  what  a  sublime  thing  does 
courage  seem,  when  some  fearful  summons  on  tb^  great  deeps 
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d  life  earries  a  man,  as  if  running  before  a  hurrieane,  up  to 
tiie  giddy  crest  of  some  tumultuous  crisis,  from  which  lie  two 
eoorses,  and  a  voice  says  to  him,  audibly,  ^^One  way  lies  hope; 
take  the  other,  and  mourn  forever ! "  How  grand  a  triumph, 
if,  even  then,  amidst  the  raving  of  all  around  him,  and  the 
frauy  of  the  danger,  the  man  is  able  to  confront  his  situation 

—  is  able  to  retire  for  a  moment  into  solitude  with  God,  and  to 
•eek  bis  counsel  from  him  ! 

For  seven  seconds,  it  might  be,  of  his  seventy,  the  stranger 
settled  his  countenance  steadfastly  upon  us,  as  if  to  search  and 
Talue  every  element  in  the  conflict  before  him.  For  five  sec- 
onds more  of  his  seventy  he  sat  immovably,  like  one  that  mused 
on  some  great  purpose.  For  five  more,  perhaps,  he  sat  with 
eyes  upraised,  like  one  that  prayed  in  sorrow,  under  some  ex- 
tremity of  doubt,  for  light  that  should  guide  him  to  the  better 
ehoioe.  Then  suddenly  he  rose;  stood  upright;  and  by  a  pow- 
erful strain  upon  the  reins,  raising  his  horse's  forefeet  from 
the  ground,  he  slewed  him  round  on  the  pivot  of  his  hind-legs, 
io  as  to  plant  the  little  equipage  in  a  position  nearly  at  right 
angles  to  ours.  Thus  far  his  condition  was  not  improved, 
except  as  a  first  step  had  been  taken  toward  the  possibility  of 
a  second.  If  no  more  were  done,  nothing  was  done ;  for  the 
little  carriage  still  occupied  the  very  centre  of  our  path,  though 
in  an  altered  direction.  Yet  even  now  it  may  not  be  too  late: 
fifteen  of  the  seventy  seconds  may  still  be  unexhausted;  and 
one  almighty  bound  may  avail  to  clear  the  ground.  Hurry, 
then,  hurry !  for  the  flying  moments  —  they  hurry !  Oh,  hurry, 
hurry,  my  brave  young  man !  for  the  cruel  hoofs  of  our  horses 

—  they  also  hurry!  Fast  are  the  flying  moments,  faster  are 
the  hoofs  of  our  horses.  But  fear  not  for  Atm,  if  human  energy 
ean  suffice;  faithful  was  he  that  drove  to  his  terrific  duty; 
faithful  was  the  horse  to  Ait  command.  One  blow,  one  impulse 
given  with  voice  and  hand,  by  the  stranger,  one  rush  from  the 
horse,  one  bound  as  if  in  the  act  of  rising  to  a  fence,  landed  the 
docile  creature's  forefeet  upon  the  crown  or  arching  centre  of 
the  road.  The  larger  half  of  the  little  equipage  had  then 
cleared  our  overtowering  shadow:  that  was  evident  even  to  my 
own  agitated  sight  But  it  mattered  little  that  one  wreck 
should  float  off  in  safety,  if  upon  the  wreck  that  perished  were 
embarked  the  human  freightage.  The  rear  part  of  the  car- 
riage—  was  that  certainly  beyond  the  line  of  absolute  ruinf 
What  power  could  answer  the  question?      Glance  of   eyci 
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thonglit  of  man,  wing  of  angel,  which  of  these  had  speed  enough 
to  sweep  between  the  question  and  the  answer,  and  divide  the 
one  from  the  other  f  Light  does  not  tread  upon  the  steps  of 
light  more  indivisibly  than  did  our  all-conquering  arrival  upon 
the  escaping  efforts  of  the  gig.  That  must  the  young  man 
have  felt  too  plainly,  flis  back  was  now  turned  to  us ;  not  by 
sight  could  he  any  longer  communicate  with  the  peril ;  but  by 
the  dreadful  rattle  of  our  harness,  too  truly  had  his  ear  been 
instructed  —  that  all  was  finished  as  regarded  any  further 
effort  of  Au.  Already  in  resignation  he  had  rested  from  his 
struggle ;  and  perhaps  in  his  heart  he  was  whispering,  ''  Father, 
Which  art  in  heaven,  do  Thou  finish  above  what  I  on  earth 
have  attempted."  Faster  than  ever  mill-race  we  ran  past  them 
in  our  inexorable  flight.  Oh,  raving  of  hurricanes  that  must 
have  sounded  in  their  young  ears  at  the  moment  of  our  transit! 
Even  in  that  moment  the  thunder  of  collision  spoke  aloud. 
Either  with  the  swingle-bar,  or  with  the  haunch  of  our  near 
leader,  we  had  struck  the  off-wheel  of  the  little  gig,  which 
stood  rather  obliquely,  and  not  quite  so  far  advanced,  as  to  be 
accurately  parallel  with  the  near  wheel.  The  blow,  from  the 
fury  of  our  passage,  resounded  terrifically.  1  rose  in  horror, 
to  gaze  upon  the  ruins  we  might  have  caused.  Prom  my  ele- 
vated station  1  looked  down,  and  looked  back  upon  the  scene, 
which  in  a  moment  told  it«  own  tale,  and  wrote  all  its  records 
on  my  heart  forever. 

Here  was  the  map  of  the  passion  that  now  had  finished. 
The  horse  was  planted  immovably,  with  its  forefeet  upon  the 
paved  crest  of  the  central  road.  He  of  the  whole  party  might 
be  supposed  untouched  by  the  passion  of  death.  Tho  little 
cany  carriage  —  partly,  perhaps,  from  the  violent  torp'on  of 
the  wheels  in  its  recent  movement,  partly  from  the  thundering 
blow  we  had  given  to  it  —  as  if  it  sympathized  with  human 
horror,  was  all  alive  with  tremblings  and  shiverings.  The 
young  man  trembled  not,  nor  shivered.  He  sat  like  a  rock. 
But  his  was  the  steadiness  of  agitation  frozen  into  rest  by  hor- 
ror. As  yet  he  dared  not  to  look  round ;  for  he  knew  that,  if 
anything  remained  to  do,  by  him  it  could  no  longer  be  done. 
And  as  yet  he  knew  not  for  certain  if  their  safety  were  accom- 
plished.    But  the  lady  — 

But  the  lady  — !  Oh,  heavens!  will  that  spectacle  ever 
depart  from  my  dreams,  as  she  rose  and  sunk  upon  her  seat, 
sunk  and  rose,  threw  up  her  arms  wildly  to  heaven,  clutched 
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it  lome  yiaionary  object  in  the  air,  fainting,  praying,  ravinj^ 
despairing?  Figure  to  yourself,  reader,  the  elements  of  the 
case ;  sufifer  me  to  recall  before  your  mind  the  circumstances  of 
that  unparalleled  situation.  From  the  silence  and  deep  peace 
of  this  saintly  summer  night, —  from  the  pathetic  blending  of 
this  sweet  moonlight,  dawnlight,  dream-light  —  from  the  manly 
tenderness  of  this  flattering,  whispering,  murmuring  love  — 
suddenly  as  from  the  woods  and  fields  —  suddenly  as  from  the 
chambers  of  the  air  opening  in  revelation  —  suddenly  as  from 
the  ground  yawning  at  her  feet,  leaped  upon  her,  with  the 
flashing  of  cataracts,  Death  the  crowned  phantom,  with  all 
the  equipage  of  his  terrors,  and  the  tiger  roar  of  his  voice. 

The  moments  were  numbered ;  the  strife  was  finished ;  the 
vision  was  closed.  In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  our  flying 
horses  had  carried  us  to  the  termination  of  the  umbrageous 
aisle;  at  right  angles  we  wheeled  into  our  former  direction; 
the  turn  of  the  road  carried  the  scene  out  of  my  eyes  in  an 
instant,  and  swept  it  into  my  dreams  forever. 


Joan  of  Ana 

Pure,  Innocent,  noble-hearted  girl !  whom,  from  the  earliest 
Touth,  ever  I  believed  in  as  full  of  truth  and  sclf-sacrifioe,  this 
was  amongst  the  strongest  pledges  for  thi/  side,  that  never  once 
—  no,  not  for  a  moment  of  weakness  —  didst  thou  revel  in  the 
vision  of  coronets  and  honors  from  man.  Coronets  for  thee ! 
(Ml,  na  Ilonors,  if  they  come  when  all  is  over,  are  for  those 
that  share  thy  blood  Daughter  of  Donir^my,  when  the  grati- 
tude of  the  king  shall  awaken,  thou  shalt  be  sleeping  with  the 
dead.  Call  her.  Ring  of  France,  but  she  will  not  hear  thee !  Cite 
her,  by  thy  apparitors,  to  come  and  receive  a  robe  of  honor,  but 
she  will  be  found  en  contuTnaee.  When  the  thunders  of  univer- 
sal France,  as  even  yet  may  happen,  shall  proclaim  the  grandeur 
of  the  p<K>r  shcphenl-trirl  that  ^ave  up  all  for  her  country  — thy 
ear,  young  shrphenl-^rirl,  will  have  hern  <l«'af  for  five  centuries. 
To  suffer  and  to  do,  that  was  thy  portion  in  lift* ;  to  »/o— never 
for  thynj'lf.  always  for  otluTs  ;  to  ^?///Vr  —  nt'vn*  in  the  |>er- 
iuins  of  irentTous  cluuupioim,  alwavs  in  thy  own  :  that  was  thy 
destiny ;   and  not  for  a  moment  was  it  hidden  from  thyself. 
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OdB  to  GrOD. 

(TniiBlatiozi  of  Bowring.) 

0  THOU  Eternal  One!  whose  presence  bright 

All  space  doth  occupy,  all  motion  guide; 
Unchanged  through  Time's  all-devastating  flight, 

Thou  only  Ood;  —  there  is  no  God  beside! 
Being  above  all  beings!    Mighty  One! 

Whom  none  can  comprehend,  and  none  explore^ 
Who  fillest  existence  with  Thyself  alone; 

Embracing  all  —  supporting  —  ruling  o'er : 

Being,  whom  we  call  Gk)d  —  and  know  no  moret 

In  its  sublime  research,  Philosophy 

May  measure  out  the  ocean-deep,  may  count 
The  sands  or  the  sun's  rays;  but,  Gkxl!  for  Tha0 

There  is  no  weight  nor  measure,  none  can 
Up  to  Thy  mysteries;  Reason's  brightest 

Though  kindled  by  Thy  light,  in  va** 
To  trace  Thy  counsels,  infinite  an^ 

And  thought  is  lost  ere  thoogl 

E'en  like  past  moments  in  • 
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Tlum  from  primeyal  nothingness  didst  call 

First  ChaoSi  then  Existence;  —  Lord,  on  Thee 
Etemi^  had  its  foundation;  all 

Sprang  forth  from  Thee — of  light,  joy,  harmony. 
Sole  origin;  all  life,  all  beauty  Thine, 

Thy  word  created  all,  and  doth  create; 
Thy  splendor  fills  all  space  with  rays  divine. 

Thou  art  and  wert,  and  shalt  bel  glorious,  great^ 

Life-giving,  life-sustaining  Potentate  I 

Thy  chains  the  unmeasured  universe  surround. 
Upheld  by  Thee,  by  Thee  inspired  with  breathi 

Thou  the  beginning  and  the  end  hast  bound. 
And  beautifully  mingled  life  and  death. 

As  sparks  mount  upward  from  the  fiery  blaze, 
So  suns  are  bom,  so  worlds  spring  forth  from  theer 

And  as  the  spangles  in  the  sunny  rays 

Shine  round  the  silver  snow,  the  pageantry 
Of  heaven's  bright  army  glitters  in  thy  praise. 

A  million  torches,  lighted  by  Thy  hand, 

Wander  unwearied  through  the  blue  abyss; 
They  own  Thy  power,  accomplish  Thy  command. 

All  gay  with  life,  all  eloquent  with  bliss. 
What  shall  we  call  them  ?  —  Piles  of  crystal  light, 

A  glorious  company  of  golden  streams, 
Lamps  of  celestial  ether,  burning  bright. 

Suns  of  lighting  systems,  with  their  joyous  beams  ? 

But  Thou  to  those  are  as  the  noon  to  night. 

Yes!  as  a  drop  of  water  to  the  sea, 

All  this  magnificence  to  Thee  is  lost: 
What  are  ten  thousand  worlds  compared  to  Thee  ? 

And  what  am  I,  then  ?    Heaven's  unnumbered  host, 
Though  multiplied  by  myriads,  and  arrayed 

In  all  the  glory  of  sublimest  thought. 
Is  but  an  atom  in  the  balance,  weighed 

Against  Thy  greatness;  is  a  cipher  brought 

Against  infinity !     What  am  I,  then  ?  —  Naught  I 

Naught!     But  the  effluence  of  Thy  light  divine, 
Pervading  worlds,  hath  reached  my  bosom  too: 

Yes,  in  my  spirit  doth  Thy  spirit  shine, 
As  shines  the  sunbeam  in  a  drop  of  dew. 

Naught  I    But  I  live,  and  on  Hope's  pinions  fly 
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Eager  toward  Thy  presence;  for  in  Thee 
I  live  and  breathe,  and  dwell,  aspiring  high. 
Even  to  the  eternal  throne  of  Thy  divinity; 
I  am^  O  Grod!  and  surely  Thou  must  be  I 

Thou  art!  directing,  gniding  all,  Thou  art  I 
Direct  my  understanding,  then,  to  Thee; 

Control  my  spirit,  guide  my  wandering  heart. 
Though  but  an  atom  'mid  immensity, 

Still  I  am  something  fashioned  by  Thy  hand; 
I  hold  a  middle  rank  'twixt  heaven  and  earth. 

On  the  last  verge  of  mortal  being  stand. 
Close  to  the  realm  where  angels  have  their  birtht 
Just  on  the  boundary  of  the  spirit  landl 

The  chain  of  being  is  complete  in  me; 

In  me  is  matter's  last  gradation  lost; 
And  the  next  step  is  Spirit  —  Deity  I 

I  can  command  the  lightning,  and  am  dust  I 
A  monarch  and  a  slave ;  a  worm,  a  god  I 

Whence  came  I  here,  and  how  ?  so  marvellously 
Constructed  and  conceived  ?    Unknown  ?    This  clod 

Lives  surely  through  some  higher  energy; 

From  out  itself  alone  it  could  not  be. 

Creator!  yes!    Thy  wisdom  and  thy  word 
Created  me.     Thou  source  of  life  and  good  I 

Thou,  spirit  of  my  spirit,  and  my  Lord ! 
Thy  light.  Thy  love,  in  their  bright  plenitude. 

Filled  me  with  an  immortal  soul  to  spring 
O'er  the  abyss  of  death,  and  bade  it  wear 

The  garments  of  eternal  day,  and  wing 

Its  heavenly  flight,  beyond  this  little  sphere, 
E'en  to  Its  source  —  to  Thee  —  its  Author  —  there! 

0  thought  ineffable!    O  vision  blest! 

Though  worthless  our  conception  all  of  Thee, 
Tet  shall  thy  shadowed  image  fill  our  breast, 

And  waft  its  homage  to  Thy  Deity. 
Ood!  thus  alone  my  lowly  thoughts  can  soar; 

Thus  seek  Thy  presence,  Being  wise  and  good«— 
Mid  Thy  vast  works,  admire,  obey,  adore; 

And  when  the  tongue  is  eloquent  no  more. 

The  soul  shall  speak  in  tears  its  gratitude. 
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Monody  on  Prince  Mestchaakt. 

(Tranalmtion  of  Charlet  Edward  Turner.) 

0  IBOV  tongue  of  Time,  with  tliy  sharp  metallic  tona^ 

The  terrible  voice  affrights  me : 

Each  beat  of  the  clock  summons  me, 

Calls  me,  and  hurries  me  to  the  grave. 

Scarcely  have  I  opened  my  eyes  upon  the  world, 

Ere  Death  grinds  its  teeth, 

And  with  his  scythe  that  gleams  like  lightningt 

Cats  off  my  days,  which  are  but  grass. 

Not  one  ot  the  homed  beasts  of  the  field. 

Not  a  single  blade  of  grass  escapes, 

Monarch  and  beggar  alike  are  food  for  the  worm* 

The  noxious  elements  feed  the  grave, 

And  Time  effaces  all  human  glory; 

As  the  swift  waters  rush  toward  the  sea, 

So  our  days  and  years  flow  into  Eternity, 

And  Empires  are  swallowed  up  by  greedy  Death* 

We  crawl  along  the  edge  of  the  treacherous  aby8% 

Into  which  we  qiiickly  fall  headlong: 

With  our  first  breath  of  life  we  inhale  death,* 

And  are  only  born  that  we  may  die. 

Stars  are  shivered  by  him. 

And  suns  are  momentarily  quenched. 

Each  world  trembles  at  his  menace, 

And  Death  un pityingly  levels  all. 

The  mortal  scarcely  thinks  that  he  can  die. 
And  idly  dreams  himself  immortal. 
When  Death  comes  to  him  as  a  thief, 
And  in  an  instant  robs  him  of  his  life. 
Alas  I  where  fondly  we  fear  the  least, 
There  will  l>eath  the  sooner  come; 
Nor  does  the  li^litning-lK)lt  with  swifter  blast 
Topple  down  the  towering  pinnacle. 

Child  of  luxury,  child  of  freshness  and  delight, 
Mestchasky,  where  hast  thou  hidden  thyself  ? 
Thou  hast  left  the  realms  of  light. 
And  withdrawn  to  the  shores  of  the  dead; 
Thy  dust  is  here,  but  thy  soul  is  no  more  with  na. 
Where  is  it  ?     It  is  there.     Where  is  th^rf  ? 
We  know  not.     We  can  only  weep  and  sob  fortn, 
Wm  to  US  that  we  were  ever  bom  into  the  world  1 
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They  who  are  radiant  with  healthi 

Love,  joy,  and  peace. 

Feel  their  blood  ran  cold 

And  their  souls  to  be  fretted  with  woe. 

Where  but  now  was  spread  a  banqnet,  there  stands  a  coffin; 

Where  but  now  rose  mad  cries  of  revelry, 

There  resounds  the  bitter  wailing  of  mourners; 

And  over  all  keeps  Death  his  watch: 

Watches  us  one  and  all  —  the  mighty  Czar 

Within  whose  hands  are  lodged  the  destinies  of  a  world; 

Watches  the  sumptuous  Dives, 

Who  makes  of  gold  and  silver  his  idol-gods; 

Watches  the  fair  beauty  rejoicing  in  her  charms; 

Watches  the  sage,  proud  of  his  intellect; 

Watches  the  strong  man,  confident  in  his  strength; 

Andy  even  as  he  watches,  sharpens  the  blade  of  his  scythe. 

0  Death,  thou  essence  of  fear  and  trembling! 

0  Man,  thou  strange  mixture  of  grandeur  and  of  nothingness  I 
To-day  a  god,  and  to-morrow  a  patch  of  earth: 

To-day  buoyed  up  with  cheating  hope, 

And  to-morrow,  where  art  thou,  man  ? 

Scarce  an  hour  of  triumph  allowed  thee. 

Ere  thou  hast  taken  thy  flight  to  the  realms  of  Chaos, 

And  thy  whole  course  of  life,  a  dream,  is  run. 

Like  a  dream,  like  some  sweet  vision, 
Already  my  youth  has  vanished  quite. 
Beauty  no  longer  enjoys  her  potent  sway, 
Gladness  no  more,  as  once,  entrances  me, 
My  mind  is  no  longer  free  and  fanciful. 
And  all  my  happiness  is  changed. 

1  am  troubled  for  a  longing  for  fame; 

I  listen;  the  voice  of  fame  now  calls  me. 

But  even  so  will  manhood  pass  away. 

And  together  with  fame  all  my  aspirations. 

The  love  of  wealth  will  tarnish  all. 

And  each  passion  in  its  turn 

Will  sway  the  soul  and  pass. 

Avaunt  happiness,  that  boasts  to  be  within  our  grasp— 

All  happiness  is  but  evanescent  and  a  lie: 

I  stand  at  the  gate  of  eternity. 


REN^  DESGARTE& 

DncAmm  (or  DssGAitmy  Latinized  into  Cabtbiub),  Bxvi, 
a  Fienoh  philosopher;  born  at  La  Haye,  in  Toaraine,  March  31, 
1596;  died  at  Stockholm,  in  February,  1650.  He  was  of  a  noble 
family  in  Touraine;  was  trained  in  the  Jesuit  College  of  La  Fltehe. 
He  entered  the  army  in  1616,  and  saw  considerable  military  serrioe 
during  the  ensuing  five  years.  Leaving  the  army,  he  trarelled  for 
•ereral  years  in  various  parts  of  Europe,  devoting  himself  to  a 
eloee  observation  of  natural  phenomena,  and  to  the  formulation  of 
his  theory  of  the  principles  of  human  knowledge.  He  acquired  a 
high  reputation  among  all  learned  men,  and  is  justly  placed  by  the 
side  of  Bacon,  Newton,  and  Kant  among  the  founders  of  modem 
philoeophical  research,  which  he  pushed  into  every  department  of 
physical  and  metaphysical  investigation.  In  1644  he  put  forth  hia 
'^Principia  Philosophic,"  and  soon  after  received  a  pension  of 
SOOO  livres  from  the  King  of  France.  In  1648  Queen  Christina  of 
Sweden  invited  him  to  come  to  Stockholm  as  director  of  an  academy 
which  she  proposed  to  found,  with  a  salary  of  3000  crowns.  He 
died  two  years  after,  and  was  buried  at  Stockholm;  but  sixteen 
jears  afterward  Louis  XIV.  caused  his  remains  to  be  brought  to 
Paris,  where  they  were  reinterred  in  the  church  of  Ste.  Grenevi^ve 
da  Mont.  The  writings  of  Descartes,  some  in  Latin,  some  in 
French,  are  very  numerous. 

Do  Animals  Think? 

As  to  the  understanding  conceded  by  Montaigne  and  others 
to  bmtea  I  differ,  not  for  the  reason  usually  alleged  that  man 
potiesaea  an  absolute  dominion  over  the  bnitea,  which  may  not 
always  be  true,  either  as  regards  strength  or  cunning;  but  I 
consider  that  they  imitate  or  surpass  us  only  in  those  actiona 
which  are  not  directed  by  thought  —  such  as  walking,  eating, 
md  putting  our  hands  out  when  we  are  falling.  And  people 
who  walk  in  their  sleep  are  said  to  have  swum  across  rivera,  in 
wbich  they  would  have  been  drowned  had  they  awaked.  As 
the  movements  of  the  passions,  although  they 
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accompanied  in  us  by  thought,  because  we  possess  that  faculty, 
it  is  yet  plain  that  they  do  not  depend  upon  it,  because  they 
occur  often  in  spite  of  it,  so  that  even  their  more  violent 
occurrence  in  the  brutes  cannot  prove  to  us  that  they  have 
thoughts.  In  fine,  there  is  no  single  external  action  which  can 
convince  those  who  examine  it  that  our  body  is  not  merely  a 
machine  which  moves  of  itself,  but  has  in  it  a  thinking  mind, 
except  the  use  of  words,  or  other  signs  (such  as  those  of  mutes) 
made  in  relation  to  whatever  presents  itself,  without  any  regard 
to  the  passions.  This  excludes  the  talking  of  parrots,  and  in- 
cludes that  of  the  insane,  as  the  latter  may  be  a  propoSj  though 
it  be  absurd,  while  the  former  is  not.  It  also  excludes,  the 
cries  of  joy  or  pain,  as  well  as  all  that  can  be  taught  to  ani- 
mals by  acting  on  their  hopes  or  fears  of  bodily  pleasure  or 
pain ;  which  is  the  principle  of  all  training  of  animals. 

It  is  remarkable  that  language,  so  defined,  applies  to  man 
only ;  for  although  Montaigne  and  Gharron  say  there  is  more 
difference  among  men  than  between  men  and  brutes,  there  has 
never  yet  been  found  a  brute  so  perfect  as  to  use  some  sign  to 
inform  other  animals  of  things  not  relating  to  their  passions; 
nor  is  there  any  man  so  imperfect  who  does  not  use  such  signs 
—  even  the  deaf  and  dumb  inventing  them.  This  latter  fact 
seems  to  prove  that  it  is  not  from  a  want  of  organs  that  brutes 
do  not  speak.  Nor  can  we  argue  that  they  talk  among  them- 
selves, but  that  we  do  not  understand  them ;  for  dogs  express 
to  us  their  passions  so  well  that  they  could  certainly  express 
their  thoughts  if  they  had  any. 

I  know  that  the  beasts  do  many  things  better  than  we  do, 
which   only  proves   that  they  act  by  natural   springs,  like  a 
clock,  which  marks  time  better  than  we  can  determine  it  by 
our  judgment.     The  habits  of  bees,  the  return  of  the  swallows, 
and  the  order  of  flying  cranes,  and  the  supposed  battle-order  of 
monkeys,  is  of  the  same  kind ;  and  finally  that  of  dogs  and  cats, 
which  scratch  the  earth  to  bury  their  excrements,  though  they 
hardly  ever  really  do  so;  which  shows  that  they  do  it  by  in- 
stinct, without  thinking.     We  can  only  say  that  though  the 
beasts  perform  no  acts  which  can  prove  to  us  that  they  think, 
still,  because  of  the  likeness  of  their  organs  to  ours,  we  maj 
conjecture  that  there  is  some  thought  joined  to  them,  u  Wit. 
perceive  in  our  own  case,  although  theirs  must  be  ^^* 
feet     To  this  I  have  nothing  to  reply,  exc 
thought  as  we  do,  they  must  have  an  imn 
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Hot  likely,  as  we  have  no  reason  to  extend  it  to  some  animals 
^^itbout  extending  it  to  all  —  such  as  worms,  oysters,  spongeS| 

The  Nature  op  Ideas. 

Among  our  thoughts,  some  are,  as  it  were,  images  of  things, 
9nd  to  these  only  is  properly  applied  the  term  idea^  as  when  I 
liave  before  me  a  man,  a  chimera,  heaven,  an  angel,  or  even 
God.     Other  thoughts  have  a  different  form,  as  when  I  wish  or 
£ear,  affirm  or  deny;   then  I  conceive,   indeed,  something  as 
^he  subject  of  my  mental  action,  but  I  also  add  something  else 
l>y  this  action  to  the  idea  in   my  mind;  and  of  this  kind  of 
"Noughts,  some  are  called  volitions  or  affections^  and  the  rest 
Judgments,     The  mere  perception  of  ideas  cannot  possibly  con- 
tain any  error;  it  is  in  our  judgments  concerning  them  that 
error  consists.     Thus  I  infer  from  these  ideas   that  they  are 
produced  by  external  objects  like  them,  because  I  fancy  that  I 
^m  so  taught  by  nature,  and  because  they  do  not  depend  upon 
xny  will.     And  yet  these  inferences  may  be  false.     For  being 
taught  by  nature  means  not  only  the  evidence  of  that  natural 
light  which  is  the  highest  and  most  perfect  guarantee  of  the 
t^nith  of  our  simple  intuitions  —  it  may  also  mean  a  certain 
spontaneous  inclination^   a  hlinil  and  rash  impulse^   which  cer- 
t^ainly  deceives  me,  for  example,  in  the  choice  between  virtue 
^nd  vice,  and  therefore  cannot  be  trusted  in  the  distinction  of 
t:ruth  and  falsehdod.     Thus  our  ideas  might  be  produced  by  no 
external  cause,  but  by  some  as  yet  undiscovered  faculty  within 
ourselves;  and  even  if  they  were,  this  external  cause  need  not 
resemble  our  ideas.     Nay,  in  many  cases  we  know  that  it  does 
iQOt.     It  is  only  by  reflecting  carefully  on  the  truth  revealed  to 
us  by  natural  light,  that  all  ideas  of  mental  objects  must  be 
derived  from  causes  which  contain  formally  all  the  reality  pos- 
sessed objectively  by  the  ideas,  that  I  am  able  to  deduce  this 
conclusion:  All  the  ideas  of  body  which  are  clear  to  my  mind 
—  viz.,  trinal  extension,  figure,  place,   movement,  substance, 
duration,  and  number  —  are  real  and  true ;  those  of  light,  color, 
taste,  heat,  cold,  etc.,  are  so  obscure  and  confused  that  nature 
teaches  me  nothing  about  their  reality  or  their  causes.     They 
may  even  proceed  from  non-being,  or  from  some  want  in  my 
nature.     And  so  of  many  other  ordinary  prejudices,  which  have 
infected  not  only  common  life,  but  even  philosophy. 
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The  Idea  of  Ooix 

(From  the  **  MeditetioiiB.") 

There  only  remains,  therefore,  the  idea  of  Ood,  in  which  I 
must  consider  whether  there  is  anything  that  cannot  be  supposed 
to  originate  with  myself.  By  the  name  ^  God  "  I  understand 
a  substance  infinite,  eternal,  immutable,  independent,  all- 
knowing,  all-powerful,  and  by  which  I  myself,  and  every  other 
thing  that  exists,  —  if  any  such  there  be,  -  -  were  created.  But 
these  properties  are  so  great  and  excellent,  that  the  more  atten- 
tively I  consider  them,  the  less  I  feel  persuaded  that  the  idea  I 
have  of  them  owes  its  origin  to  myself  alone.  And  thus  it  is 
absolutely  necessary  to  conclude,  from  all  that  I  have  before 
said,  that  God  exists ;  for  though  the  idea  of  substance  be  in 
my  mind  owing  to  this,  —  that  I  myself  am  a  substance,  —  I 
should  not  however  have  the  idea  of  an  infinite  substance,  see- 
ing I  am  a  finite  being,  unless  it  were  given  me  by  some  sub- 
stance in  reality  infinite. 

And  I  must  not  imagine  that  I  do  not  apprehend  the  infinite 
by  a  true  idea,  but  only  by  the  negation  of  the  finite,  in  the 
same  way  that  I  comprehend  repose  and  darkness  by  the  nega- 
tion of  motion  and  light:  since,  on  the  contrary,  I  clearly  per- 
ceive that  there  is  more  reality  in  the  infinite  substance  than  in 
the  finite,  and  therefore  that  in  some  way  I  possess  the  percep- 
tion (notion)  of  the  infinite  before  that  of  the  finite,  tiiat  is, 
the  perception  of  God  before  that  of  myself ;  for  how  could  I 
know  that  I  doubt,  desire,  or  that  something  is  wanting  to  me, 
and  that  I  am  not  wholly  perfect,  if  I  possessed  no  idea  of  a 
being  more  perfect  than  myself,  by  comparison  with  which  I 
knew  the  deficiencies  of  my  nature  ? 

And  it  cannot  be  said  that  this  idea  of  God  is  perhaps 
materially  false,  and  consequently  that  it  may  have  arisen 
from  nothing  (in  other  words,  that  it  may  exist  in  me  from  my 
imperfection),  as  I  before  said  of  the  ideas  of  heat  and  cold, 
and  the  like;  for  on  the  contrary,  as  this  idea  is  very  clear 
and  distinct,  and  contains  in  itself  more  objective  reality  than 
any  other,  there  can  be  no  one  of  itself  more  true,  or  less  open 
to  the  suspicion  of  falsity. 

The  idea,  I  say,  of  a  being  supremely  perfect  and  infinite, 
is  in  the  highest  degree  true;  for  although  perhaps  we  may 
imagine  that  such  a  being  does  not  exist,  we  nevertheless  can- 
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not  mppose  that  tbia  idea  represeuts  nothing  real,  as  I  hare 
already  itaid  of  the  idea  of  cold.  It  is  likewise  clear  and  dis- 
tiaot  in  the  highest  degree,  since  whatever  the  mind  clearljr 
ud  distinctly  cuiiueivcs  aa  real  or  true,  aud  as  implying  any 
perfoctiuo,  is  cuntuiiied  entire  in  this  idea.  And  this  is  true, 
iMVcrtlioleits,  although  1  du  not  comprehend  the  infinite,  and 
although  there  may  be  in  God  an  inliuity  of  things  that  I  cad- 
not  comprehend,  nor  perhajis  even  compass  by  thought  in  any 
way;  (or  it  is  of  the  nature  of  the  infinite  that  it  should  not  be 
eomprehunded  by  ihe  finite:  and  it  is  enough  that  I  rightly 
nnderatand  this,  and  judge  that  all  which  I  clearly  perceive, 
fend  in  which  I  know  there  is  some  perfection,  and  f»crhaps  also 
fen  infinity  of  properties  of  which  1  am  ignorant,  are  formally 
or  eminently  in  Om],  in  order  that  the  idea  T  have  of  him  may 
btioomo  the  most  true,  clear,  and  distinct  of  all  the  ideas  in  my 
mind. 

But  perhaps  I  am  something  more  than  I  suppose  myself  to 
be;  and  it  may  be  that  all  those  perfections  which  I  attribute 
lo  God  in  some  way  exist  potentially  in  me,  althourh  they  do 
not  yet  show  tlicmselros  and  are  not  reduced  to  act  Indeed, 
lam  already  conscious  that  my  knowledge  is  being  increased 
and  perfected  by  degrees;  and  1  see  nothin);  to  prevent  it  from 
thos  gradually  increasing  to  infinity,  nor  any  reason  why,  after 
iDch  increane  and  perfection,  I  nhould  not  be  able  thereby  to 
aeqnire  all  the  other  perfections  of  the  Divine  nature;  nor  in 
fine,  why  the  power  I  [lossess  of  acquiring  those  perfections,  if 
it  really  now  exist  In  me,  should  not  be  sufficient  to  produce 
the  idoaa  of  them.  Tct  on  looking  more  closely  into  the 
nutter  1  discover  that  this  cannot  be;  for  in  the  first  place, 
fellhou^b  it  were  trtio  that  my  knowledge  daily  acquired  new 
Jegrees  of  perfection,  and  although  there  were  potentially  in 
By  Dfeture  much  that  was  not  as  yet  actually  in  it,  still  all 
Mmm  ezeellenees  make  not  tlio  Kli^htost  approach  to  the  idea  I 
luire  of  the  Ocity,  in  whom  there  is  no  perfection  merely  poten- 
ttfelly,  but  all  actually  existent;  for  it  ia  even  an  unmistakable 
token  of  imperfection  in  my  knowledge,  that  it  is  ai^nuwted 
by  degrees.  Further,  although  my  knowledge  increase  more 
and  more,  nerertheWs  [  am  not  therefore  induced  to  think  thai 
it  vlll  ever  be  artnally  infinite,  since  it  can  nercr  reach  that 
point  beyond  which  it  shall  lie  IncApable  of  further  increase. 
Bat  I  conceive  f>oil  ns  aetunlly  infinite,  so  that  nothing  run  lie 
iddcd  to  his  ((erfeetion.     And  in  fine,  I  readily  perceive  tliat 
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the  objective  being  of  an  idea  cannot  be  produced  by  a  being 
that  is  merely  potentially  existent,  —  which  properly  speaking 
is  nothing,  but  only  a  being  existing  formally  or  actually. 

And  truly,  I  see  nothing  in  all  that  I  have  now  said  which 
it  is  not  easy  for  any  one  who  shall  carefully  consider  it,  to 
discern  by  the  natural  light;  but  when  I  allow  my  attention  in 
Aome  degree  to  relax,  the  vision  of  my  mind  being  obscured 
and  as  it  were  blinded  by  the  images  of  sensible  objects,  I  do 
not  readily  remember  the  reason  why  the  idea  of  a  being  more 
perfect  than  myself  must  of  necessity  have  proceeded  from  a 
being  in  reality  more  perfect.  On  this  account  I  am  here  de- 
sirous to  inquire  further  whether  I,  who  possess  this  idea  of 
God,  could  exist  supposing  there  were  no  God.  And  'I  ieisk, 
from  whom  could  I  in  that  case  derive  my  existence  ?  Perhaps 
from  myself,  or  from  my  parents,  or  from  some  other  causes 
less  perfect  than  God ;  for  anything  more  perfect,  or  even  equal 
to  God,  cannot  be  thought  or  imagined.  But  if  I  were  inde- 
pendent of  every  other  existence,  and  were  myself  the  author 
of  my  being,  I  should  doubt  of  nothing,  I  should  desire  nothing, 
and  in  fine,  no  perfection  would  be  wanting  to  me ;  for  I  should 
have  bestowed  upon  myself  every  perfection  of  which  I  possess 
the  idea,  and  I  should  thus  be  God.  And  it  must  not  be  imag- 
ined that  what  is  now  wanting  to  me  is  perhaps  of  more  diffi- 
cult acquisition  than  that  of  which  I  am  already  possessed; 
for  on  the  contrary,  it  is  quite  manifest  that  it  was  a  matter  of 
much  higher  difficulty  that  I,  a  thinking  being,  should  arise 
from  nothing,  than  it  would  be  for  me  to  acquire  the  knowledge 
of  many  things  of  which  I  am  ignorant,  and  which  are  merely 
the  accidents  of  a  thinking  substance;  and  certainly,  if  I  pos- 
sessed of  myself  the  greater  perfection  of  which  1  have  now 
spoken,  —  in  other  words,  if  I  were  the  author  of  my  own 
existence,  —  I  would  not  at  least  have  denied  to  myself  things 
that  may  be  more  easily  obtained,  as  that  infinite  variety  of 
knowledge  of  which  I  am  at  present  destitute.  I  could  not 
indeed  have  denied  to  myself  any  property  which  I  perceive  is 
contained  in  the  idea  of  God,  because  there  is  none  of  these 
that  seems  to  be  more  difficult  to  make  or  acquire;  and  if  there 
were  any  that  should  happen  to  be  more  difficult  to  acquire, 
they  would  certainly  appear  so  to  me  (supposing  that  I  myself 
were  the  source  of  the  other  things  I  possess),  because  I  should 
discover  in  them  a  limit  to  my  power. 


ton 


THOMAS  AUBREY  DE  VERB. 

Db  Verb,  Thomas  Aubrey,  an  Irish  poet  and  political  writer, 
third  sonot  Sir  Aubrey  l>e  Vere,  Baronet,  of  Curragh  Chase,  in  the 
ooanty  of  Limerick,  was  born  on  the  family  estate,  January  10, 
1814;  and  was  educated  at  Trinity  College,  Dublin.  At  the  age 
of  twreuty-eight  he  published  a  lyrical  tale  entitled  '*The  Wal- 
denses,  or  the  Fall  of  Rora."  DeVere's  productions  include  a 
large  number  of  works  in  verse.  Among  them  are  '*The  Search 
after  Proserpine"  (1H43);  "Poems,  Miscellaneous  and  Sacred'' 
(1853);  "May  Carols"  (ISoT);  "The  Sisters,  Inisfail,  and  Other 
Poems''  (ISOl);  "Irish  Odes  and  Other  Poems"  (1869);  "Legends 
of  Saint  Patrick"  (1S72);  "Alexander  the  Great"  (1874),  a  dra- 
matic poem;  "Saint  Thoniius  of  Canterbury"  (1876),  another 
dramatic  poem;  "  Antar  and  Zara  "  (1877) ;  "  Legends  of  the  Saxon 
Saints'*  (187l>);  **The  Foray  of  (>ueen  Meave,  and  other  Legends  of 
Ireland's  lleroie  Age  ''  (1HS2);  ''Legends  and  Records  of  the  Church 
and  the  Empire"  ^^7);  "Saint  Peter's  Chains"  (1888);  "Poems'' 
(1S90).  "  Eni^hsh  Misrule  and  Irish  Mis  ^eds,"  published  in  1848, 
prfxluced  a  sensation  in  the  political  world;  and  among  his  works 
of  this  kind  shouM  also  be  mentioned  "Ireland's  Church  Property 
and  the  Right  Use  of  It"  (1867);  "Pleas  for  Secularization" 
(1S67);  "The  Church  Establishment  of  Ireland"  (1867);  "The 
Church  Settlement  of  Ireland,  or  IIil)ernia  Paoanda"  (1868);  "(3on- 
stimtional  and  Cneonstitutional  Political  Action"  (1881).  Of  other 
pro8e  writings  are  an  exc«dlent  work  on  Turkey  entitled  "Sketches 
of  Greece  and  Turkey,"  published  in  two  volumes  in  1860;  aTolume 
of  letters  and  articles  on  philosophical  and  religious  subjects  enti- 
tled "Proteus  and  Amadeus'*  (1S78);  "Essays  on  Poetry"  (1887); 
**£May8  Literary  and  Ethical"  (1889). 


The  Ascent  of  the  Alps. 

Up  to  lonelier,  narrower  valleys 
Winds  an  intricate  ravine 

Whence  the  latest  snow-blast  sallies 
Through  black  firs  scarce  seen. 
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I  hear  throagh  clouds  the  hunter's  hollo— 

I  hear,  but  scarcely  dare  to  foUow 

'Mid  chaotic  rock  and  woods. 

Such  as  in  her  lyric  moods 

Nature,  like  a  Bacchante,  flings 

From  half -shaped  imaginings. 

There  lie  two  prostrate  trunks  entangled 

Like  intertwisted  dragons  strangled: 

Yon  glacier  seems  a  prophet's  robes. 

While  broken  sceptres,  thrones,  and  globes 

Are  strewn,  as  left  by  rival  States 

Of  elemental  potentates. 

Pale  floats  the  mist,  a  wizard's  shroud: 

There  looms  the  broad  crag  from  the  cloud. 
A  thunder-graven  Sphinx's  head,  half  blind, 
Ghtzing  on  far  lands  through  the  freezing  wind. 

Mount  higher,  mount  higher! 
With  rock-girdled  gyre 
Behind  each  gray  ridge 
And  pine-feathered  ledge 
A  vale  is  suspended;  mount  higher,  mount  higher  I 

From  rock  to  rock  leaping 

The  wild  goats,  they  bound; 
The  resinous  odors 
Are  wafted  around;       ^ 
The  clouds  disentangled. 
With  blue  gaps  and  spangled; 
Oreen  isles  of  the  valley  with  sunshine  are  crowned. 

The  birches  new-budded 

Make  pink  the  g^en  copse; 
From  brier  and  hazel 
The  golden  rain  drops ; 

As  he  climbs,  the  bough  shaking. 
Nest-seeking,  branch  breaking, 
Beneath  the  white  ash-boughs  the  shepherd-boy  stops. 

How  happy  that  shepherd! 

How  happy  the  lass ! 
How  freshly  beside  them 
The  pure  zephyrs  pass ! 
Sing,  sing!     From  the  soil 
Springs  bubble  and  boil, 
And  sun-smitten  torrents  fall  soft  on  the  grass.  .  .  . 
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Mount  higher,  mount  higher, 
To  the  cloudland  nigher; 
To  the  regions  we  climb 
Of  our  long-buried  prime— 
In  the  skies  it  awaits  us —  Up  higher,  up  hi^ierl 

Loud  Hymn  and  clear  Paean 
From  oavems  are  rolled: 
Far  below  is  Summer — 
We  haye  slipped  from  her  fold; 
We  have  passed,  like  a  breaUi, 
To  new  life  without  death  — 
The  Spring  and  our  Childhood  all  round  we  behold. 

What  are  toils  to  men  who  soom  them  I 
Peril  what  to  men  who  dare  ? 

Chains  to  hands  that  onoe  hare  torn  theas 
Thenceforth  are  chains  of  air  I 
The  winds  above  the  snow-plains  floet — 
Like  them  I  race  with  wingM  feet; 
My  bonds  are  dropped ;  my  spirit  thrillSi 
A  freeman  of  the  Eternal  Hills  I 
Each  cloud  by  turns  I  make  my  tent ; 
I  run  before  the  radiance  seut 
From  every  mountain's  silver  mail 
Across  dark  gulfs  from  vale  to  vale : 
The  curdling  mist  in  smooth  career, 
A  lovely  phantom  fleeting  by, 
As  silent  sails  through  yon  pale  mere 
That  shrines  its  own  blue  sky.  .  •  . 

Lo!  like  the  foam  of  wintry  ocean, 
The  clouds  beneath  my  feet  are  curled; 
Dividing  snow  with  solemn  motion 

They  give  back  the  world. 
No  veil  I  fear,  no  viflual  bond 
In  this  aerial  diamond : 
My  head  o'er  crystal  bastions  bent, 
'Twizt  Rtir-crownod  spire  and  battlement 
I  see  the  river  of  green  ice, 
From  precipice  to  precipice, 
Wind  earthward  slow,  with  blighting  breath 
Blackening  the  vales  below  like  death. 
Fkr,  far  beneath  in  sealike  reach, 

Receding  to  the  horizon's  rim, 
I  see  the  wckxIs  of  pine  and  U'pcli, 

By  their  own  breath  made  dim  : 
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I  see  the  land  which  heroes  trod ; 

I  see  the  land  where  Virtue  chose 
To  live  alone,  and  live  to  (jod ; 

The  land  she  gave  to  those 
Who  know  that  on  the  hearth  alone 
True  freedom  rears  her  fort  and  throna. 

Lift  up,  not  only  hand  and  eye, 
Lift  up,  0  Man,  thy  heart  on  high : 
Or  downward  gaze  once  more ;  and  see 
How  spiritual  dust  can  be  1 
Then  far  into  the  Future  dive. 
And  ask  if  there  indeed  survive, 
When  fade  the  words,  no  primal  shapes 
Of  disembodied  hills  and  capes. 
Types  meet  to  shadow  Godhead  forth ; 
Dread  antetypes  of  shapes  on  earth  ? 
0  Earth  !  thou  shalt  not   wholly  die. 

Of  some  "  New  Earth*"  the  chrysalis 
Predestined  from  Eternity, 

Nor  seldom  seen  through  this ; 
On  which,  in  glory  gazing,  we 
Perchance  shall  oft  remember  thee. 
And  trace  through  it  thine  ancient  frame 
Distinct,  like  flame  espied  through  flame, 
Or  like  our  earliest  friends  above, 
Not  lost,  though  merged  in  heavenlier  love  — 
How  changed,  yet  still  the  same  !  .  .  . 

The  sun  is  set  —  but  upwards  without  end 

Two  mighty  beams,  diverging, 
Like  hands  in  benediction  raised,  extend ; 
From  the  great  deep  a  crimson  mist  is  surging. 

Strange  gleams,  each  moment  ten  times  bright. 

Shoot  round,  transfiguring  as  they  smite 

All  spaces  of  the  empyreal  height  — 
Deep  gleams,  high  Words  which  Grod  to  man  doth  speak, 

From  peak  to  solemn  peak,  in  order  driven, 
They  speak.  —  A  loftier  vision  dost  thou  seek  ? 

Rise  then  — to  Heaven  ! 

Sorrow. 

CoxTKT  each  affliction,  whether  light  or  graTe^ 
Ood's  messenger  sent  down  to  thee;  do  Hmni 
With  courtesy  receive  him ;  ria^  ■ 

And,  ere  his  shadow  pass  thy  t" 
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PermiMion  first  his  heavenly  feet  to  lave ; 

Then  lay  before  him  all  thou  hast.    Allow 

No  cloud  of  passion  to  usurp  thy  brow, 
Or  mar  thy  hospitality ;  no  wave 

Of  mortal  tumult  to  obliterate 
The  soul's  marmoreal  calmness :  grief  should  be^ 

Like  joy,  majestic,  equable,  sedate, 
Conhimiug,  cleansing,  raising,  making  free ; 
Strong  to  consume  small  troubles ;  to  command 
Great  thougats,  grave  thoughts,  thoughts  lasting  to  the  end. 

A  Churchyaiu). 
I. 

It  stands  a  grove  of  cedars  vast  and  green. 
Cathedral- wise  disposed,  Vith  nave  and  choirs 

And  CfDss-shaped  transept  lofty  and  serene ; 
And  aluir  decked  in  festival  attire 
With  flowers  like  urns  oi  white  and  crimson  fire ; 

A  chanct*!  girt  with  vine-trailed  laurel  screen; 

And  aisles  high  arched  with  cypresses  between; 
Retreats  of  mournful  love,  and  vain  desire. 

Within  the  porch  a  silver  fount  is  breathing 
Its  pure,  cold  dews  upon  the  summer  air: 
Round  it  an*  blooming  herl)s,  and  flowers,  the  care 

Of  all  the  angels  of  the  seasons,  wreathing 
Successively  their  unl)ought  garniture 
Round  the  low  graves  of  the  belovM  poor. 

II. 

But  when  the  winds  of  night  begin  to  move 

Along  the  murmuring  roofs,  dt^ep  music  rolls 
Through  all  the  vaults  of  this  cathedral  grove; 

A  midnight  service  for  departed  souls. 
Piercing  the  fan-like  branches  stretched  above 

Each  cha|)el.  oratory,  shrine  and  stall ; 

Then  a  pale  moonshine  falls  or  seems  to  fall 
On  those  cohi  prave-stones  —  altars  reared  by  love 

For  a  betrothal  never  to  be  ended ; 
And  on  the  slender  plants  above  them  swinging ; 

And  on  the  <lewy  lamps  from  these  su8|>ended; 
Alki  aometimes  on  dark  forms  in  anguish  clinging, 
t  if  their  bosoms  to  the  senseless  mould 

Htel  warmlh  would  add  —  or  borrow  of  its  cold. 
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Thb  Tbub  Blbsskdnbss. 

Blssssd  is  he  who  hath  not  trod  the  ways 
Of  secular  delights,  nor  learned  the  lore 
Which  loftier  minds  are  studious  to  abhor : 

Blessed  is  he  who  hath  not  sought  the  praise 

That  perishes,  the  rapture  that  betrays ; 
Who  hath  not  spent  in  Time's  vainglorious  war 
His  youth ;  and  found  —  a  schoolboy  at  four  score  I 

How  fatal  are  those  victories  that  raise 
Their  iron  trophies  to  a  temple's  height 

On  trampled  Justice,  who  desires  not  bliss, 
But  peace ;  and  yet,  when  summoned  to  the  fight 
Combats  as  one  who  combats  in  the  sight 

Of  Qod  and  of  His  angels  ;  seeking  this 
Alone  —  how  best  to  glorify  the  right. 


Sad  is  Oxtb  Youth,  fob  It  is  Ever  Going. 

Sad  is  our  youth,  for  it  is  ever  going 

Crumbling  away  beneath  our  very  feet ; 
Sad  is  our  life,  for  onward  it  is  flowing 

In  current  unperceived,  because  so  fleet ; 
Sad  are  our  hopes,  for  they  are  sweet  in  sowing,  — 

But  tares,  self-sown,  have  overtopped  the  wheat ; 
Sad  are  our  joys,  for  they  are  sweet  in  blowing,  — 

And  still,  oh  still,  their  dying  breath  is  sweet; 
And  sweet  is  youth,  although  it  hath  bereft  us 

Of  that  which  made  our  childhood  sweeter  still ; 
And  sweet  is  middle  life,  for  it  hath  left  us 

A  nearer  good  to  cure  an  older  ill ; 
And  sweet  are  all  things,  when  we  learn  to  prize  them, 
Not  for  their  sake,  but  His,  who  grants  them  or  denies  them  I 


toef 


CHARLES  DIBDD). 

DiBDnr,  CRARLB8,  an  English  dramatist  and  writer  of  fcmgs,  bom 
at  Soothampton  in  1745 ;  died  in  1814.  He  was  destined  for  the 
Chnreh ;  bat  manifesting  a  talent  for  music,  he  went  to  London  at 
the  age  of  sixteen,  and  for  a  while  supported  himself  bj  oompos- 
iag  ballads  for  music-dealers  and  tuning  pianos.  He  was  engaged 
ia  seTeral  unsuccessful  theatrical  enterprises  until,  at  the  age  of 
forty-five,  he  instituted  a  sort  of  musical  entertainmenti  which  he 
odled  *'The  Whim  of  the  Moment,"  of  which  he  was  the  sole 
lotbor,  composer,  and  performer.  This  proved  successful,  and  he 
kept  op  this  and  similar  entertainments  until  1805,  when  he  retired 
from  professional  life,  having  received  a  government  pension  of 
£200.  He  wrote  nearly  fifty  dramatic  pieces,  none  of  which  attained 
a  permanent  success.  His  place  in  literature  rests  mainly  upon 
Us  sea  songs,  the  number  of  which  exceeds  1000.  The  best  known 
of  theee  are  ^*  Poor  Jack,"  and  **  Tom  Bowling,  **  written  upon  the 
death  of  hb  brother,  Thomas  Dibdin,  a  sea-captain. 

Sea  Soko. 

I  SAiLXD  in  the  good  ship  the  Kitty, 
With  a  smart  blowing  gale  and  rough  sea; 

Left  my  Polly,  the  lads  call  so  pretty. 
Safe  here  at  an  anchor.     Yo,  Yea  ! 

She  blubbered  salt  tears  when  we  parted. 
And  cried  **  Now  be  constant  to  me  I  '^ 

I  told  her  not  to  be  down-hearted. 
So  up  went  the  anchor.     Yo,  Yea  I 

And  from  that  time,  no  worse  nor  no  betteri 
I  've  thought  on  just  nothing  but  she. 

Nor  could  grog  nor  flip  make  me  forget  her,  — 
She 's  my  best  bower-anchor.     Yo,  Yea  I 

When  the  wind  whistled  larboard  and  starboard. 
And  the  storm  came  on  weather  and  lee, 

The  hope  I  with  her  should  be  harbored 
Was  my  cable  and  anchor.     Yo,  Yea  I 
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And  jety  mj  boys,  wonld  yon  believe  me  f 
I  retamed  with  no  rhino  from  sea ; 

Mistress  Polly  would  neyer  receive  me. 
So  again  I  heay'd  anchor.    Yo,  Yeal 


SoNQ:  Thb  Heabt  of  a  Tab. 

Ybt  though  I  Ve  no  fortune  to  offer, 
I  We  something  to  put  on  a  par ; 

Come,  then,  and  accept  of  my  proffer,  — 
T  is  the  kind  honest  heart  of  a  tar. 

Ne'er  let  such  a  trifle  as  this  is, 
Girls,  be  to  my  pleasure  a  bar ; 

You  '11  be  rich  though  't  is  only  in  kisses 
With  the  kind  honest  heart  of  a  tar. 

Besides,  I  am  none  of  your  ninnies ; 

The  next  time  1  come  from  afar, 
I  *11  give  you  a  lapf  ul  of  guineas, 

With  the  kind  honest  heart  of  a  tar. 

Your  lords,  with  such  fine  baby  faces, 
That  strut  in  a  garter  and  star,  — 

Have  they,  under  their  tambour  and  laces, 
The  kind  honest  heart  of  a  tar  ?  .  .  .  . 


PooB  Jack. 

Gk>  patter  to  lubbers  and  swabs,  a 'ye  see, 

'Bout  danger,  and  fear,  and  the  like  ; 
A  tight-water  boat  and  good  sea-room  give  me. 

And  it  ain't  to  a  little  I  '11  strike. 
Though  the  tempest  topgallant-mast  smack  smooth  should  smil 

And  shiver  each  splinter  of  wood, 
Clear  the  deck,  stow  the  yards,  and  house  everything  tight. 

And  under  reef  foresail  we  '11  scud : 
Avast  I  nor  don't  think  me  a  milksop  so  soft, 

To  be  taken  for  trifles  aback  ; 
For  they  say  there 's  a  Providence  sits  up  aloft^ 

To  keep  watch  for  the  life  of  poor  Jack  I 

I  heard  our  good  chaplain  palaver  one  day 

About  souls,  heaven,  mercy,  and  such ; 
And,  my  timbers  I  what  lingo  he  'd  ooil  and  bdajf 

Why.  't  was  all  one  to  me  as  Hiish  DoUki 


CHA&L£S  DIBDIN.  3509 

For  he  said  how  a  sparrow  can't  founder,  d  *jb  see, 

Without  orders  that  come  down  below ; 
And  a  many  fine  things  that  proved  clearly  to  me  oft 

That  Providence  takes  us  in  tow : 
For,  says  he,  do  you  mind  me,  let  storms  ne'er  so  ott 

Take  the  topsails  of  sailors  aback, 
There 's  a  sweet  little  cherub  that  sits  up  aloft. 

To  keep  watch  for  the  life  of  poor  Jack! 

I  said  to  our  Poll  (for  d  'ye  see,  she  would  cij 

When  last  we  weighed  anchor  for  sea), 
What  argufies  snivelling  and  piping  your  eye  ? 

Why,  what  a  young  fool  you  must  be ! 
Can't  you  see  the  world 's  wide,  and  there 's  room  for  us  id]. 

Both  for*8eamen  and  lubbers  ashore  ? 
And  so  if  to  old  Davy  I  go,  my  dear  Poll, 

Why,  you  never  will  hear  of  me  more. 
What,  then  ?  all 's  a  hazard :  come,  don't  be  so  soft; 

Perhaps  I  may,  laughing,  come  back ; 
For  d'  ye  see  ?  there 's  a  cherub  sits  smiling  aloft^ 

To  keep  watch  for  the  life  of  poor  Jack. 

D*  ye  mind  me  ?  a  sailor  should  be  every  inch 

All  as  one  as  a  piece  of  the  ship, 
And  with  her  brave  the  world,  without  offering  to  flinch, 

From  the  moment  the  anchor  's  a-trip. 
As  for  me,  in  all  weathers,  all  times,  sides,  and  ends. 

Naught 's  a  trouble  from  duty  that  springs ; 
For  my  heart  is  my  Poll's  and  my  rhino 's  my  friend's^ 

And  as  for  my  life,  't  is  the  King's. 
Even  when  my  time  comes,  ne'er  believe  me  so  soft ; 

As  for  grief  to  be  taken  aback ; 
For  the  same  little  cherub  that  sits  up  aloft 

Will  look  out  a  good  berth  for  poor  Jack. 

Tom  Bowling. 

Hebe,  a  sheer  hulk,  lies  poor  Tom  Bowling, 

The  darling  of  our  crew ; 
No  more  he  '11  hear  the  tempest  howling, 

For  Death  has  broached  him  to. 
His  form  was  of  the  manliest  beauty. 

His  heart  was  kind  and  soft ; 
Faithful  below  he  did  his  duty, 

But  now  he 's  gone  aloft. 
▼OL.  vn. — 18 
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Tom  neyer  from  his  word  departed^ 

His  virtues  were  so  rare; 
His  friends  were  many  and  trae-hearted. 

His  Poll  was  kind  and  fair : 
And  then  he  'd  sing  so  blithe  and  jolly; 

Ah,  many 's  the  time  and  oft ! 
But  mirth  is  turned  to  melancholy, 

For  Tom  is  gone  aloft. 

Yet  shall  poor  Tom  find  pleasant  weather, 

When  He  who  all  commands 
Shall  give,  to  call  life's  crew  together, 

The  word  to  pipe  all  hands. 
Thus  Death,  who  kings  and  tars  despatohei^ 

In  vain  Tom's  life  has  doffed ; 
For  though  his  body 's  under  hatoheSi 

His  soul  is  gone  aloft. 


The  Standing  Toast. 

(From  Dibdiu's  last  song.) 

The  moon  on  the  ocean  was  dimmed  by  a  ripple. 

Affording  a  checkered  delight. 
The  gay  jolly  tars  passed  the  word  for  the  tipple 

And  the  toast  —  for  't  was  Saturday  night : 
Some  sweetheart  or  wife  that  he  loved  as  his  life. 

Each  drank,  while  he  wished  he  could  hail  her; 
But  the  standing  toast  that  pleased  the  most 

Was  — The  wind  that  blows,  the  ship  that  goei. 

And  the  lass  that  loves  a  sailor  1  .  .  . 

Some  drank  our  queen,  and  some  our  land, 

Our  glorious  land  of  freedom  ! 
Some  that  our  tars  might  never  stand 

For  our  heroes  brave  to  lead  'em  ! 
That  beauty  in  distress  might  find 

Such  friends  as  ne'er  would  fail  her : 
But  the  standing  toast  that  pleased  the  most 

Was  —  The  wind  that  blows,  the  ship  that  goes. 

And  the  lass  that  loves  a  sailor! 
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CHARLES  DICKENS. 

• 

DiOEDra,  Charubs,  ad  English  novelist;  born  Febnuurj  7, 
1812 ;  died  Jane  9, 1870.  He  was  the  son  of  a  clerk  in  the  Navy 
Pay  OfBoe,  a  well-meauing  but  unpractical  man,  who  oould  not 
adjust  his  means  to  his  necessities.  Mr.  Dickens  was  at  length 
oonfined  in  the  Marshalsea  prison,  and  his  family  took  up  their 
residence  in  Camden  town.  When  Charles  was  nine  years 
old  he  was  placed  in  a  blacking  warehouse,  where  he  earned  six 
shillings  a  week.  In  this  neglected,  uncongenial,  irksome  way  of 
earning  a  scanty  living  he  continued  for  two  years.  A  small 
legacy  somewhat  improved  the  condition  of  the  family,  and  Charles 
was  tent  to  school ;  but  at  the  age  of  fifteen  he  was  engaged  at 
oAoe-boy  W  an  attorney  in  Gray's  Inn.  He  determined  to  become 
a  reporter,  and  after  mastering  the  difficulties  of  shorthand, 
obtained  employment  in  Doctors'  Commons  and  in  the  parliamen- 
tary gallery.  He  was  then  nineteen  years  of  age.  At  twenty- 
three  he  was  engaged  by  the  <' Morning  Chronicle." 

His  first  published  sketch,  ''  Mrs.  Joseph  Porter  over  the  Way,** 
appeared  in  1834.  This  was  succeeded  by  other  sketches,  with  the 
tignatoie  of  <*  I^z."  In  1836  Dickens  began  <<  The  Posthumous 
Papers  of  the  Pickwick  Club."  Before  the  completion  of  ^  Pick- 
wick," "  Oliver  Twist "  was  begun  in  "  Bentley's  Mfagasine."  "  Pick- 
wick "  appeared  in  book  form  in  1887,  <'  Oliver  Twist "  in  1838,  and 
"  Nicholas  Nickleby  "  in  1839.  Under  the  general  title  of  «« Master 
Hamphiey's  Clock," ''The  Old  Curiosity  Shop"  and  ''Bamaby 
Bodge"  were  published  in  monthly  numbers  in  184(X-41.  In  1842 
Dickens  visited  America,  sailing  for  Boston  in  January,  and  return- 
ing to  England  in  June.  On  his  return  he  published  ''American 
Notes  for  General  Circulation*'  (1842),  and  "Martin  Chuzzlewit" 
(lft43). 

"The  Christmas  Carol "(1843) was  the  first  of  his  popular  holi- 
day stories.  The  others  are  "  The  Chimes  • '  (1844),  *'  The  Cricket  on 
the  Hearth"  (184,^»),  "The  Battle  of  Life"  (1H46),  "The  Haunted 
Man"  a848),  '•Dr.  Marigold's  Prescription  "  (1865),  "Mugby  Juno- 
tion"  ri866),  and  "No  Thoroughfare"  (1867),  the  last  of  which 
was  writti>n  in  conjunction  with  Wilkie  Collins.  "Pictures  from 
Italv"  in  1846.  Next  came  *Dombey  and  Son"  (1847-48)  and 
«  David  Copperfield  "  (1849-50). 
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Dickens  now  established  the  weekly  periodical,  ^Household 
Words,"  in  which  his  "Child's  History  of  England"  (1852)  and 
«  Hard  Times  "  (1854)  were  published.  «  Bleak  House"  (1852-53) 
and  "  Little  Dorrit "  (1856-57)  appeared  serially.  In  consequence 
of  a  dispute  with  the  publishers  "Household  Words"  was  discon- 
tinued in  1859,  and  Dickens  established  another  weekly  publicar 
tion,  "All  the  Year  Kound,"  in  which  he  published  "A  Tale  of 
Two  Cities"  (1860),  "  Great  Expectations''  (1861),  and  "The  Un- 
commercial  Traveller."  "  Our  Mutual  Friend  "  (1864-65)  was  his 
last  completed  work,  "  The  Mystery  of  Edwin  Drood,"  begun  in 
April,  1870,  being  interrupted  by  his  death  in  June  of  that  year. 
During  the  last  years  of  his  life  Dickens  gave  frequent  readings 
from  his  own  works,  visiting  the  United  States  for  that  purpose 
in  1867-68,  and  giving  his  last  reading  in  England  in  March,  1870. 

Steerforth  and  Little  Em'ly. 

(From  "  David  Copperfield.") 

Steerforth  told  a  story  of  a  dismal  shipwreck  (which  arose 
out  of  his  talk  with  Mr.  Peggotty),  as  if  he  saw  it  all  before 
him  —  and  little  Eml'y's  eyes  were  fastened  on  him  all  the  time, 
as  if  she  saw  it  too.  He  told  us  a  merry  adventure  of  his  own, 
as  a  relief  to  that,  with  as  much  gayety  as  if  the  narrative  were 
as  fresh  to  him  as  it  was  to  us  —  and  little  Em'ly  laughed  until 
the  boat  rang  witli  the  musical  sounds,  and  we  all  laughed 
(Steerforth  too),  in  irresistible  sympathy  with  what  was  so  pleas- 
ant and  light-hearted.  He  got  Mr.  Peggotty  to  sing,  or  rather  to 
roar,  "  When  the  stormy  winds  do  blow,  do  blow,  do  blow ; "  and 
he  sang  a  sailor's  song  himself,  so  pathetically  and  beautifully, 
that  I  could  have  almost  fancied  that  the  real  wind  creeping 
sorrowfully  round  the  house,  and  murmuring  low  through  our 
unbroken  silence,  was  there  to  listen. 

As  to  Mrs.  Gummidge,  he  roused  that  victim  of  despondency 
with  a  success  never  attained  by  any  one  else  (so  Mr.  Peggotty 
informed  me),  since  the  decease  of  the  old  one.  He  left  her  so 
little  leisure  for  being  miserable,  that  she  said  next  day  she 
thought  she  must  have  been  bewitched. 

But  he  set  up  no  monopoly  of  the  general  attention,  or  the 
conversation.  Then  little  Em'ly  grew  more  courageous,  and 
talked  (but  still  bashfully)  across  the  fire  to  me,  of  our  old 
wanderings  upon  the  beach,  to  pick  up  shells  and  pebbles  ;  and 
when  I  asked  her  if  she  recollected  how  I  used  to  be  devoted  to 
her,  and  when  we  both  laughed  and  reddened,  casting  these 
looks  back  on  the  pleasant  old  times,  so  unreal  to  look  at  now. 
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he  was  silent  and  attentive,  and  observed  us  thonghtfolly.  She 
sat,  at  this  time,  and  all  the  evening,  on  the  old  locker  in  her 
old  little  corner  by  the  fire,  with  Ham  beside  her,  where  I  used 
to  sit.  I  could  not  satisfy  myself  whether  it  was  in  her  own 
little  tormenting  way,  or  in  a  maidenly  reserve  before  us,  that 
she  kept  quite  close  to  the  wall,  and  away  from  him;  but  I 
observed  that  she  did  so  all  the  evening. 

As  I  remember,  it  was  almost  midnight  when  we  took  our 
leave.  We  had  had  some  biscuit  ami  dried  fish  for  supper, 
and  Steerforth  had  produced  from  hi8  |)()cket  a  full  flask  of  Hol- 
lands, which  we  men  (I  may  say  we  men  now,  without  a  blush) 
had  emptied.  Wc  )mrted  merrily  ;  and  as  they  all  stood  crowded 
round  Uie  door  to  lijiht  us  as  far  as  they  could  upon  our  road,  I 
saw  the  sweet  blue  eyes  of  little  Em'ly  peeping  after  us,  from 
behind  Ham,  and  heard  lier  soft  voice  calling  to  us  to  be  careful 
how  we  went. 

"  A  most  engaging  little  beauty  ! "  said  Steerforth,  taking  my 
arm.  ^^  Well !  it 's  a  quaint  place,  and  they  arequaint  company  ; 
and  it 's  quite  a  new  sensation  to  mix  with  them." 

**  How  fortunate  we  are,  tt>o,"  I  returned,"  to  have  arrived  to 
witness  their  ha[>f>iness  in  tliat  intended  marriairo !  I  never  saw 
|>eople  so  happy.  How  deliijrhtful  to  see  it,  and  to  be  made  the 
sharers  in  their  honest  joy,  as  we  have  been  ! " 

"That's  rather  a  chuckle-headed  fellow  for  the  girl;  isn't 
he?"  said  Steerforth. 

He  had  l>een  so  hearty  with  me,  and  with  them  all,  that  I 
felt  a  shock  in  this  une.\|)ected  and  cold  reply.  But  turning 
quickly  upon  him,  and  seeing  a  laugh  in  his  eyes,  I  answered, 
much  relieved:  — 

*'  Ah,  Steerforth  !  It 's  well  for  you  to  joke  about  the  poor ! 
You  may  skirmish  witli  Miss  Dartle,  or  try  to  hide  your  sym- 
pathies in  jest  from  ni(\  hut  I  know  better.  When  I  see  how 
|«»rfectly  you  understand  them,  liow  exquisitely  you  can  enter 
into  happiness  like  this  plain  lisherman*s,  or  humor  a  love  like 
niy  old  nurse's,  I  know  that  there  is  not  a  joy  or  sorrow, not  an 
«*motion,  of  such  a  peoph^  that  <*an  Uq  indifferent  to  you.  And  I 
admire  and  love  you  for  it,Steerfortli,  twenty  times  the  more!" 

He  stop|)ed.  and  lookiui?  in  my  face,  said:  ••  Daisy,  I  believe 
you  are  in  earnest,  and  are  goo<i.  I  wish  we  all  were!"  Next 
moment  he  was  trayly  sinuring  Mr.  Peggotty's  song,  as  we  walked 
at  a  round  pace  back  to  Yarmouth. 

Steerforth  and  I  stayed  for  more  than  a  fortnight  in  that  part 
of  the  country.     We  were  very  much  together,  I  need  not  say ; 
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but  ocoadonanj  we  were  asunder  for  some  hours  at  a  time.  He 
was  a  good  sailor,  and  I  was  but  an  indi£Ferent  one ;  and  when 
we  went  out  boating  with  Mr.  Peggotty,  which  was  a  favorite 
amusement  of  his,  I  generally  remained  ashore.  My  occupation 
of  Peggotty's  spai*e-room,  put  a  constraint  upon  me,  from  which 
he  was  free ;  for,  knowing  how  assiduously  she  attended  on  Mr. 
Barkis  all  day,  I  did  not  like  to  remain  out  late  at  night:  whereas 
Steerforth,  lying  at  the  Inn,  had  nothing  to  consult  but  his  own 
humor.  Thus  it  came  about  that  I  heard  of  his  making  little  treats 
for  the  fishermen  at  Mr.  Peggotty's  house  of  call,  ^^  The  Willing 
Mind/'  after  I  was  in  bed,  and  of  his  being  afloat,  wrapped 
in  fisherman's  clothes,  whole  moonlight  nights,  and  coming  back 
when  the  morning  tide  was  at  flood.  By  this  time,  however,  I 
knew  that  his  restless  nature  and  bold  spirits  delighted  to  find  a 
Tent  in  rough  toil  and  hard  weather,  as  in  any  other  means  of 
excitement  that  presented  itself  freshly  to  him ;  so  none  of  his 
proceedings  surprised  me. 

Another  cause  of  our  being  sometimes  apart  was,  that  I  had 
naturally  an  interest  in  going  over  to  Blunderstone,  and  revisit- 
ing the  old  familiar  scenes  of  my  childhood ;  while  Steerforth, 
after  being  there  once,  had  naturally  no  great  interest  in  going 
there  again.  Hence,  on  three  or  four  days  that  I  can  at  once 
recall,  we  went  our  several  ways  after  an  early  breakfast,  and 
met  again  at  a  late  dinner.  I  had  no  idea  how  he  employed  his 
time  in  the  interval,  beyond  a  general  knowledge  that  he  was 
very  popular  in  the  place,  and  had  twenty  means  of  actively 
diverting  himself  where  another  man  might  not  have  found  one. 

One  dark  evening,  when  I  was  later  than  usual  —  for  I  had 
that  day  been  making  my  parting  visit  to  Blunderstone,  as  we 
were  now  about  to  return  home  —  I  found  him  alone  in  Mr.  Peg- 
gotty's house,  sitting  thoughtfully  before  the  fire.  He  was  so 
intent  upon  his  own  reflections,  that  he  was  quite  unconscious  of 
my  approach.  This,  indeed,  he  might  easily  have  been  if  he  had 
been  less  absorbed,  for  footsteps  fell  noiselessly  on  the  sandy 
ground  outside;  but  even  my  entrance  failed  to  rouse  him.  I 
was  standing  close  to  him,  looking  at  him ;  and  still,  with  a  heavy 
brow,  he  was  lost  in  his  meditations. 

He  gave  such  a  start  when  I  put  my  hand  upon  his  shoulder, 
that  he  made  me  start  too. 

"  You  come  upon  me,"  he  said,  almost  angrily,  "  like  a  re- 
proachful ghost ! " 

"I  was  obliged  to  annoi]ncr»  myself  somehow,"  I  replied. 
•*Have  I  called  you  down  from  the  stars?" 
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«« No,*'  he  answered.    «  No.'' 

^  Up  from  anywhere,  then  T  "  said  I,  taking  my  seat  near  him. 

^  I  was  looking  at  the  pictures  in  the  fire,"  he  returned. 

^  But  you  are  spoiling  them  for  me,"  said  I,  as  he  stirred  it 
qniekly  with  a  piece  of  burning  wood,  striking  out  of  it  a  train 
of  redact  sparks  that  went  careering  up  the  little  chimney,  and 
roaring  out  into  the  air. 

^  You  would  not  hare  seen  them,"  he  returned.  ^  I  detest 
this  mongrel  time,  neither  day  nor  night.  How  late  you  are ! 
Where  have  you  been  ? " 

^  I  have  been  taking  leave  of  my  usual  walk,"  said  L 

*^  And  I  have  been  sitting  here,"  said  Steerforth,  glancing 
roond  the  room,  ^^  thinking  that  all  the  people  we  found  so  glad 
on  the  night  of  our  coming  down  might  —  to  judge  from  the 
present  wasted  air  of  the  place  —  be  dispersed,  or  dead,  or  come 
to  I  don't  know  what  harm.  David,  I  wish  to  Ood  I  had  had  a 
judicious  father  these  last  twenty  years." 

^  My  dear  Steerforth,  what  is  the  matter  T" 

^  I  wish  with  all  my  soul  I  had  been  better  guided ! "  he  ex- 
claimed.   ^  I  wish  with  all  my  soul  I  could  guide  myself  better! " 

There  was  a  passionate  dejection  in  his  manner  that  quite 
amazed  me.  He  was  more  unlike  himself  than  I  could  have 
supposed  possible. 

*^  It  would  be  better  to  be  this  poor  Peggotty,  or  his  lout  of 
a  nephew,"  he  said,  getting  up  and  leaning  moodily  against  the 
chimney-piece,  with  his  face  toward  the  fire,  ^^  than  to  be  myself, 
twenty  times  richer  and  twenty  times  wiser,  and  to  be  the  tor- 
ment to  myself  that  I  have  been,  in  this  DcviPs  bark  of  a  boat, 
within  the  last  half-hour  ! " 

I  was  so  confounded  by  the  alteration  in  him,  that  at  first  I 
eonld  only  observe  him  in  silence,  as  he  stood  leaning  his  head 
upon  his  hand,  and  looking  gloomily  down  at  the  fire.  At 
length  I  begged  him,  with  all  the  earnestness  I  felt,  to  tell  me 
what  had  occurred  to  cross  him  so  unusually,  and  to  let  me 
sympathiie  with  him,  if  I  could  not  hope  to  advise  him.  Before 
I  had  well  concluded,  he  began  to  laugh  —  fretfully  at  first,  but 
•oon  with  returning  gayety. 

**  Tut,  it 's  nothing,  Daisy  !  nothing !  "  he  replied.  "  I  told 
you  at  the  inn  in  London  I  am  heavy  company  for  myself  some- 
times. I  have  been  a  nightmare  to  myself  just  now  —  must 
have  had  one,  I  think.  At  odd,  dull  times,  nursery  tales  came 
mp  into  the  memory  unrecognized  for  what  they  are.     I  betttft 
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I  have  been  confounding  myself  with  the  bad  boy  who  *•  did  n't 
oare/  and  became  food  for  lions  — -  a  grander  kind  of  going  to  the 
dogs,  I  suppose.  What  old  women  call  the  horrors  have  been 
creeping  over  me  from  head  to  foot.   I  have  been  afraid  of  myself." 

^*  You  are  afraid  of  nothing  else,  I  think,"  said  I. 

^^  Perhaps  not,  and  yet  may  have  enough  to  be  afraid  of  too," 
he  answered.  "  Well !  So  it  goes  by !  I  am  not  about  to  be 
hipped  again,  David  ;  but  I  tell  you,  my  good  fellow,  once  more, 
that  it  would  have  been  well  for  me  (and  for  more  than  me)  if  I 
had  had  a  steadfast  and  judicious  father ! " 

His  face  was  always  full  of  expression,  but  I  never  saw  it 
express  such  a  dark  kind  of  earnestness  as  when  he  said  these 
words,  with  his  glance  bent  on  the  fire. 

'^  So  much  for  that ! "  he  said,  making  as  if  he  tossed  some- 
thing light  into  the  air  with  his  hand. 

a  i  Why,  being  gone,  I  am  a  man  again/ 

like  Macbeth.  And  now  for  dinner,  if  I  have  not  (Macbeth- 
like) broken  up  the  feast  with  most  admired  disorder,  Daisy." 

"  But  where  are  they  all,  I  wonder  ?  "  said  I. 

*'  God  knows,"  said  Steerforth.  "  After  strolling  to  the 
ferry  looking  for  you,  I  strolled  in  here  and  found  the  place 
deserted.     That  set  me  thinking,  and  you  found  me  thinking." 

The  advent  of  Mrs.  Gummidge  with  a  basket  explained  how 
the  house  had  happened  to  be  empty.  She  had  hurried  out  to 
buy  something  that  was  needed  against  Mr.  Peggotty's  return 
with  the  tide,  and  had  left  the  door  open  in  the  meanwhile,  lest 
Ham  and  little  Em'ly,  with  whom  it  was  an  early  night,  should 
come  home  while  she  was  gone.  Steerforth,  after  very  much 
improving  Mrs.  Gummidge's  spirits  by  a  cheerful  salutation  and 
a  jocose  embrace,  took  my  arm,  and  hurried  me  away. 

He  had  improved  his  own  spirits  no  less  than  Mrs.  Gum- 
midge's,  for  they  were  again  at  their  usual  flow,  and  he  was  full 
of  vivacious  conversation  as  we  went  along. 

"  And  so,"  he  said,  gayly, "  we  abandon  this  buccaneer  life  to- 
morrow, do  we  ?  " 

**  So  we  agreed,"  I  returned.  "  And  our  places  by  the  coach 
are  taken,  you  know." 

"  Ay  ;  there 's  no  help  for  it,  I  suppose  "  said  Steerforth.     "  I 
have  almost  forgotten  that  there  is  anything  to  do  in  the  world 
but  to  go  out  tossing  on  the  sea  here.     I  wish  there  was  not." 
As  long  as  the  novelty  should  last,"  said  I^  laughing. 
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*^  Like  enough,'*  he  returned  ;  ^^  though  there 's  a  sarcastic 
meaning  in  that  olieervation,  for  an  amiable  piece  of  innocence 
like  my  young  friend !  Well !  I  dare  say  I  am  a  capricious 
fellow,  David.  I  know  I  am ;  but  while  the  iron  m  hot,  I  can 
strike  it  vigorously  too.  I  could  pass  a  reasonably  good  exami- 
nation already,  as  a  pilot  in  these  waters,  I  think." 

•*  Mr.  Peggotty  suys  you  are  a  wonder,"  I  returned. 

**  A  nautical  phenomenon,  eh  ?  "  laughed  Steerforth. 

"  Indeed  he  does,  and  you  know  how  truly  ;  knowing  how 
ardent  you  are  in  any  pursuit  you  follow,  and  how  easily  you  can 
master  it  And  that  amazes  me  most  in  you,  Steerforth  —  that 
you  should  be  contented  with  such  fitful  uses  of  your  powers." 

**  Contented  ?  "  he  answered,  merrily.  "  I  am  never  con- 
tented, except  with  your  freshness,  my  gentle  Daisy.  As  to  fit- 
fulness,  I  have  never  learned  the  art  of  binding  myself  to  any 
of  the  wheels  on  which  the  Ixions  of  these  days  are  turning 
round  and  round.  I  missed  it  somehow  in  a  bad  apprenticeship, 
and  now  don*t  care  about  it.  You  know  I  have  bought  a  boat 
down  here  ?  " 

**  What  an  extraordinary  fellow  you  are,  Steerforth!  "  I  ex- 
claimed, stopping — for  this  was  the  first  I  had  heard  of  it. 
**  When  you  may  never  care  to  come  near  the  place  again  !" 

*'  I  dun't  know  that,"  he  returned.  "  1  have  taken  a  fancy  to 
the  place.  At  all  events,"  walking  me  briskly  on,  '*  I  have  bought 
a  boat  that  was  for  sale  —  a  clip|>er,  Mr.  Peggotty  says;  and  so 
gbe  in  —  and  Mr.  Pe^^rotty  will  l)e  master  of  her  in  my  absence." 

"Now  I  understand  you,  Steerforth,"  said  I.  exultingly. 
•*You  pretend  to  have  bought  it  for  yourself,  but  you  have 
really  done  so  to  confer  a  benefit  on  him.  I  might  have  known 
as  much  at  first,  knowing  you.  My  dear  kind  Steerforth,  how 
can  I  tell  you  what  I  think  of  your  >renerosity." 

^•Tiish!"  he  answered,  turning  red.  *'The  less  said  the 
better." 

**  Did  n't  I  know  ?"  cried  I,  **  did  n't  1  say  that  there  was  not 
a  jov,  or  sorrow,  or  any  emotion  of  such  honest  hearts  that  was 
indifferent  to  vou  ?  " 

m  

**  Ay,  ay,"  he  answered,  "  you  told  me  all  that.  There  let  it 
rest.     We  have  said  enough  I " 

Afraid  of  offendinp:  him  by  pursuing  the  subject  when  he 
made  so  light  of  it,  I  only  pursued  it  in  my  thoughts  as  we  went 
on  at  even  a  quicker  pace  than  lK?fore. 

^  She  must  be  newly  rigged,"  sx»id  Steerforth,  ^  and  I  shall 
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leave  Littimer  behind  to  see  it  done,  that  I  may  know  she  is 
quite  complete.    Did  I  tell  you  Littimer  had  come  down  ?" 

"  No." 

^^  Oh,  yes !  came  down  this  morning,  with  a  letter  from  mj 
mother." 

As  our  looks  met,  I  observed  that  he  was  pale  even  to  his 
lips,  though  he  looked  very  steadily  at  me.  I  feared  that  some 
difference  between  him  and  his  mother  might  have  led  to  his 
being  in  the  frame  of  mind  in  which  I  had  found  him  at  the 
solitary  fireside.     I  hinted  so. 

^^  Oh  no ! "  he  said,  shaking  his  head,  and  giving  a  slight 
laugh.  ^^  Nothing  of  the  sort !  Yes.  He  is  come  down,  that 
man  of  mine." 

"  The  same  as  ever  ?  "  said  I. 

^^The  same  as  ever,"  said  Steerforth.  ^^  Distant  and  quiet  as 
the  North  Pole.  He  shall  see  to  the  boat  being  fresh  named. 
She 's  the  *  Stormy  Petrel '  now.  What  does  Mr.  Peggotty  care 
for  Stormy  Petrels  !     I  '11  have  her  christened  again." 

**  By  what  name  ?  "  I  asked. 

.  **  The  *  Little  Em'ly.'  " 

As  he  had  continued  to  look  steadily  at  me,  I  took  it  as  a  re- 
minder that  he  objected  to  being  extolled  for  his  consideration.  I 
could  not  help  showing  in  my  face  how  much  it  pleased  me,  but  I 
said  little,  and  he  resumed  his  usual  smile  and  seemed  relieved. 

^^  But  see  here,"  he  said,  looking  before  us,  ^^  where  the  origi- 
nal little  Em'ly  comes  !  And  that  fellow  with  her,  eh  ?  Upon 
my  soul  he  's  a  true  knight.     He  never  leaves  her !  " 

Ham  was  a  boat-builder  in  these  days,  having  improved  a 
natural  ingenuity  in  that  handicraft,  until  he  had  become  a 
skilled  workman.  He  was  in  his  working-dress,  and  looked 
rugged  enough,  but  manly  withal,  and  a  very  fit  protector  for 
the  blooming  little  creature  at  his  side.  Indeed,  there  was  a 
frankness  in  his  face,  an  honesty,  and  an  undisguised  show  of 
his  pride  in  her,  and  his  love  for  her,  which  were,  to  me,  the 
best  of  good  looks.  I  thought,  as  they  came  toward  us,  that 
they  were  well  matched  even  in  that  particular.  She  withdrew 
her  hand  timidly  from  his  arm  as  we  stopped  to  speak  to  them, 
and  blushed  as  she  gave  it  to  Steerforth  and  to  me.  When  they 
passed  on,  after  we  had  exchanged  a  few  words,  she  did  not  like 
to  replace  that  hand,  but,  still  appearing  timid  and  constrained, 
walked  by  herself.  I  thought  all  this  very  pretty  and  engaging, 
and  Steerforth  seemed  to  think  so  too,  as  we  looked  after  tfaem 
fading  away  in  the  light  of  a  young  moon. 
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I  wms  rarprised  when  I  eame  to  Mr.  Barkis's  honae  to  find 
Him  wmlking  up  and  down  in  front  of  it,  and  still  more  tur^ 
prised  to  learn  from  him  that  little  Em^lj  was  inside.  I  natn* 
rally  inquired  whj  he  was  not  there  too,  instead  of  pacing  the 
streets  bj  himself. 

^Why,  you  see,  MasV  Davy,**  he  rejoined,  in  a  hesitating 
manner,  ^  Emly,  she 's  talking  to  some  'un  in  here.'* 

^  I  should  have  thought,"  said  I,  smiling,  ^  that  that  was  a 
reason  for  your  being  in  here  too.  Ham." 

*^  Well,  Mas'r  Davy,  in  a  general  way,  so  *t  would  be,"  he  re- 
turned ;  ^  but  look  'ee  here,  Mas'r  Davy,"  lowering  his  Toioe^ 
and  speaking  very  gravely.  *^It's  a  young  woman,  sir  —  a 
young  woman  that  EmUy  knowed  once,  and  doen't  ought  to 
know  no  more." 

When  I  heard  these  words,  a  light  began  to  fall  upon  the 
figure  I  had  seen  following  them,  some  hours  ago. 

^  It 's  a  poor  wurem,  MasV  Davy,"  said  Ham,  ^  as  is  trod 
under  foot  by  all  the  town.  Up  street  and  down  street.  The 
mowld  o*  the  churchyard  don't  hold  any  that  the  folk  shrink 
away  from,  more." 

**I>id  1  see  her  to-night,  Ham,  on  the  sands,  after  we  met  you f 

^Keeping  us  in  sight?"  said  Ham.  ^^It's  like  you  did, 
Mas*r  Davy.  Not  that  I  know'd  then  she  was  theer,  sir,  but 
along  of  her  creeping  soon  afterward  under  Em'ly's  little  winder, 
when  she  see  the  light  come,  and  whisp'ring  ^  Em'ly,  Emiy,  for 
Christ's  sake,  have  a  woman's  heart  toward  me.  I  was  once 
like  you ! '    Those  was  solemn  words,  MasV  Davy,  fur  to  hear ! " 

•♦They  were,  indeed.  Ham.     What  did  Em'Jy  do  ?" 

^  Says  Em'ly,  '  Martha,  is  it  you  T  Oh,  Martha,  can  it  be 
700 ! '  —  for  they  had  sat  at  work  together,  many  a  day,  at  Mr. 
OmerV" 

^  I  recollect  her  now ! "  cried  I,  recalling  one  of  the  two  prls 
I  had  seen  when  I  first  went  there.    ^^  I  recollect  her  quite  well." 

^  Martha  Endell ! "  said  Ham.  ^  Two  or  three  year  older 
than  Emiy,  but  was  at  schoi)l  with  her.** 

^  I  never  heard  her  name,'*  said  I.    ^  I  did  n*t  mean  to  in« 

ierrupt  you." 

**  For  the  matter  o'  that,  Mas'r  Davy,*'  replied  Ham,  "  all 's 
told  a'most  in  them  words,  *  Em'ly,  Em*ly,  for  Christ's  sake 
have  a  woman's  heart  toward  me.  I  was  once  like  you  !'  She 
wanted  to  speak  to  Em'ly.  Em*ly  could  n't  speak  to  her  there, 
lor  her  loving  uncle  was  come  home,  and  he  wouldn't  —  no. 
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Has'r  Davy,"  said  Ham,  with  great  earnestness,  "  he  could  n't, 
kind-natured,  tender-hearted  as  he  is,  see  them  two  together, 
side  by  side,  for  all  the  treasures  that 's  wrecked  in  the  sea." 

I  felt  how  true  this  was.  I  knew  it,  on  the  instant,  quite  as 
well  as  Ham. 

"  So  Em'ly  writes  in  pencil  on  a  bit  of  paper,"  he  pursued, 
**  and  gives  it  to  her  out  o'  window  to  bring  here.  *  Show  that,' 
she  says, '  to  my  aunt,  Mrs.  Barkis,  and  she  '11  set  you  down  by 
her  fire,  for  the  love  of  me,  till  uncle  is  gone  out,  and  I  can  come.' 
By  and  by  she  tells  me  what  I  tell  you,  Mas'r  Davy,  and  asks  me 
to  bring  her.  What  can  I  do  ?  She  doen't  ought  to  know  any 
such,  but  I  can't  deny  her,  when  the  tears  is  on  her  face." 

He  put  his  hand  into  the  breast  of  his  shaggy  jacket,  and 
took  out  with  great  care  a  pretty  little  purse. 

"  And  if  I  could  deuy  her  when  the  tears  was  on  her  face, 
Mas'r  Davy,"  said  Ham,  tenderly  adjusting  it  on  the  rough  palm 
of  his  hand, "  how  could  I  deny  her  when  she  give  me  this  to 
carry  for  her  —  knowing  what  she  brought  it  for?  Such  a  toy 
as  it  is ! "  said  Ham,  thoughtfully  looking  on  it.  **  With  such 
a  little  money  in  it,  Em'ly,  my  dear ! " 

I  shook  him  warmly  by  the  hand  when  he  had  put  it  away 
again  —  for  that  was  more  satisfactory  to  me  than  saying  any- 
thing—  and  we  walked  up  and  down,  for  a  minute  or  two,  in 
silence.  The  door  opened  then,  and  Peggotty  appeared,  beckon- 
ing to  Ham  to  come  in.  I  would  have  kept  away,  but  she  came 
after  me,  entreating  me  to  come  in  too.  Even  then,  I  would 
have  avoided  the  room  where  they  all  were,  but  for  its  being  the 
neat  tiled  kitchen  I  have  mentioned  more  than  once.  The  door 
opening  immediately  into  it,  I  found  myself  among  them,  before 
I  considered  whither  I  was  going. 

The  girl  —  the  same  I  had  seen  upon  the  sands  — was  near 
the  fire.  She  was  sitting  on  the  ground,  with  her  head  and  one 
arm  lying  on  a  chair.  I  fancied,  from  the  disposition  of  her 
figure,  that  Em'ly  had  but  newly  risen  from  the  chair,  and  that 
the  forlorn  head  might  perhaps  have  been  lying  on  her  lap.  I 
saw  but  little  of  the  girl's  face,  over  which  her  hair  fell  loose 
and  scattered,  as  if  she  had  been  disordering  it  with  her  own 
hands ;  but  I  saw  that  she  was  young,  and  of  a  fair  complexion. 
Peggotty  had  been  crying.  So  had  little  Em'ly.  Not  a  word 
was  spoken  when  we  first  went  in  ;  and  the  Dutch  clock  by  the 
dresser  seemed,  in  the  silence,  to  tick  twice  as  loud  as  usual. 

Em'ly  spoke  first. 
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^  Martha  wants,*'  she  said  to  Ham,  ^^  to  go  to  London.'' 

**  Why  to  Loudon  ?  "  returned  Ham. 

He  stood  between  them,  looking  on  the  prostrate  girl  with  a 
mixture  of  compassion  for  her,  and  of  jealousy  of  her  holding 
any  companionship  with  her  whom  he  loved  so  well,  which  I 
hare  always  remembered  distinctly.  They  both  spoke  as  if  she 
were  ill ;  in  a  soit,  suppressed  tone  that  was  plainly  heard, 
although  it  hardly  rose  above  a  whisper. 

^Better  there  than  here,"  said  a  third  voice  aloud  —  Mar- 
ia's, though  she  did  not  move.  ^^  No  one  knows  me  there. 
Everybody  knows  me  here." 

"What  will  she  do  there  ?"  inquired  Ham. 

She  lifted  up  her  head,  und  looked  darkly  round  at  him  for  a 
.xnoment;  then  laid  it  down  again,  and  curved  her  right  arm 
^ibout  her  neck,  as  a  woman  in  a  fever,  or  in  an  agony  of  pain 
:lrom  a  shot,  might  twist  herself. 

"She  will  try  to  do  well,"  said  little  Em'ly.  "You  don't 
Jmow  what  she  has  said  to  us.     Does  he  —  do  they  —  aunt  ?" 

Peggotty  shook  her  head  compassionately. 

"  I  '11  try,"  said  Martha,  "  if  you  '11  help  me  away.  I  never 
^5an  do  worse  than  I  have  done  here.  I  may  do  better.  Oh  !" 
^ith  a  dreadful  shiver,  "  take  me  out  of  these  streets,  where  the 
^hole  town  knows  me  from  a  child  ! " 

As  Em'ly  held  out  her  hand  to  Ham,  I  saw  him  put  in  it  a 
little  canvas  bag.  She  took  it,  as  if  she  thought  it  were  her 
parse,  and  made  a  step  or  two  forward  ;  but  finding  her  mistake, 
came  back  to  where  he  had  retired  near  me,  and  showed  it  to 
him. 

"  It's  all  youm,  Em'ly,"  I  could  hear  him  say.  "I  haven't 
nowt  in  all  the  wureld  that  ain't  yourn,  my  dear.  It  ain't  of  no 
delight  to  me,  except  for  you  !  " 

The  tears  rose  freshly  in  her  eyes,  but  she  turned  away  and 
went  to  Martha.  What  she  gave  her,  I  don't  know  :  I  saw  her 
stooping  over  her,  and  puttinpr  money  in  her  bosom.  She  whis- 
pered something,  as  she  asked  was  that  enough  ?  "  More  than 
enough,"  the  other  said,  and  took  her  hand  and  kissed  it. 

Then  Martha  arose,  and  <ratl»orinjr  lior  shawl  about  her,  cover- 
ing her  face  with  it,  and  woepinjr  aloud,  went  slowly  to  the  door. 
She  stopped  a  moment  before  proinp:  ont,  as  if  she  would  have 
uttered  somethinjr  or  turned  back  ;  but  no  words  passed  her  lips. 
Makinjr  the  same  low,  dreary,  wretched  moaning  in  her  shawl, 
Bhe  went  away. 
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As  the  door  closed,  little  Emiy  looked  at  as  three  in  a  hurried 
manner,  and  then  hid  her  face  in  her  hands  and  fell  to  sobbing. 

^^  Doen't,  Em'lj, ''  said  Ham,  tapping  her  gently  on  the  shoul- 
der.   "  Doen't,  my  dear !    You  doeu't  ought  to  cry  so,  pretty !  ^ 

<^  Oh,  Ham  !  "  she  exclaimed,  still  weeping  pitifully.  ^  I  am 
not  as  good  a  girl  as  I  ought  to  be !  I  know  I  have  not  the 
thankful  heart  sometimes  I  ought  to  have ! '' 

**  Yes,  yes,  you  have,  I  'm  sure,"  said  Ham. 

^^  No !  no !  no ! "  cried  little  Em'ly,  sobbing,  and  shaking  her 
head.  ^^  I  am  not  as  good  a  girl  as  I  ought  to  be !  Not  near  1 
not  near !  '* 

And  still  she  cried,  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 

"  I  try  your  love  too  much,  I  know  I  do  !  "  she  sobbed.  "  I  'm 
often  cross  to  you,  and  changeable  with  you,  when  I  ought  to 
be  far  different.  You  are  never  so  to  me.  Why  am  I  ever  so 
to  you,  when  I  should  think  of  nothing  but  how  to  be  grateful, 
and  to  make  you  happy ! " 

^  You  always  make  me  so,''  said  Ham.  ^  Hy  dear !  I  am 
quite  happy  in  the  sight  of  you.  I  am  happy  all  day  long,  in 
tike  thoughts  of  you." 

^  Ah !  that 's  not  enough ! "  she  cried.  ^^  That  is  because 
you  are  good ;  not  because  I  am  !  Oh,  my  dear,  it  might  have 
been  a  better  fortune  for  you,  if  you  had  been  fond  of  some  one 
else  —  of  some  one  steadier  and  much  worthier  than  me,  who  was 
all  bound  up  in  you,  and  never  vain  and  changeable  like  me." 

"Poor  little  tender-heart,"  said  Ham,  in  a  low  voice. 
^  Martha  has  overset  her  altogether." 

"  Please,  aunt,"  sobbed  Em'ly, "  come  here,  and  let  me  lay  my 
head  upon  you.  Oh,  I  am  very  miserable  to-night,  aunt !  Oh,  I 
am  not  as  good  a  girl  as  I  ought  to  be.     I  am  not,  I  know  !  " 

Peggotty  had  hastened  to  the  chair  before  the  fire.  Em'ly, 
with  her  arms  around  her  neck,  kneeled  by  her,  looking  up  most 
earnestly  into  her  face. 

"  Oh,  pray,  aunt,  try  to  help  me !  Ham,  dear,  try  to  help 
me !  Mr.  David,  for  the  sake  of  old  times,  do,  please,  try  to  help 
me  !  I  want  to  be  a  better  girl  than  I  am.  I  want  to  feel  a  hun- 
dred times  more  thankful  than  I  do.  I  want  to  feel  more,  what 
a  blessed  thing  it  is  to  be  the  wife  of  a  good  man,  and  to  lead  a 
peaceful  life.     Oh,  me  I    Ob,  me !     Oh,  my  heart,  my  heart ! " 

She  dropped  her  face  on  my  old  nurse's  breast,  and,  ceasing 
this  supplication,  which,  in  its  agony  and  grief,  was  half  a 
woman's,  half  a  child's,  as  all  her  manner  was  (being,  in  that, 
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more  nataral,  and  better  suited  to  her  beauty,  as  I  thought,  than 
any  other  manner  could  hare  been),  wept  silently,  while  my  old 
nnne  hushed  her  like  an  infant. 

She  got  calmer  by  degrees,  and  then  we  soothed  her ;  now 
talking  encouragingly,  and  now  jesting  a  little  with  her,  until 
she  began  to  raise  her  head  and  speak  to  ua  So  we  got  on, 
until  she  was  able  to  smile,  and  then  to  laugh,  and  then  to  sit 
up,  half  ashamed ;  while  Peggotty  recalled  her  stray  ringlets, 
dried  her  eyes,  and  made  her  neat  again,  lest  her  uncle  should 
wonder,  when  she  got  home,  why  his  darling  had  been  crying. 

I  saw  her  do  that  night,  what  I  had  never  seen  her  do  before. 
I  saw  her  innocently  kiss  her  chosen  husband  on  the  cheek,  and 
creep  close  to  his  bluff  form,  as  if  it  were  her  best  support. 
When  they  went  away  together,  in  the  waning  moonlight,  and  I 
looked  after  them,  comparing  their  departure  in  my  mind  with 
Martha*s,  I  saw  that  she  held  his  arm  with  both  her  hands,  and 
still  kept  close  to  him. 

A  Losa 

(From  "  IHrid  Copperfield.") 

I  GOT  down  to  Yarmouth  in  the  evening,  and  went  to  the  inn. 
I  knew  that  Peggotty*s  spare  room  —  my  room  —  was  likely  to 
have  occu|)ation  enough  in  a  little  while  if  that  great  Visitor, 
before  whose  presence  all  the  living  must  give  place,  were  not 
already  in  the  house ;  so  I  betook  myself  to  the  inn,  and  dined 
there,  and  engaged  my  bed. 

It  was  ten  o^clock  when  I  went  out.  Many  of  the  shops  were 
shut,  and  the  town  was  dull.  When  I  came  to  Omer  and 
Joram*s  I  found  the  shutters  up,  but  the  shop-door  standing 
open.  As  I  could  obtain  a  perspective  view  of  Mr.  Omer  inside, 
smoking  his  pipe  by  the  parlor-door,  I  entered  and  asked  him 
how  he  was. 

**  Why,  bless  my  life  and  soul !"  said  Mr.  Omer,  ^' how  do  yon 
find  yourself  ?    Take  a  seat.     Smoke  not  disagreeable,  I  hope  ?  *• 

"  By  no  means,"  said  I.    "  I  like  it  —  in  somebody  else's  pipe.** 

**  What,  not  in  your  own,  eh?"  Mr.  Omer  returned,  laugh- 
ing. "  All  the  better,  sir.  Bad  habit  for  a  young  man.  Take 
a  seat.     I  smoke,  mvsolf,  for  the  asthma." 

Mr.  Omer  had  made  room  for  me,  and  placed  a  chair.  He 
now  sat  down  af?ain  very  much  out  of  bn»ath,  gasping  at  his  pipe 
as  if  it  contained  a  supply  of  that  necessary,  without  which  he 
must  perish. 
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**  I  am  sorry  to  have  heard  bad  news  of  Mr.  Barkis,"  said  I. 

Mr.  Oiner  looked  at  me  with  a  steady  countenance,  and  shook 
his  head. 

"  Do  you  know  how  he  is  to-night  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  The  very  question  I  should  have  put  to  you,  sir,"  returned 
Mr.  Omer,  "  but  on  account  of  delicacy.  It 's  one  of  the  draw- 
backs of  our  line  of  business.  When  a  party  's  ill  we  ean^t  ask 
how  the  party  is." 

The  difficulty  had  not  occurred  to  me ;  though  I  had  had  my 
apprehensions  too,  when  I  went  in,  of  hearing  the  old  tune.  On 
its  being  mentioned,  I  recognized  it,  however,  and  said  as  much. 

"  Yes,  yes,  you  understand,"  said  Mr.  Omer,  nodding  his  head. 
"  We  dursn't  do  it  Bless  you,  it  would  be  a  shock  that  the 
generality  of  parties  might  n't  recover,  to  say, '  Omer  and  Joram's 
compliments,  and  how  do  you  find  yourself  this  morning?'  —  or 
this  afternoon  —  as  it  may  be." 

Mr.  Omer  and  I  nodded  at  each  other,  and  Mr.  Omer  re- 
cruited his  wind  by  the  aid  of  his  pipe. 

"  It's  one  of  the  things  that  cut  the  trade  oflF  from  attentions 
they  could  often  wish  to  show,"  said  Mr.  Omer.  "  Take  myself. 
If  I  have  known  Barkis  a  year,  to  move  to  as  he  went  by,  I  have 
known  him  forty  year.     But  /can't  go  and  say, '  how  is  he  ?'" 

I  felt  it  was  rather  hard  on  Mr.  Omer,  and  1  told  him  so. 

"I'm  not  more  self-interested,  1  hope,  than  another  man," 
said  Mr.  Omer.  "  Look  at  me.  My  wind  may  fail  me  at  any 
moment,  and  it  ain't  likely  that,  to  my  own  knowledore,  I  'd  be 
self-interested  under  such  circumstances.  I  say  it  ain't  likely, 
in  a  man  who  knows  his  wind  will  go,  when  it  does  go,  as  if  a 
pair  of  bellows  was  cut  open ;  and  that  man  a  grandfather,"  said 
Mr.  Omer. 

I  said,  «  Not  at  all." 

"It  ain't  that  I  complain  of  my  line  of  business,"  said  Mr. 
Omer.  "  It  ain't  that.  Some  good  and  some  bad  goes,  no  doubt, 
to  all  callings.  What  1  wish  is,  that  parties  was  brought  up 
stronger  minded." 

Mr.  Omer,  with  a  very  complacent  and  amiable  face,  took 
several  puffs  in  silence  ;  and  then  said,  resuming  his  first  point: 

"Accordingly  we're  oblee^ed,  in  ascertaining  how  Barkis 
goes  on,  to  limit  ourselves  to  Em'ly.  She  knows  what  our  real 
objects  are,  and  she  don't  have  any  more  alarms  or  suspicions 
about  us  than  if  we  was  so  many  lambs.  Minnie  and  Joram 
have  just  stepped  down  to  the  house,  in  fact  (she 's  there,  after 
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hoars*  helping  her  aunt  a  bit),  to  ask  her  how  he  is  to-night ; 
and  if  you  was  to  please  to  wait  till  they  come  back,  they  'd  give 
you  full  particMers.  Will  you  take  something  ?  A  glass  of  srub 
and  water,  now  ?  I  smoke  on  srub  and  water  myself,''  said  Mr. 
Omer,  taking  up  his  glass,  ^'  because  it's  considered  softenfaig  to 
the  passages,  by  which  this  troublesome  breath  of  mine  gets  into 
action.  But,  Lord  bless  you,"  said  Mr.  Omer,  huskily,  ^it  ain't 
the  passages  that 's  out  of  order !  ^  Give  me  breath  enough,* 
says  I  to  my  daughter  Minnie,  ^  and  I'M  find  passages,  my  dear!" 

He  really  had  no  breath  to  spare,  and  it  was  very  alarming 
to  see  him  laugh.  When  he  was  again  in  condition  to  be  talked 
to,  I  thanked  him  for  the  proffered  refreshment,  which  I  de- 
clined, as  I  had  just  had  dinner ;  and,  observing  that  I  would 
wait,  since  he  was  so  good  as  to  invite  me,  until  his  daughter 
and  his  son-in-law  came  back,  I  inquired  how  little  Emiy  was? 

**  Well,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Omer,  removing  his  pipe,  that  he  might 
rub  his  chin ;  ^^  I  tell  you  truly  I  shall  be  glad  when  her  mar- 
riage has  taken  place." 

'^  Why  so  ?  "  I  inquired. 

**  Well,  she 's  unsettled  at  present,"  said  Mr.  Omer.  "  It 
tinH  that  she's  not  as  pretty  as  ever,  for  she*s  prettier  —  I  do 
assure  you,  she  "s  prettier.  It  ain't  that  she  don't  work  as  well 
as  ever,  for  she  does.  She  was  worth  any  six,  and  she  it  worth 
any  six.  But  somehow  she  wants  heart.  If  you  understand," 
said  Mr.  Omer,  after  rubbing  his  chin  again,  and  smoking  a 
little,  "  what  I  mean  in  a  general  way  by  the  expression,  *  A 
long  pull,  and  a  strong  pull,  and  a  pull  all  together,  my  hearties, 
hurrah ! '  I  should  say  to  you,  that  that  was  —  in  a  general 
way  —  what  I  miss  in  Em'ly." 

Mr.  Omer's  face  and  manner  went  for  so  much,  that  I  could 
conscientiously  ncnl  my  head,  as  divining  his  meaning.  My  quick- 
ness  of  apprehensitm  seemed  to  please  him,  and  he  went  on  :  — 

**  Now,  I  consider  this  is  principally  on  account  of  her  being 
in  an  unsettled  stJite,  you  see.  We  have  talked  it  over  a  good 
deal,  her  uncle  and  myself,  and  her  sweetheart  and  myself,  after 
business,  and  I  consider  it  is  principally  on  account  of  her  being 
unsettle<i.  You  must  alwavs  recollect  of  Em'lv,"  said  Mr.  Omer, 
shaking  his  head  irently,  "  that  she  's  a  most  extraordinary  affec- 
tionate little  thinir.  The  proverb  says,  *  You  can't  make  a  silk 
purse  «!it  of  a  sow's  ear.'  Well,  I  don't  know  about  that.  I 
rather  think  von  mav,  if  von  beein  earlv  in  life.  She  has  made 
a  home  out  of  that  old  boat,  sir,  tliat  stone  and  marble  could  n't 
beat," 

VOkTXX.— If 
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^  I  am  sure  she  has ! ''  said  I. 

^^  To  see  the  clinging  of  that  pretty  little  thing  to  her  uncle,'' 
said  Mr.  Omer ;  ^*  to  see  the  way  she  holds  on  to  him,  tighter  and 
tighter,  and  closer  and  closer,  every  day,  is  to  see  a  sight.  Now, 
yon  know,  there  *&  a  struggle  going  on  when  thafs  the  case. 
Why  should  it  be  made  a  longer  one  than  is  needful  ?  " 

I  listened  attentively  to  the  good  old  fellow,  and  acquiesced 
with  all  my  heart  in  what  he  said. 

^  Therefore,  I  mentioned  to  them/'  said  Mr.  Omer,  in  a  com- 
fortable, easy-going  tone,  *'*'  this,  I  said,  ^  Now,  don't  consider 
Em'ly  nailed  down  in  point  of  time  at  all.  Make  it  your  own 
time.  Her  services  have  been  more  valuable  than  was  supposed ; 
her  learning  has  been  quicker  than  was  supposed ;  Omer  and 
Joram  can  run  their  pen  through  what  remains ;  and  she 's  free 
when  you  wish.  If  she  likes  to  make  any  little  arrangement 
afterward  in  the  way  of  doing  any  little  thing  for  us  at  home, 
very  well.  If  she  don*t,  very  well  still.  We  're  no  losers,  any- 
how.' For  —  don't  you  see,"  said  Mr.  Omer,  touching  me  with 
his  pipe,  "  it  ain't  likely  that  a  man  so  short  of  breath  as  myself, 
and  a  grandfather  too,  would  go  and  strain  points  with  a  little 
bit  of  a  blue-eved  blossom  like  her  f  " 

^^  Not  at  all,  I  am  certain,"  said  I. 

"  Not  at  all !  You  're  right !  "  said  Mr.  Omer.  "  Well,  sir, 
her  cousin  —  you  know  it 's  a  cousin  she 's  going  to  be  married 
to?" 

**0h,  yes,"  I  replied.     "  I  know  him  well." 

**  Of  course  you  do,"  said  Mr.  Omer.  "  Well,  sir !  Her  cousin 
being,  as  it  appears,  in  good  work,  and  well  to  do,  thanked  me 
in  a  very  manly  sort  of  manner  for  this  (conducting  himself  al- 
together, I  must  say,  in  a  way  that  gives  me  a  high  opinion  of 
him),  and  went  and  took  as  comfortable  a  little  house  as  you  or 
I  could  wish  to  clap  eyes  on.  That  little  house  is  now  furnished 
right  through  as  neat  and  complete  as  a  doll's  parlor,  and  but  for 
Barkis's  illness  havinsr  taken  this  bad  turn,  poor  fellow,  they 
would  have  been  man  and  wife  —  I  dare  sav,  bv  this  time.  As 
it  is,  there 's  a  postponement." 

"And  Em'ly,  Mr.  Omer?"  I  inquired.  "  Has  she  become 
more  settled  ? " 

"  Why  that,  you  know,"  he  returned,  rubbing  his  double  chin 
again,  "  can't  naturally  be  expected.  The  prospect  of  the  change 
and  separation,  and  all  that,  is,  as  one  may  say,  close  to  her  and 
far  away  from  her,  both  at  once.      Barkis's  death  need  n't  put  it 
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off  maeh,  but  his  lingering  might.  Anyway,  it  'a  an  uncertain 
atifte  of  mattera,  you  aec."* 

••laee/'aaidl. 

^  Conaequently,*'  pursued  Mr.  Omer,  '^  Em'Iy'a  atill  a  little 
down  and  a  little  fluttered  ;  perhaps,  u(>on  the  whole,  she 's  more 
so  than  she  was.  Every  day  she  seems  to  get  fonder  and  fonder 
of  her  uncle,  aud  more  loath  to  part  from  all  of  us.  A  kind  word 
fitun  me  brings  the  tears  into  her  eyes ;  and  if  you  was  to  see 
her  with  my  daughter  Minnie's  little  girl  you'd  never  forget  it. 
Bless  my  heart  alive  I  '*  said  Mr.  Omer,  pondering,  ^^  how  she  loves 
that  child !  '* 

Paving  so  favorable  an  opportunity,  it  occurred  to  me  to  ask 
Mr.  Omer,  before  our  conversation  sliould  be  interrupted  by  the 
return  of  his  daughter  and  her  husband,  whether  he  knew  any- 
thing of  Martha. 

**  Ah ! "  he  rejoined,  shaking  his  head,  and  looking  very  much 
dejected.  **  No  good.  A  sjd  story,  sir,  however  you  come  to 
know  it  I  never  thought  there  was  harm  in  the  girl.  I  would  n't 
wish  to  mention  it  before  my  daughter  Minnie  —  for  she  'd  take 
me  up  directly  —  but  I  never  did.     Nono  of  us  ever  did." 

Mr.  Omer,  hearing  his  daughter's  footstep  before  I  heard  it^ 
touched  me  with  his  pipe,  and  shut  up  one  eye  as  a  caution.  She 
and  her  husband  came  in  iniuiediatelv  afterward. 

Their  report  was,  that  Mr.  Barkis  was  ^^  as  bad  us  bad  could 
be ;'*  that  he  was  quite  unconscious;  and  that  Mr.  Chillip  had 
mournfully  said  in  the  kitohcMi,  on  going  away  just  now,  that  the 
College  of  Physicians,  the  College  of  Surgeons,  and  Apothecaries* 
Hall,  if  they  were  all  called  in  together,  could  n't  help  him.  He 
was  past  both  colleges,  Mr.  Chillip  said,  and  the  Hall  could  only 
poison  him. 

Hearing  this,  and  learning  that  Mr.  Peggotty  was  there,  I  de- 
termined to  go  to  the  house  ut  once.  I  bade  good-night  to  Mr. 
Omer,  and  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jorani ;  and  directed  my  steps  thither, 
with  a  solemn  feeling,  which  made  Mr.  Barkis  quite  a  new  and 
different  creature. 

My  low  tap  at  the  d(H)r  was  answered  by  Mr.  Peggotty.  lie 
was  not  so  much  surprised  to  see  me  as  I  ha<i  ex|)ected.  I  re- 
marked this  in  Peircrotty,  too,  \rh»'u  she  came  down  ;  and  I  have 
seen  it  since  ;  and  I  think,  in  the  exinrtation  of  that  dread  sur- 
prise, all  other  changes  and  surprises  dwindle  into  nothing. 

I  shook  hands  with  Mr.  P^'ggotty,  and  passed  into  the  kitchen, 
while  he  softly  closed  the  door.     Little  Kni'ly  was  sitting  by  the 
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fire,  with  her  hands  before  her  face.    Ham  was  standing  near 
her. 

We  spoke  in  whispers;  listening,  between  whiles,  for  any 
sound  in  the  room  above.  I  had  not  thought  of  it  on  the  occa- 
sion of  my  last  visit,  but  how  strange  it  was  to  me  now,  to  miss 
Mr.  Barkis  out  of  the  kitchen ! 

"  This  is  very  kind  of  jou,  Mas'r  Davy,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty. 

"  It 's  oncommon  kind,"  said  Ham. 

"Em'ly  my  dear,"  cried  Mr.  Peggotty.  ^  See  here!  Here's 
Mas'r  Davy  come.  What,  cheer  up,  pretty !  Not  a  wured  to 
Mas'r  Davy  ?  " 

There  was  a  trembling  upon  her  that  I  can  see  now.  The 
coldness  of  her  hand  when  I  touched  it,  I  can  feel  yet.  Its  only 
sign  of  animation  was  to  shrink  from  mine  ;  and  then  she  glided 
from  the  chair,  and,  creeping  to  the  other  side  of  her  uncle, 
bowed  herself  silently  and  trembling  still,  upon  his  breast 

"  It 's  such  a  loving  'art,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  smoothing  her 
rich  hair  with  his  great  hard  hand, "  that  it  can't  bear  the  sorrer 
of  this.  It 's  nat'ral  in  young  folk,  Mas'r  Davy,  when  they  're  new 
to  these  here  trials,  and  timid, like  my  little  bird  —  it's  nafral.** 

She  clung  closer  to  him,  but  neither  lifted  up  her  face,  nor 
spoke  a  word. 

"It 's  getting  late,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  "  and  here  *s 
Ham  come  fur  to  take  you  home.  Theer !  Go  along  with  t'  other 
loving  'art !     What,  Em'ly  ?     Eh,  my  pretty  ?  " 

The  sound  of  her  voice  had  not  reached  me,  but  he  bent  his 
head  as  if  he  listened  to  her,  and  then  said :  — 

"  Let  you  stay  with  your  uncle  ?  Why,  you  don*t  mean  to 
ask  me  that!  Stay  with  your  uncle,  Moppet?  When  your 
husband  that  '11  be  so  soon,  is  here  fur  to  take  you  home  ?  Now 
a  person  would  n't  think  it,  fur  to  see  this  little  thing  alongside 
a  rough-weather  chap  like  me,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  looking  round 
at  both  of  us,  with  infinite  pride  ;  "  but  the  sea  ain't  more  salt  in 
it  than  she  has  fondness  in  her  for  her  uncle  —  a  foolish  little 
Em'ly ! " 

"  Em'ly 's  in  the  right  in  that,  Mas'r  Davy!"  said  Ham. 
"  Lookee  here !  As  Em'ly  wishes  of  it,  and  as  she  's  hurried  and 
frightened  like,  besides,  I'll  leave  her  till  morning.  Let  me 
stay  too ! " 

"No,  no,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty.  "You  don't  ought  —  a  mar- 
ried man  like  you,  or  what 's  as  good  —  to  take  and  hull  away  a 
day's  work.     And  you  doen't  ought  to  watch  and  work  both. 
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IThBt  wonH  do.  You  go  home  and  turn  in.  Yon  ain't  afeerd  of 
Em'lj  not  being  took  good  care  on,  /  know." 

Ham  yielded  to  this  persuasion,  and  took  his  hat  to  go. 
Bren  when  be  kissed  her  —  and  I  never  saw  him  approach  her 
but  I  felt  that  nature  had  given  him  the  soul  of  a  gentleman  — 
the  seemed  to  cling  closer  to  her  uncle,  even  to  the  avoidance  of 
her  chosen  husband.  I  shut  the  door  after  him,  that  it  might 
cause  no  disturbance  of  the  quiet  that  prevailed ;  and  when  I 
turned  back  I  found  Mr.  Peggotty  still  talking  to  her. 

^  Now,  I  'm  agoing  up-stairs  to  tell  your  nunt  as  MasV  Davy's 
here,  and  that  '11  cheer  her  up  a  bit,"  he  said.  "  Sit  ye  down  by 
the  fire  the  while,  my  dear,  and  warm  these  mortal  cold  hands* 
You  doen't  need  to  be  so  fearsome,  and  take  on  so  much.  What  t 
You  '11  go  along  with  nic  ?  Well !  come  ah)ng  with  me  —  come  I 
If  her  uncle  was  turned  out  of  a  house  and  home,  and  forced  to 
lay  down  in  a  dyke,  Mas'r  Davy,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  with  no 
less  pride  than  before,  ^'  it 's  my  belief  she  'd  go  along  with  him, 
now !  But  there  '11  be  some  one  else  soon  —  some  one  else  soon, 
Em'ly!" 

Afterward,  when  1  went  up-stairs,  as  I  passed  the  door  of  my 
little  chamber,  which  was  dark,  I  had  an  indistinct  impression 
of  her  being  within  it,  cast  down  upon  the  floor  But,  whether 
it  was  really  she,  or  whether  it  was  a  confusion  of  the  shadows 
in  the  room,  I  don't  know  now. 

I  had  leisure  to  think,  l)efore  the  kitchen  fire,  of  pretty  little 
EmMv*s  dread  of  death  —  which,  added  to  what  Mr.  Omer  had 
told  me,  I  took  to  be  the  cause  of  her  being  so  unlike  herself  — 
and  I  had  loiHuro,  l)ofore  Peggotty  came  down,  even  to  thmk 
more  lonif^ntly  of  the  weakness  of  it :  as  I  sat  counting  the  tick- 
ing of  the  clock,  niHl  deepening  my  sense  of  the  solemn  hush 
around  me,  Peg^rotty  took  me  in  her  arms,  and  blessed  and 
thanked  mc  over  and  over  again  for  being  such  a  comfort  to  her 
(that  was  what  she  said)  in  her  distress.  She  then  entreated 
mc  to  come  up-stairs,  sobbing  that  Mr.  Barkis  had  always  liked 
me  and  admired  me  :  that  bo  had  often  talked  of  me,  before  he 
fell  into  a  stu|M>r;  and  that  fthn  believed,  in  ca^e  of  his  coming 
to  himself  again,  he  would  bri<:hten  up  at  sight  of  me,  if  he  could 
brighten  up  at  any  earthly  thinjr. 

The  probability  of  his  ove»r  doing  so  apf>eared  to  me,  when  I 
taw  him,  to  l>e  very  smnll.  He  was  lyincr  with  his  head  and 
shoulders  out  of  lK»d,  in  an  uncomfortable  attitude,  half  resting 

the  box  which  had  cost  him  ho  much  pain  and  trouble.     I 
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learned  that,  when  he  was  past  creeping  out  of  bed  to  open  it, 
and  past  assuring  himself  of  its  safety  by  means  of  the  divining 
rod  I  had  seen  him  use,  he  had  required  to  have  it  placed  on  the 
chair  at  the  bedside,  where  he  had  ever  since  embraced  it,  night 
and  day.  His  arm  lay  on  it  now.  Time  and  the  world  were 
slipping  from  beneath  him,  but  the  box  was  there ;  and  the  last 
words  he  had  uttered  were  (in  an  explajiatory  tone),  *^01d 
clothes ! " 

**  Barkis,  my  dear ! "  said  Peggotty,  almost  cheerfully,  bend- 
ing over  him,  while  her  brother  and  I  stood  at  the  bed's  foot 
**  Here 's  my  dear  boy  —  my  dear  boy,  Master  Davy,  who  brought 
us  together,  Barkis !  That  you  sent  messages  by,  you  know ! 
Won't  you  speak  to  Master  Davy  ? " 

He  was  as  mute  and  senseless  as  the  box  from  which  his 
form  derived  the  only  expression  it  had. 

"  He 's  argoing  out  with  the  tide,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty  to  me, 
behind  his  hand. 

My  eyes  were  dim,  and  so  were  Mr.  Peggotty's  ;  but  I  repeated 
in  a  whisper,  "  With  the  tide  ?  " 

"  People  can't  die,  along  the  coast,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  "ex- 
cept when  the  tide's  pretty  nigh  out.  They  can't  be  born,  unless 
it's  pretty  nigh  in  — not  properly  born  till  flood.  He 's  a  going 
out  with  the  tide.  It 's  ebb  at  half-arter  three,  slack  water  half 
an  hour.  If  he  lives  till  it  turns,  he  '11  hold  his  own  till  past  the 
flood,  and  go  out  with  the  next  tide." 

We  remained  there,  watching  him,  a  long  time — hours. 
What  mysterious  influence  my  presence  liad  upon  him  in  that 
state  of  his  senses,  I  shall  not  pretend  to  say  ;  but  when  he  at 
last  began  to  wander  feebly,  it  is  certain  he  was  muttering  about 
driving  me  to  school. 

"  He 's  coming  to  himself,"  said  Pegrgotty. 

Mr.  Peggotty  touched  me,  and  whispered  with  much  awe  and 
reverence, ''  They  are  both  a  p:oing  out  fast." 

"  Barkis,  my  dear ! "  said  Peggotty. 

"C.  P.  Barkis,"  he  cried  faintly.  "No  better  woman 
anywhere. " 

"Look!  Here's  Master  Davy!"  said  Peggotty.  For  he 
now  opened  his  eyes. 

I  was  on  the  point  of  asking  him  if  he  knew  me,  when  he 
tried  to  stretch  out  his  arm,  and  said  to  me,  distinctly,  with  a 
pleasant  smile :  "  Barkis  is  willin' ! " 

And,  it  being  low  water,  he  went  out  with  the  tide. 
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A  Gbeatsb  L088. 

(From  "DaTid  Copperileld.'*) 

It  was  not  difficult  for  me,  on  Pcggottj's  solicitation,  to 
resoWe  to  stay  where  I  was,  until  after  the  remains  of  the  poor 
carrier  should  have  made  their  last  journey  to  Blunderstone. 
She  had  long  ago  bought,  out  of  her  own  savings,  a  little  piece  of 
ground  in  our  old  churchyard  near  the  grave  ^^of  her  sweet  girl," 
as  she  always  called  my  mother:  and  there  they  were  to  rest 

In  keeping  Peggotty  company,  and  doing  all  I  could  for  her 
(little  enough  at  the  utmost),  I  was  as  grateful,  I  rejoice  to 
think,  as  even  now  I  could  wish  myself  to  have  been.  But  I 
am  alraid  1  had  a  supreme  satisfaction,  of  a  personal  and  pro- 
fessional nature,  in  taking  charge  of  Mr.  Barkis's  will,  and 
expounding  its  contents. 

I  may  claim  the  merit  of  having  originated  the  suggestion 
that  the  will  should  be  looked  for  in  the  box.  After  some 
search,  it  was  found  in  the  box,  at  the  bottom  of  a  horse^s 
nose-bag;  wherein  (besides  hay)  there  was  discovered  an  old 
gold  watch,  with  chain  and  seals,  which  Mr.  Barkis  had  worn 
*on  his  wedding  day,  and  which  had  never  been  seen  before  or 
since;  a  silver  tobacco  stop[)er,  in  the  form  of  a  leg;  an  imita- 
tion lemon,  full  of  minute  cups  and  saucers,  which  I  have  some 
idem  Mr.  Barkis  must  have  purchased  to  present  to  me  when  I 
was  m  child,  and  aftiTward  found  himself  unable  to  part  with; 
eighty-seven  guineas  and  a  half,  in  guineas  and  half  guineas; 
two  hundred  and  ten  pounds,  in  [K^rfectly  clean  bank-notes; 
certain  receipts  for  Bank  of  England  stock ;  an  old  horseshoe, 
a  bad  shilling,  a  piece  of  camphor,  and  an  oyster  shell.  From 
the  circumstance  of  the  latter  article  having  been  much  pol- 
ished, and  displaying  prismatic  colors  on  the  inside,  I  con- 
clude that  Mr.  Barkis  had  some  jieneral  ideas  about  pearls, 
which  never  resolved  themselves  into  anything  definite. 

For  vears  and  vears  Mr.  Barkis  had  carried  this  box  on  all 
bis  journeys,  every  day.  That  it  might  the  better  escape 
notice,  he  had  invented  a  fiction  that  it  belonged  to  **Mr. 
Blackboy,**  and  was  *'to  be  left  with  Barkis  till  called  for;**  a 
fable  he  had  elaborately  written  on  the  lid,  in  characters  now 
scarcely  legible. 

He  had  hoarded,  all  these  years,  I  found,  to  good  purpose. 
His  property  in  money  amounted  to  nearly  three  tliousand 
pounds.     Of  this  he  bequeathed  the  interest  of  one  thousand  to 
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night  Ham  would  bring  Em  My  at  the  usual  hour.  I  would 
walk  back  at  my  leisure.  The  brother  and  sister  would  return 
as  they  had  come,  and  be  expecting  us,  when  the  day  closed  in, 
at  the  fireside. 

I  parted  from  them  at  the  wicket-gate,  where  visionary 
Straps  had  rested  with  Roderick  Random's  knapsack  in  the 
days  of  yore;  and,  instead  of  going  straight  back,  walked  a 
little  distance  on  the  road  to  Lowestoft  Then  I  turned,  and 
walked  back  toward  Yarmouth.  I  stayed  to  dine  at  a  decent 
alehouse,  some  mile  or  two  from  the  Ferry  I  have  mentioned 
before;  and  thus  the  day  wore  away,  and  it  was  evening  when 
I  reached  it  Ruin  was  falling  heavily  by  that  time,  and  it 
was  a  wild  night;  but  there  was  a  moon  behind  the  clouds,  and 
it  was  not  dark. 

I  was  soon  within  sight  of  Mr.  Peggotty's  house,  and  of  the 
light  within  it  shining  through  the  window.  A  little  flounder- 
ing  across  the  sand,  which  was  heavy,  brought  me  to  the  door, 
and  I  went  in. 

It  looked  very  comfortable,  indeed.  Mr.  Pcggotty  had 
smoked  his  evening  pipe,  and  there  were  preparations  for  some 
supper  by  and  by.  The  fire  wns  bright,  the  ashes  were  thrown 
up,  the  locket  was  ready  for  little  Eni'ly  in  her  old  place.  In 
her  own  old  place  sat  P<'ggotty,  once  more,  looking  (but  for 
her  dress)  as  if  she  had  never  leit  it  She  had  fallen  back, 
already,  on  the  society  of  the  work-lK)x  with  Saint  Paul's  upon 
the  lid,  the  yard-measure  in  the  cottage,  and  the  bit  of  wax- 
candle;  and  there  they  all  were,  just  as  if  they  had  never  been 
disturl)od.  Mrs.  Ounimidge  ap|K?ared  to  be  fretting  a  little, 
in  her  old  comer;  and,  consequently,  looked  quite  natural,  toa 

**You'rc  first  of  the  lot,  Mas'r  Davy!"  said  Mr.  Peggotty, 
with  a  happy  face.      "  Don't  keep  in  that  c»)at,  sir,  if  it 's  wet" 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  Peggotty,"  said  I,  giving  him  my  coat  to 
bang  up.     "  It 's  quit<*  dry. " 

*•  So 'tis,"  said  Mr.  Petrgotty,  feeling  my  shoulders.  "As 
a  chip.  Sit  ye  down,  sir.  It  ain't  o'  no  use  saying  welcome 
to  you,  but  you  're  welcome,  kind  and  hearty." 

"Tliank  you,  Mr.  Peggotty,  I  am  sure  of  that.     Well,  Peg 
gotty!"  said  I,  giving  her  a  kiss.      "And  how  are  you,  old 


woman  ?  " 


"Ha!  ha!"  laughed  Mr.  Peggotty,  sittinir  down  beside  us, 
and  nibbing  his  hfU)ds  in  his  fl<»nfle  of  relief  from  recent  trouble, 
and  in  the  genuine  heartiness  of  his  nature;  "there's  not  a 
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woman  in  the  wnreld,  sir  —  as  I  tell  her  —  that  need  to  feel 
more  easy  in  her  mind  than  her !  She  done  her  dootj  by  the 
departed,  and  the  departed  know'd  it;  and  the  departed  done 
what  was  right  by  her,  as  she  done  what  was  rig^t  by  the 
departed  —  and  —  and  —  and  it's  all  right" 

Mrs.  Gummidge  groaned. 

"  Cheer  up,  my  pretty  mawther ! "  said  Mr.  Peggotty.  (But 
he  shook  his  head  aside  at  us,  evidently  sensible  of  the  ten- 
dency of  the  late  occurreuces  to  recall  the  memory  of  the  old 
one.)  "Doen't  be  down !  Cheer  up,  for  your  own  self,  on'y  a 
little  bit,  and  see  if  a  good  deal  more  doen't  come  nat'ral!" 

"  Not  to  rae,  Dan'l, "  returned  Mrs.  Gummidge.  "  Nothink  's 
natural  to  me  but  to  be  I  one  and  lorn.'* 

"No,  no,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  soothing  her  sorrows. 

"Yes,  yes,  Dan'l!"  said  Mrs.  Gummidge.  "I  ain't  a  per« 
son  to  live  with  them  as  has  had  money  left.  Thinks  go  too 
contrairy  with  me.     I  had  better  be  a  riddance." 

"  Why,  how  should  I  ever  spend  it  without  you  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Peggotty,  with  an  air  of  serious  remonstrance.  "What  are 
you  a  talking  of  ?  Doen't  I  want  you  more  now  than  ever  I 
did  ?  " 

"  I  know'd  I  was  never  wanted  before !  '*  cried  Mrs.  Gum- 
midge, with  a  pitiable  whimper,  "and  now  I  'm  told  so!  How 
could  I  expect  to  be  wanted,  being  so  lone  and  lorn,  and  so 
contrairv  ?  " 

* 

Mr.  Peggotty  seemed  very  much  shocked  at  himself  for  hav- 
ing made  a  speech  capable  of  this  unfeeling  construction,  but 
was  prevented  from  replying,  by  Peggotty's  pulling  his  sleeve, 
and  shaking  her  head.  After  looking  at  Mrs.  Gummidge  for 
some  moments,  in  sore  distress  of  mind,  he  glanced  at  the 
Dutch  clock,  rose,  snuffed  the  candle,  and  put  it  in  the  window. 

"Theer!"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  cheerily.  "Theer  we  arei 
Missis  Gummidge!"  Mrs.  Gummidge  slightly  groaned. 
"Lighted  up,  accordin'  to  custom!  You're  a  wonderin' 
what  that's  fur,  sir!  Well,  it's  fur  our  little  Em'ly.  Ton 
see,  the  path  ain't  over  light  or  cheerful  arter  dark ;  and  when 
I  'm  here  at  the  hour  as  she 's  a  comin'  home,  I  putfl  the  light 
in  the  winder.     That,  you  see,"  said  Mr.  Peggottv,  bending 


light  showed." 
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*  Ton  're  a  baby !  **  said  Peggotty ;  very  fond  of  him  for  lt| 
if  the  thought  so. 

^Well,*'  returned  Mr.  Peggotty,  standing  with  his  legs 
pretty  wide  apart,  and  rubbing  his  hands  up  and  down  them  in 
his  comfortable  satisfaction,  as  he  looked  alternately  at  us  and 
•t  the  fire,  ^I  don't  know  but  I  am.     Not,  you  see,  to  look  at'' 

**Not  azactly,"  observed  Peggotty. 

**No!"  laughed  Mr.  Peggotty,  "not  to  look  at,  but  to  —  to 
consider  on,  you  know.  /  doen't  care,  bless  you.  Now  I  tell 
jou.  When  I  go  a  looking  and  looking  about  that  theer  pritty 
bouse  of  our  Em*ly*8,  I  *m  —  I  'ni  Gormed,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty, 
with  sudden  emphasis  — ''  theer !  1  can't  say  more  —  if  I  doen't 
feel  as  if  the  littlest  things  was  her,  a'most.  I  takes  'cm  up 
and  I  puts  'em  duwn,  and  I  touches  of  'em,  as  delicate  as  if 
they  was  our  Em'ly.  So  't  is  with  her  little  bonnets  and  that, 
I  could  n't  see  one  of  'em  rough  used  a  purpose  —  not  for  the 
whole  wureld.  There  's  a  babby  for  you,  in  the  form  of  a  great 
Sea  Porkypine!"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  relieving  his  earnestness 
with  a  roar  of  laughter. 

Peggotty  and  I  both  laughed,  but  not  so  loud. 

"It's  my  opinion,  you  see,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  with  a 
delighted  face,  after  some  further  rubbing  of  his  legs,  "as  this 
it  along  of  my  bavin*  played  with  her  so  much,  and  made 
believe  as  we  was  Turks,  and  French,  and  sharks,  and  every 
rariety  of  forinners  —  bless  you,  yes;  and  lions  and  whales, 
and  I  doen't  know  what  all  —  when  she  war  n't  no  higher  than 
my  knee.  I  've  got  into  the  way  on  it,  you  know.  Why,  this 
here  candle,  now!"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  gleefully  holding  out 
bis  hand  toward  it,  "/know  wery  well  that  arter  she's  mar- 
ried and  gone,  I  shall  put  that  candh*  theer  just  that  same  as 
now.  I  know  wery  w<»ll  that  whm  I  'ni  here  o'  nights  (and 
where  else  should  /  live,  hlena  your  'art8,  whatever  fortun  I 
come  into!)  and  she  ain't  here,  or  1  ain't  theer,  I  shall  put 
the  candle  in  the  winder,  and  sit  afore  the  fire,  pretending  1  'm 
expecting  of  her,  like  I  'ni  a  doing  now.  Thtre^i  a  babby  for 
you,"  said  Mr.  P<»egotty,  witli  anoth«»r  roar,  '*  in  the  form  of  a 
Sea  Porkypine!  Why,  at  the  prewint  minute,  when  I  see  the 
candle  sj>arkle  up  I  says  to  invHelf,  *She'8  a  looking  at  it! 
Em'ly 's  a  coming!*  T/tere'$  a  hnhliy  for  you,  in  the  form  of 
a  Sea  Porkypine!  Bight  for  all  that,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty, 
stopping  in  his  roar,  and  smiting  his  hands  together,  '*fur  here 
•be  is!** 
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It  was  only  Ham.  The  night  should  have  turned  more  wet 
since  I  came  in,  for  he  had  a  large  sou'wester  hat  on,  slouched 
over  his  face. 

"  Where 's  Em'ly  ?  "  said  Mr.  Peggotty. 

Ham  made  a  motion  with  his  head  as  if  she  were  outside. 
Mr.  Peggotty  took  the  light  from  the  window,  trimmed  it,  put 
it  on  the  table,  and  was  busily  stirring  the  fire,  when  Ham, 
who  had  not  moved,  said :  — 

"Mas'r  Davy,  will  you  come  out  a  minute  and  see  what 
Em'ly  and  me  has  got  to  show  you?" 

We  went  out  As  I  passed  him  at  the  door  I  saw  to  my 
astonishment  and  fright  that  he  was  deadly  pale.  He  pushed 
me  hastily  into  the  open  air  and  closed  the  door  upon  us. 
Only  upon  us  two. 

"  Ham !  what 's  the  matter  ?  " 

^  Mas'r  Davy !  —  "  Oh,  for  his  broken  heart,  how  dread- 
fully he  wept! 

I  was  paralyzed  by  the  sight  of  such  grief.     I  don't  know 
what  I  thought,  or  what  I  dreaded.     I  could  only  look  at  him. 

"Ham!  Poor,  good  fellow!  For  Heaven's  sake  tell  me 
what's  the  matter?" 

"  My  love,  Mas'r  Davy  —  the  pride  and  hope  of  my  'art  —  her 
that  I  'd  have  died  for,  and  would  die  for  now  —  she  's  gone ! " 

"  Gone ! " 

**Em'lyhas  run  away!  Oh,  Mas'r  Davy,  think  how  she's 
run  away,  when  I  pray  my  good  and  gracious  God  to  kill  her 
(her  that  is  so  dear  above  all  things)  sooner  than  let  her  come 
to  ruin  and  disgrace ! " 

The  face  he  turned  up  to  the  troubled  sky,  the  quivering  of 
his  clasped  hands,  the  agony  of  his  figure,  remain  associated 
with  that  lonely  waste,  in  my  remembrance,  to  this  hour.  It 
is  always  night  there,  and  he  is  the  only  object  in  the  scene. 

"You  're  a  scholar,"  he  said,  hurriedly,  "and  know  what's 
right  and  best.  What  am  I  to  say,  indoors  ?  How  am  I  ever 
to  break  it  to  him,  Mas'r  Davy  ?  " 

I  saw  the  door  move,  and  instinctively  tried  to  hold  the 
latch  on  the  outside,  to  gain  a  moment's  time.  It  was  too 
late.  Mr.  Peggotty  thrust  forth  his  face;  and  never  could  I 
forget  the  change  that  came  upon  it  when  he  saw  us,  if  I  were 
to  live  five  hundred  years. 

I  remember  a  great  wail  and  cry,  and  the  women  hanging 
about  him,  and  we  all  standing  in  the  room;  I  with  a  paper  in 
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my  hand,  which  Ham  had  given  me;  Mr.  Peggottj  with  his 
Test  torn  open,  his  hair  wild,  hia  face  and  lips  quite  white, 
and  blood  trickling  down  his  bosom  (it  had  sprung  from  his 
mouth,  I  think),  looking  fixedly  at  me. 

"Read  it,  sir,"  he  said,  in  a  low,  shivering  voice.  "Slow, 
please.     I  docn't  know  as  I  can  understand." 

In  the  midst  of  the  silence  of  death  I  read  thus,  from  a 
blotted  letter:  — 

"*When  von  who  love  me  so  much  better  than  I  ever  have 
deserved,  even  when  my  mind  was  innocent,  see  this  I  shall  be 
far  awav. ' " 

"I  shall  bo  fur  away," he  repeated,  slowly.  "Stop!  Em'ly 
fur  away.     Well!" 

" '  When  I  leave  my  dear  home  —  my  dear  home  —  oh,  my 
dear  home!  —  in  the  morning'  "  (the  letter  bore  date  on  the  pre- 
vious night), '^'  it  will  Xm  never  to  come  back  unless  he  brings 
me  back  a  lady.  This  will  be  found  at  night,  many  hours  after, 
instead  of  me.  Oh,  if  you  knew  how  my  heart  is  torn.  If  even 
you,  that  I  have  wronged  so  much,  that  never  can  forgive  me, 
could  onlv  know  what  I  suiYer!  I  am  too  wicked  to  write  about 
myself.  Oh !  take  comfort  in  thinking  that  I  am  so  bad.  Oh, 
for  mercy's  sake,  tell  uncle  that  I  never  loved  him  half  so  dear 
as  now.  Oh,  don't  remember  how  affectionate  and  kind  you 
have  all  been  to  me  —  don't  remember  we  were  ever  to  be  mar- 
ried—  but  try  to  think  as  if  I  died  when  I  was  little,  and  was 
buried  somewhere.  Pray  Heaven  that  I  am  going  away  from, 
have  compassion  on  my  uncle!  Tell  him  that  I  never  loved 
bim  half  so  dear.  Re  his  comfort,  fiove  some  good  girl,  that 
will  be  what  I  was  once  to  uncle,  and  be  true  to  you,  and 
worthy  of  you,  and  know  no  shame  but  me.  God  bless  all! 
I  Ml  pray  for  all,  often,  on  my  knees.  If  he  don't  bring  me 
hack  a  lady,  and  I  don't  pray  for  my  own  self,  1  Ml  pray  for  all. 
Hy  parting  love  to  uncle.  My  last  tears,  and  my  last  thanks, 
for  uncle !  • " 

That  was  all. 

He  stood.  lon{?  after  I  had  ceased  to  read,  still  looking  at 
me.  At  len<rth  I  ventured  to  take  his  hand,  and  to  entreat 
him,  as  well  as  I  could,  to  endeavor  to  get  some  command  of 
himself.  He  replied,  ^'I  thankee,  sir,  I  thankee!"  without 
moving. 
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Ham  spoke  to  him.  Mr.  Peggotty  was  so  far  sensible  of  hi$ 
affliction  that  he  wrung  his  hand;  but,  otherwise,  he  remained 
in  the  same  state,  and  no  one  dared  to  disturb  him. 

Slowly  at  last  be  moved  his  eyes  from  my  face,  as  if  he 
were  waking  from  a  vision,  and  cast  them  round  the  room. 
Then  he  said,  in  a  low  voice :  — 

'^  Who 's  the  man  ?     I  want  to  know  his  name. " 

Ham  glanced  at  me,  and  suddenly  I  felt  a  shock  that  stnick 
me  back. 

** There 's  a  man  suspected,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty.  "Who  is 
that  ?  " 

"  Mas'r  Davy ! "  implored  Ham.  "  Go  out  a  bit  and  let  me 
tell  him  what  I  must     You  doen't  ought  to  hear  it,  sir." 

I  felt  the  shock  again.  I  sank  down  in  a  chair  and  tried  to 
utter  some  reply,  but  my  tongue  was  fettered  and  my  sight  waa 
weak. 

"I  want  to  know  his  name ! "  I  heard  said  once  more. 

**For  some  time  past,"  Ham  faltered,  "there's  been  a  ser- 
vant about  here  at  odd  times.  There  's  been  a  genTm'n  toa 
Both  of  'em  belonging  to  one  another. " 

Mr.  Peggotty  stood  fixed  as  before,  but  now  looking  at  hiuL 

"The  servant,"  pursued  Ham,  "was  seen  along  with  —  our 
poor  girl  —  last  night.  He's  been  in  hiding  about  here  this 
week  or  over.  He  was  thought  to  have  gone,  but  he  was  hid- 
ing.    Doen't  stay,  Mas'r  Davy,  doen't  I" 

I  felt  Peggotty's  arm  around  my  neck,  but  I  could  not  have 
moved  if  the  house  had  been  about  to  fall  on  me. 

"A  strange  chay  and  bosses  was  outside  town  this  morning, 
on  the  Norwich  road,  a'most  afore  tl)e  day  broke,"  Ham  went 
on.  "The  servant  went  to  it,  and  come  from  it,  and  went  to 
it  again.  When  he  went  to  it  again  Em'ly  was  nigh  him. 
The  t'other  was  inside.     He's  the  man." 

"For  the  Lord's  love,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  falling  back, 
and  putting  out  his  hand,  as  if  to  keep  off  what  he  dreaded. 
"Doen't  tell  me  his  name's  Steerforth!" 

"Mas'r  Davy,"  exclaimed  Ham,  in  a  broken  voice,"  it  ain't 
no  fault  of  yourn  —  and  I  am  far  from  layinor  of  it  to  you  —  but 
his  name  is  Steerforth,  and  he  's  a  d — d  villain  !  " 

Mr.  Pe^froty  uttered  no  cry,  and  shed  no  tear,  and  moved 
no  more,  until  he  seemed  to  wake  a^rain,  all  at  once,  and  pulled 
down  his  rouirh  (;oat  from  its  peg  in  the  corner. 

"Bear  a  hand  with  this!    I  'm  struck  of  a  heap,  and  can't 
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do  it)''  he  said,  impatiently.  ^^Bear  a  hand  and  help  me. 
Well !  ^  when  somebody  had  done  so.  ^  Now  give  me  that  theer 
hat!^^ 

Ham  asked  him  whither  he  was  going. 

^  I  'm  going  to  seek  my  niece.  I  'm  going  to  seek  my  Em'ly. 
I  'm  a  going  first,  to  stave  in  that  theer  boat,  and  sink  it 
where  I  would  have  drowned  Atm,  as  I  'm  a  livin'  soul,  if  I  had 
had  one  thought  of  what  was  in  him !  As  he  sat  afore  me,''  he 
said,  wildly,  holding  out  his  clinched  right  hand,  ^as  he  sat 
afure  me,  face  to  face,  strike  nic  down  dead,  but  I  'd  have 
drowned  him  and  thought  it  right!  I  'm  a  going  to  seek  my. 
niece  I " 

"  Where  ?  "  cried  Ham,  interposing  himself  before  the  door. 

^^ Anywhere!  I 'm  a  going  to  seek  my  niece  through  the 
wureld.  I  'm  a  going  to  find  my  poor  niece  in  her  shame,  and 
bring  her  back.  Jjlo  one  stop  me !  I  tell  you  I  'm  a  going  to 
seek  mv  niece  ?  " 

^No,  no!"  cried  Mrs.  Oummidge,  coming  between  them  in 
a  fit  of  crying.  "No,  no,  Dan'l,  not  as  you  are  now.  Seek 
her  in  a  little  while,  my  lone  lorn  Dan'l,  and  that  Ul  be  but  right! 
but  not  as  you  arc  now.  Sit  ye  down,  and  give  me  your  for- 
giv(*neHs  for  having  ever  been  a  worrit  to  you,  Dan'l  —  what 
have  r/f//  contraries  ever  been  to  this!  —  and  let  us  speak  a 
word  almut  them  times  when  she  was  first  an  orphan,  and  when 
Ham  was  too,  and  when  I  was  a  poor  widder  woman,  and  you 
took  me  in.  It  Ml  soften  your  poor  heart,  Dan'l,"  laying  her 
head  u|>on  his  shoulder,  "and  you'll  bear  your  sorrow  Ixjtter; 
for  you  know  the  promise,  Dan'l,  'As  you  have  done  it  unto 
on<?  of  the  least  of  these,  vou  have  done  it  unto  me ; '  and  that 
can  never  fail  under  this  roof,  that 's  been  our  shelter  for  so 
man\\  manv  year!" 

He  was  quite  passive  now;  and  when  I  heard  him  crying, 
the  impulse  that  had  been  upon  me  to  go  down  upon  my  knees, 
and  ask  their  pardon  for  the  desolation  I  had  caused,  and  curse 
Steerforth,  yielded  to  a  l)ettcr  feeling.  My  overcharged  heart 
found  the  same  relief,  and  I  cried  too. 


The  SguEERSEs  at  Home. 

(From  ••  Nicholaii  Niekleh)-.'*) 

When  Mr.  S<jueers  left  the  school-room  for  the  niirht,  ho  be- 
took himself,  an  has  been  before  remarked,  to  his  own  fireside. 
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which  was  situated  —  not  in  the  room  in  which  Nicholas  had 
sapped  on  the  night  of  his  arrival,  but  in  a  smaller  apartment  in 
the  rear  of  the  premises,  where  his  ladj  wife,  his  amiable  son, 
and  accomplished  daughter,  were  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  each 
other's  society;  Mrs.  Squeers  being  engaged  in  the  matronly 
pursuit  of  stocking  darning,  and  the  young  lady  and  gentleman 
being  occupied  in  the  adjustment  of  some  youthful  difiFerences, 
by  means  of  a  pugilistic  contest  across  the  table,  which,  on  the 
approach  of  their  honored  parent,  subsided  into  a  noiseless  ex- 
change of  kicks  beneath  it. 

And,  in  this  place,  it  may  be  as  well  to  apprise  the  reader 
that  Miss  Fanny  Squeers  was  in  her  three-and-twentieth  year. 
If  there  be  any  oue  grace  or  loveliness  inseparable  from  that 
particular  period  of  life,  Miss  Squeers  may  be  presumed  to  have 
been  possessed  of  it,  as  there  is  no  reason  to  suppose  that  she 
was  a  solitary  exception  to  a  universal  rule.  She  was  not  tall 
like  her  mother,  but  short  like  her  father ;  from  the  former  she 
inherited  a  voice  of  harsh  quality ;  from  the  latter  a  remarkable 
expression  of  the  right  eye,  somethiug  akin  to  having  none  at  all. 

Miss  Squeers  had  been  spending  a  few  days  with  a  neighbor- 
ing friend,  and  had  only  just  returned  to  the  parental  roof.  To 
this  circumstance  may  be  referred  her  having  heard  nothing  of 
Nicholas,  until  Mr.  Squeers  himself  now  made  him  the  subject 
of  conversation. 

"  Well,  my  dear,"  said  Squeers,  drawing  up  his  chair,  "  what 
do  you  think  of  him  by  this  time  ?  " 

"Think  of  who?"  inquired  Mrs.  Squeers,  who  (as  she  often 
remarked)  was  no  grammarian,  thank  heaven ! 

"  Of  the  young  man  —  the  new  teacher  —  who  else  could  I 
mean  ?  " 

"  Oh !  that  Knuckleboy,"  said  Mrs.  Squeers,  impatiently. 
«I  hate  him." 

"  What  do  you  hate  him  for,  my  dear  ?  "  asked  Squeers. 

"  What 's  that  to  you  ?  "  retorted  Mrs.  Squeers.  "  If  I  hate 
him,  that 's  enough,  ain't  it  ?  " 

"  Quite  enough  for  him,  my  dear,  and  a  great  deal  too  much, 
I  dare  say,  if  he  knew  it,"  replied  Squeers,  in  a  pacific  tone. 
"I  only  asked  from  curiosity,  my  dear." 

"  Well,  then,  if  you  want  to  know,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Squeers. 
"  I  '11  tell  you.  Because  he 's  a  proud,  haughty,  consequential, 
tumed-up-nose  peacock." 

Mrs.  Squeers,  when  excited,  was  accustomed  to  use  strong 
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langaage,  and,  moreover,  to  make  use  of  a  plurality  of  epithets, 
some  of  which  were  of  a  figurative  kind,  as  the  word  peacock, 
and  furthermore  the  alhision  to  Nicholas'  nose,  which  was  not 
intended  to  be  taken  in  a  literal  sense,  but  rather  to  bear  a 
latitude  of  construction  according  to  the  fancy  of  the  hearers. 
Neither  were  they  meant  to  bear  reference  to  each  other, 
so  much  as  to  the  object  on  whom  they  were  bestowed,  as  will 
be  seen  in  the  present  case ;  a  peacock  with  a  tumed-up  nose 
being  a  novelty  in  ornitholog}-,  and  a  thing  not  commonly  seen. 
^  Hem  I  *'  said  Scjueers,  as  if  in  mild  deprecation  of  this 
outbreak.  ^^Ue  is  cheap,  my  dear;  the  young  man  is  very 
dieap." 

**  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  retorted  Mrs.  Squeers. 
**  Five  pound  a  year,"  said  Squeers. 

**  What  of  that  ?  it 's  dear  if  you  don't  want  him,  is  n't  it  ?*• 
replied  his  wife. 

**  But  we  do  want  him,"  urged  Squeers. 
**  I  don*t  see  that  you  want  him  any  more  than  the  dead,** 
said  Mrs.  Squeers.  ^  I)on't  t^^ll  nie.  You  can  put  on  the  cards 
and  in  the  advcTtisements,  ^  Education  by  Mr.  Wackford  Squeers 
and  able  assistants,'  without  having  any  assistants,  can't  you? 
Isn't  it  done  every  day  by  all  the  masters  about?  Pve  no 
patience  with  you." 

"  Have  n't  you  ? "  said  Squeers,  sternly.  "  I  '11  tell  yon 
what,  Mrs.  Squeers.  In  this  matt<;r  of  having  a  teacher.  111 
take  mv  own  wav,  if  vou  please.  A  slave  driver  in  the  West 
Indies  is  allowed  a  man  under  him,  to  see  that  his  blacks  don't 
run  away,  or  get  up  a  rel»ellion  ;  and  I'll  have  a  man  under  me 
to  do  the  same  with  our  blacks,  till  such  time  as  little  Wackford 
is  able  to  take  charge  of  the  school." 

**  Am  I  to  take  care  of  the  school  when  I  grow  up  a  man, 
father  ?  '*  said  Wackford,  junior,  suspending,  in  the  excess  of 
his  delight,  a  vicious  kick  which  he  was  administering  to  his 
lister. 

**You  are,  my  son,"  replied  Mr.  Scjueers,  in  a  sentimental 
voice. 

*•  Oh,  ray  eye,  won't  I  give  it  to  the  boys ! "  exclaimed  the 
int<»resting  child,  grasping  his  father's  cane.  *'  Oh,  father,  won't 
I  make  'em  squeak  asrain  !  " 

It  was  a  proud  moment  in  Mr.  Squeers'  1»^  ^'^  wit- 

nessed that  burst  of  enthusiasm  in  his  yo* 
in  it  a  f(»resliadowing  of  his  future  * 

VOL.  TIU  — 
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a  penny  into  his  hand,  and  gave  vent  to  his  feelings  (as  did  his 
exemplary  wife  also),  in  a  sliout  of  approving  laughter.  The 
infantile  appeal  to  their  common  sjmpatliies  at  once  restored 
cheerfulness  to  the  conversation,  and  harmony  to  the  company. 

^^He's  a  nasty,  stuck-up  monkey,  that's  what  I  consider 
him,"  said  Mrs.  Squeers,  reverting  to  Nicholas. 

^  Supposing  he  is,"  said  Squeera,  ^'  he  is  as  well  stuck  up  in 
our  schoolroom  as  any  where  else,  is  n't  he  ?  —  especially  as  he 
don't  like  it." 

**  Well,"  said  Mrs.  Squeers,  "  there 's  something  in  that.  I 
hope  it'll  bring  his  pride  down,  and  it  shall  be  no  fault  of  mine 
if  it  don't." 

Now,  a  proud  usher  in  a  Yorkshire  school  was  such  a  very 
extraordinary  and  unaccountable  thing  to  hear  of  —  any  usher 
at  all  being  a  novelty;  but  a  proud  one,  a  being  of  whose 
existence  the  wildest  imagination  could  never  have  dreamed  — 
that  Miss  Squeers,  who  seldom  troubled  herself  with  scholastic 
matters,  inquired  with  much  curiosity  who  this  Knuckleboy  was, 
that  gave  himself  such  aii-s. 

**Nickleby,"  said  Squeers,  spelling  the  name  according  to 
some  eccentric  system  which  prevailed  in  his  own  mind ;  **  your 
mother  always  calls  things  and  people  by  their  wrong  names." 

"  No  matter  for  that,"  said  Mrs.  Squeers,  "  I  see  them  with 
right  eyes,  and  that 's  quite  enough  for  me.  I  watched  him 
when  you  were  layini^  on  to  little  Bolder  this  afternoon.  He 
looked  as  black  as  thunder  all  the  while,  and  one  time  started 
up  as  if  he  had  more  than  got  it  in  his  mind  to  make  a  rush  at 
you.     /saw  him,  though  he  thought  I  did  n't." 

"  Never  mind  that,  father,"  said  Miss  Squeers,  as  the  head 
of  the  family  was  about  to  reply.     "  Who  is  the  man  ?" 

**  Why,  your  father  has  got  some  nonsense  in  his  head  that 
he 's  the  son  of  a  poor  gentleman  that  died  the  other  day," 
said  Mrs.  Squeers. 

"The  son  of  a  gentleman  !  " 

*'  Yes,  but  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it.  If  he's  a  gentleman's 
son  at  all,  he's  a  fondling,  that 's  my  opinion." 

Mrs.  Squeers  intended  to  say  "foundling,"  but  as  she 
frequently  remarked  when  she  made  any  such  mistake,  it  would 
be  all  the  same  a  hundred  years  hence ;  with  which  axiom  of 
philosophy,  indeed,  she  was  in  the  constant  habit  of  consoling 
the  boys  when  they  labored  under  more  than  ordinary  ill  usage. 

"He's  nothing  of  the  kind,"  said  Squeers,  in  answer  to  the 
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above  remark,  ^  for  his  father  was  married  to  his  mother,  years 
before  he  was  bom,  and  she  is  alive  now.  If  he  was,  it  would 
be  no  business  of  ours,  for  we  make  a  verj  good  friend  by 
having  him  here;  and  if  he  likes  to  learn  the  boys  anything 
besides  minding  them,  I  have  no  objection,  I  am  sure." 

^I  say  again,  I  hate  him  worse   than   poison,"  said  Mrs. 
Squeers,  vehemently. 

'*lf  you  dislike  him,  my  dear,"  returned  Squeers,  "I  don't 
know  anybody  who  can  show  dislike  better  than  you,  and  of 
course  there's  no  occasion,  with  him,  to  take  the  trouble  to 
hide  it" 

^I  don't  intend  to,  1  assure  you,"  interposed  Mrs.  Squeers. 
"  That 's  right,"  said  Squeers ;  *'  and  if  he  has  a  touch  of 
pride  about  him,  as  I  think  he  has,  I  don't  believe  there's  a 
woman  in  all  England  that  can  bring  anybody's  spirit  down  as 
quick  as  you  can,  my  love." 

Mrs.  Squeers  chuckled  vastly  on  the  receipt  of  these  flatter- 
ii^K  compliments,  and  said,  she  had  tamed  a  higher  spirit  or  two 
in.  ber  day.  It  is  but  due  to  her  character  to  say,  that  in  con- 
juiction  with  her  estimable  husband,  she  had  broken  many  and 
many  a  one. 

Hiss  Fanny  Squeers  carefully  treasured  up  this,  and  much 
more  conversation  on  the  same  subject,  until  she  retired  for 
the  night,  when  she  questioned  the  hungry  servant,  minutely, 
^garding  the  outward  appearances  and  demeanor  of  Nicholas  ; 
to  which  queries  the   girl   retuined  such  enthusiastic  replies, 
coupled  with  so  many  laudatory  remarks  touching  his  beautiful 
dark  eyes,  and  his  sweet  smile,  and  his  straight  legs  —  upon 
^hich  last-named  articles  she  laid  particular  stress ;  the  general 
run  of  legs  at  Dotheboys  Hall  being  crooked  —  that  Miss  Squeers 
^^  not  long  in  arriving  at  the  conclusion  that  the  new  usher 
"^U8t  be  a  very  remarkable  person,  or,  as  she  herself  signifi- 
cantly phrased  it,  '*  something  quite  out  of  the  common."     And 
^  Migg  Squeers  made  up  her  mind  that  she  would  take  a  per- 
^^^\  observation  of  Nicholas  the  next  day. 

In  pursuance  of  this  design,  the  young  lady  watched  the 
opportunity  of  her  mother  being  engaged,  and  her  father  absent, 
^d  Went  accidentally  into  the  school- room  to  get  a  pen  mended  ; 
^We,  seeing  nobody  but  Nicholas  presiding  over  the  boys,  she 
"lushed  very  deeply,  and  exhibited  great  confusion. 

**!  beg  your  pardon,"  faltered  Miss  Squeers ;  "  I  thought  my 
lather  was  —  or  might  be  —  dear  me,  how  very  awkward !  " 
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"  Mr.  Squeers  is  out,**  said  Nicholas,  by  no  means  overcome 
by  the  apparition,  unexpected  though  it  was. 

"  Do  you  know  will  he  be  long,  sir  ? "  asked  Miss  Squeers, 
with  bashful  hesitation. 

"  He  said  about  an  hour,"  replied  Nicholas  —  politely,  of 
course,  but  without  any  indication  of  being  stricken  to  the  heart 
by  Miss  Squeers'  charms. 

**I  never  knew  anything  happen  so  cross,"  exclaimed  the 
young  lady,  *' Thank  you!  I  am  very  sorry  I  intruded,!  am 
sure.  If  I  had  n't  thought  my  father  was  here,  I  would  n't  upon 
any  account  have — it  is  very  provoking  —  must  look  so  very 
strange,"  murmured  Miss  Squeers,  blushing  once  more,  and 
glancing  from  the  pen  in  her  hand  to  Nicholas  at  his  desk,  and 
back  again. 

^  If  that  is  all  you  want,"  said  Nicholas,  pointing  to  the  pen, 
and  smiling,  in  spite  of  himself,  at  the  affected  embarrassment 
of  the  schoolmaster's  daughter,  ^^  perhaps  I  can  supply  his 
place." 

Miss  Squeers  glanced  at  the  door,  as  if  dubious  of  the  pro- 
priety of  advancing  any  nearer  to  an  utter  stranger  ;  then  round 
the  schoolroom,  as  though  in  some  measure  reassured  by  the 
presence  of  forty  boys ;  and  finally  sidled  up  to  Nicholas  and 
delivered  the  pen  into  his  hand,  with  a  most  winning  mixture  of 
reserve  and  condescension. 

"Shall  it  be  a  hard  or  a  soft  nib?"  inquired  Nicholas,  smil- 
ing to  prevent  himself  from  laughing  outright. 
,    "  He  ha8  a  beautiful  smile,"  thought  Miss  Squeers. 

"  Which  did  vou  sav  ?"  asked  Nicholas. 

"  Dear  me,  I  was  thinking  of  something  else  for  the  moment, 
I  declare,"  replied  Miss  Squeers.  "  Oh,  as  soft  as  possible,  if 
you  please."  With  which  words  Miss  Squeers  sighed.  It  miglit 
be  to  give  Nicholas  to  understand  that  her  heart  was  soft,  and 
that  the  pen  was  wanted  to  match. 

Under  these  instructions  Nicholas  made  the  pen  ;  when  he 
gave  it  to  Miss  Squeers,  Miss  Squeers  dropped  it,  and  when  he 
stooped  to  pick  it  up,  Miss  Squeers  stooped  also,  and  they 
knocked  their  heads  together ;  whereat  five-and-twenty  little 
boys  laughed  aloud,  being  positively  for  the  first  and  only  time 
that  half  year. 

"Very  awkward  of  me,"  said  Nicholas,  opening  the  door  for 
the  young  lady's  retreat. 

"  Not  at  all,  sir,"  replied  Miss  Squeers  :  "  it  was  my  fault 
It  was  all  my  foolish  —  a  —  a —  good  morning ! " 
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*  Good-bye,**  said  Nicholas.  "  The  next  I  make  for  you  I 
hope  will  be  made  less  clumsily.  Take  care  I  You  are  biting 
the  nib  oflF  now." 

*^  Really/*  said  Miss  Squccrs,  ^^so  embarrassing  that  I 
■careely  know  what —  very  sorry  to  give  you  so  much  trouble." 

M  Not  the  least  trouble  in  the  world/'  replied  Nicholas,  clos- 
ing the  school-room  door. 

^  I  never  saw  such  legs  in  the  whole  course  of  my  life,"  said 
Miss  Squeers,  as  she  walked  away. 

In  fact,  Miss  Squeers  was  in  love  with  Nicholas  Nicklcby. 

To  account  for  the  rapidity  with  which  this  young  lady  had 
conceived  a  passion  for  Nicholas,  it  may  be  necessary  to  state, 
that  the  friend  from  whom  she  had  so  recently  returned  was  a 
miller's  daughter  of  only  eighteen,  who  hud  contracted  herself 
unto  the  son  of  a  small  corn-factor,  resident  in  the  nearest 
market  town.  Miss  Squeers  and  the  miller's  daughter,  being 
fast  friends,  had  covenanted  together  some  two  years  before, 
according  to  a  custom  prevalent  among  young  ladies,  that  who- 
ever was  first  engaged  to  be  married  should  straightway  confide 
tiie  mighty  secret  to  the  bosom  of  the  other,  before  communicat- 
ing it  to  any  living  soul ;  and  l)os{>eak  her  as  bridemaid  without 
lots  of  time  ;  in  fulfilment  of  which  pledge  the  miller*8  daughter, 
when  her  engagement  was  formed,  came  out  express,  at  eleven 
o'clock  at  night,  as  the  corn-factor's  son  made  an  offer  of  his 
hand  and  heart  at  twenty-five  minutes  past  ten  by  the  Dutch 
clock  in  the  kitchen,  and  rushed  into  Miss  Squeers*  bedroom 
with  the  gratifying  intelligence.  Now  Miss  Squeers,  being  five 
jears  older,  and  out  of  hor  teens  (which  is  also  a  great  matter), 
liad  since  bi'en  more  than  commonlv  anxious  to  return  the  com- 
pftiment, and  possess  hor  friend  with  a  similar  secret:  but, either 
in  conse<|n<Mico  of  finding  it  hard  to  ploaso  herself,  or  harder  still 
to  please  anybody  dse,  had  never  had  nn  opportunity  so  to  do, 
inasmuch  as  she  had  no  such  secret  to  (lisrlosc  The  little  inter- 
Tiew  with  Nichi>la8  had  no  sooner  passc^d,  as  above  described, 
kowever,  than  Miss  S<]neer8,  putting  on  her  bonnet,  made  hor 
way  with  great  precipitition  to  her  friend's  house,  and,  upon  a 
solemn  renewal  of  divers  old  vows  of  sec  roc  v,  revealed  how  that 

m 

ahe  was — not  exactly  engaged,  but  goinir  to  be — to  a  gentle- 
man's son  —  (none  of  your  corn-factors,  hut  a  gentleman's  son 
of  high  descent)  —  wlio  had  come  down  as  teacher  to  Dothe- 
Wtr  Hall,  undor  most  mvst<Tions  and  remarkable  circumstances 
*-^  indeed,  as  Miss  Squeers  more  than  once  hinted  she  had  g^ood 
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"  There  he  is ! "  cried  Miss  Squeers.     «  Oh,  Tilda ! '' 

"  Hush ! "  said  'Tilda.     "  Hem !     Say,  come  in. " 

"Come  in,"  cried  Miss  Squeers,  faintly.  And  in  walked 
Nicholas. 

"Good-evening,"  said  that  young  gentleman,  all  uncon- 
scious of  his  conquest.  "I  understood  from  Mr.  Squeers 
that  —  " 

"  Oh  yes ;  it 's  all  right,"  interposed  Miss  Squeers.  " Father 
don't  tea  with  us,  but  you  won't  mind  that,  I  dare  say." 
(This  was  said  archly.) 

Nicholas  opened  his  eyes  at  this,  but  he  turned  the  matter 
oflf  very  coolly  —  not  caring,  particularly,  about  anything  just 
then  —  and  went  through  the  ceremony  of  introduction  to  the 
miller's  daughter  with  so  much  grace  that  that  young  lady 
was  lost  in  admiration. 

"We  are  only  waiting  for  one  more  gentleman,"  said  Miss 
Squeers,  taking  off  the  tea-pot  lid,  and  looking  in,  to  see  how 
the  tea  was  getting  on. 

It  was  a  matter  of  equal  moment  to  Nicholas  whether  they 
were  waiting  for  one  gentleman  or  twenty,  so  he  received  the 
intelligence  with  perfect  unconcern ;  and  being  out  of  spirits, 
and  not  seeing  any  especial  reason  why  he  should  make 
himself  agreeable,  looked  out  of  the  window  and  sighed 
involuntarily. 

As  luck  would  have  it,  Miss  Squeers'  friend  was  of  a  play- 
ful turn,  and  hearing  Nicholas  sigh,  she  took  it  into  her  head 
to  rally  the  lovers  on  their  lowness  of  spirits. 

"But  if  it 's  caused  by  my  being  here,"  said  the  young  lady, 
"don't  mind  me  a  bit,  for  I  'm  quite  as  bad.  You  may  go  on 
just  as  you  would  if  you  were  alone." 

" 'Tilda,"  said  Miss  Squeers,  coloring  up  to  the  top  row  of 
curls,  "  I  am  ashamed  of  you ; "  and  here  the  two  friends  burst 
into  a  variety  of  giggles,  and  glanced,  from  time  to  time,  over 
the  tops  of  their  pocket-handkerchiefs  at  Nicholas,  who,  from 
a  state  of  unmixed  astonishment,  gradually  fell  into  one  of 
irrepressible  laughter  —  occasioned  partly  by  the  bare  notion 
of  his  being  in  love  with  Miss  Squeers,  and  partly  by  the  pre- 
posterous appearance  and  behavior  of  the  two  girls.  These  two 
causes  of  merriment,  taken  together,  struck  him  as  being  so 
keenly  ridiculous  that,  despite  his  miserable  condition,  he 
laughed  till  he  was  thoroughly  exhausted. 

"Well,"  thought  Nicholas,   "as  I  am  here,  and  seem  ex- 
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pectedy  for  Bomc  reason  or  other,  to  be  amiable,  it  *8  of  no  use 
looking  like  a  goose.  I  may  as  well  accommodate  myself  to 
the  company. " 

We  blush  to  tell  it ;  but  his  youthful  spirits  and  vivacity 
getting,  for  a  time,  the  better  of  his  sad  thoughts,  he  no  sooner 
formed  this  resolution  than  he  saluted  Miss  Squeers  and  the 
friend  with  great  gallantry,  and,  drawing  a  chair  to  the  tea- 
table,  began  to  make  himself  more  at  home  than  in  all  proba- 
bility an  usher  has  ever  done  in  his  employer's  house  since 
ushers  were  first  invented. 

The  ladies  were  in  the  full  delight  of  this  altered  behavior 
on  the  part  of  Mr.  Nicklehy,  when  the  exi)octed  swain  arrived, 
with  his  hair  very  damp  from  recent  washing,  and  a  clean 
shirt,  whereof  the  collar  might  have  belonged  to  some  giant 
ancestor,  forming,  together  with  a  white  waistcoat  of  similar 
dimensions,  the  chief  ornament  of  his  person. 

**Well,  John,"  said  Miss  Matilda  Price  (which,  by  the  by, 
was  the  name  of  the  miller's  daughter). 

^  Weel,'*  said  John,  with  a  grin  that  even  the  collar  could 
not  conceal. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  interposed  Miss  Squeers,  hastening  to 
do  the  honors.     **Mr.  Nicklehy,  Mr.  John  Browdie.** 

** Servant,  sir,"  said  John,  who  was  something  over  six  feet 
high,  with  a  face  and  body  rather  above  the  due  proportion 
than  below  it 

"Yours  to  command,"  replied  Nicholas,  making  fearful 
ravages  on  the  bread  and  butter. 

Mr.  Rrowdie  was  not  a  gentleman  of  great  conversational 
powers,  so  he  grinned  twice  more,  and  having  now  bestowed 
his  customar}'  mark  of  recognition  on  every  f)orson  in  company, 
grinned  at  nothing  particular,  and  hel()ed  himself  to  food 

*^01d  woman  awa\  beant  she!"  said  Mr.  Browdie,  with  his 
moath  full. 

Miss  Squeers  nodded  assent, 

Mr.  Browdie  gave  a  grin  of  8|>orial  width,  as  if  he  thought 
that  really  was  something  to  laugh  at,  and  wont  to  work  at  the 
bread  and  butt^T  with  increased  vigor.  It  wa8  quite  a  sight  to 
behold  how  he  and  Nicholas  emf)tied  the  jdate  between  them. 

**Ye  w<»an't  get  bread  and  butther  ev'ry  neight,  I  expect, 
mun,"  said  Mr.  Browdie,  after  he  had  sat  staring  at  Nicholas 
a  long  time  ovrr  the  empty  plate. 

Nicholas  bit  his  lip  and  colored,  hut  affected  not  to  hear 
ttie  remark. 
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"Ecod/*  said  Mr.  Browdie,  laughing,  boisterously,  **they 
dean't  put  too  mueh  intev'em.  Ye  '11  be  nowt  but  skeen  and 
boans  if  you  stop  here  long  eneaf.     Ho !  ho !  ho ! " 

"You  are  facetious,  sir,"  said  Nicholas,  scornfully. 

"Na;  I  dean't  know,"  replied  Mr.  Browdie,  "but  t'oother 
teacher,  *cod  he  wur  a  lean  'un,  he  wur."  The  recollection  of 
the  last  teacher's  leanness  seemed  to  afford  Mr.  Browdie  the 
most  exquisite  delight,  for  he  laughed  until  he  found  it  neces- 
sary to  apply  his  coat  cuffs  to  his  eyes. 

"I  don't  know  whether  your  perceptions  are  quite  keen 
enough,  Mr.  Browdie,  to  enable  you  to  understand  that  your 
remarks  are  offensive,"  said  Nicholas,  in  a  towering  passion; 
"  but  if  they  are,  have  the  goodness  to  —  " 

"If  you  say  another  word,  John,"  shrieked  Miss  Price, 
stopping  her  admirer's  mouth  as  he  was  about  to  interrupt, 
"only  half  a  word,  I'll  never  forgive  you,  or  speak  to  you 
again. " 

"Weel,  my  lass,  I  daen't  care  aboot  'un,"  said  the  com- 
factor,  bestowing  a  hearty  kiss  on  Miss  Matilda;  "let  'un  gan^ 
on,  let  'un  gang  on. " 

It  now  became  Miss  Squeers'  turn  to  intercede  with  Nicho- 
las, which  she  did  with  many  symptoms  of  alarm  and  horror  i 
the  effect  of  the  double  intercession  was,  that  he  and  John 
Browdie  shook  hands  across  the  table  with  much  gravity:  and 
such  was  the  imposing  nature  of  the  ceremonial,  that  Miss 
Squeers  was  overcome  and  shed  tears. 

"  What 's  the  matter,  Fanny  ?  "  said  Miss  Price. 

"Nothing,  'Tilda,"  replied  Miss  Squeers,  sobbing. 

"There  never  was  any  danger,"  said  Miss  Price,  "was 
there,  Mr.  Nickleby?" 

"  None  at  all, "  replied  Nicholas.     "  Absurd. " 

"That's  right,"  whispered  Miss  Prior,  "say  something 
kind  to  her,  and  she  '11  soon  come  round.  Here!  Shall  John 
and  I  go  into  the  little  kitchen,  and  come  back  presently  ?  " 

"Not  on  my  account,"  rejoined  Nicholas,  quite  alarmed  at 
the  proposition.      "  What  on  earth  would  you  do  that  for  ?  " 

"Well,"  said  Miss  Price,  beckoninsr  him  aside,  and  speak- 
ing with  some  degree  of  contempt,  "you  are  a  one  to  keep 
company." 

"What  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  Nicholas;  "I  am  not  a  one  to 
keep  company  at  all  —  here  at  all  events.  I  can't  make  this 
out** 
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'^Noy  nor  I  neither,"  rejoined  Miss  Price;  ^^but  men  are 
always  fickle,  and  always  were,  and  always  will  be;  that  I  can 
make  out  very  easily/' 

** Fickle,  '  cried  Nicholas;  "what  do  you  suppose?  You 
don't  mean  to  say  that  you  think  — '' 

**0h,  no,  1  tliink  nothing  at  all,"  retorted  Miss  Price,  pet- 
tishly. "Look  at  her,  dressed  so  beautiful  and  looking  so  well 
—  really  almoU  handsome.     1  am  ashamed  of  you." 

"My  dear  girl,  what  have  1  got  to  do  with  her  dressing 
beautifully  or  looking  well?"  inquired  Nicholas. 

"Come,  don't  call  uie  a  dear  girl,"  said  Miss  Price  —  smil- 
ing a  little  though,  for  she  was  pretty,  and  a  co<juette  too  in 
her  small  way,  and  Nicholas  was  good-looking,  and  she  sup- 
posed him  the  property  of  somebody  else,  which  were  all  rea- 
sons why  she  should  be  gratified  to  think  she  had  made  an 
impression  on  him  —  "or  Fanny  will  be  saying  it's  my  fault. 
Come;  we're  going  to  have  a  game  at  cards."  Pronouncing 
these  last  words  aloud,  she  tripped  away  and  rejoined  the  big 
Yorkshi  reman. 

This  was  wholly  unintelligible  to  Nicholas,  who  had  no 
other  distinct  impression  on  his  mind  at  the  moment  than  that 
Miss  Squeers  was  an  ordinary-looking  girl,  and  her  friend 
Miss  Price  a  pretty  one;  but  he  had  not  time  to  enlighten  him- 
self by  reflection,  for  the  liearth  being  by  this  time  swept  up, 
and  the  candle  snufTed,  they  sat  down  to  play  speculation. 

"There  are  only  four  of  us,  'Tilda,"  said  Miss  Squeers, 
looking  slyly  at  Nicholas;  ''so  we  had  better  go  partners,  two 
against  two." 

"What  do  you  say,  Mr.  Nickleby  ?"  inquired  Miss  Price. 

"With  all  the  pleasure  in  life,"  replied  Nicholas.  And  so 
saying,  quite  unconscious  of  his  heinous  offence,  he  amalga- 
mated into  one  common  heap  those  portions  of  a  Potheboys 
Hall  card  of  terms,  which  represented  his  own  counters,  and 
those  allotted  to  Miss  Price,   resf)ectively. 

"Mr.  Browdie,"  said  Miss  Squeers,  hysterically,  "shall  we 
make  a  bank  acainst  them  ?  " 

The  Yorkshireman  assented  —  apparently  quite  overwhelmed 
by  the  new  usher's  impudence  —  and  Miss  Squeers  darted  a 
spiteful  look  at  her  friend,  and  pipcled  convulsively. 

The  deal  fell  to  Nicholas,  and  the  liiind  prospered. 

"We  intend  to  win  everything,"  said  he. 

•* Tilda  has  won  something  she  didn't  expect,  I  think; 
urenH  you,  dear?**  said  Miss  Squeers,  maliciously. 
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"Only  a  dozen  and  eight,  love,"  replied  Mibs  Price,  affect- 
ing to  take  the  question  in  a  literal  sense. 

"How  dull  you  are  to-night!"  sneered  Miss  Squeers. 

"No,  indeed,"  replied  Miss  Price,  "I  am  in  excellent  spir- 
its.    I  was  thinking  you  seemed  out  of  sorts. " 

"  Me ! "  cried  Miss  Squeers,  biting  her  lips,  and  trembling 
with  very  jealousy.     "  Oh,  no ! " 

"  That  *8  well, "  remarked  Miss  Price.  "  Your  hair  *8  com- 
ing out  of  curl,  dear." 

"Never  mind  me,"  tittered  Miss  Squeers,  "you  had  better 
attend  to  your  partner. " 

The  Yorkshireman  flattened  his  nose,  once  or  twice  with 
his  clenched  fist,  as  if  to  keep  his  hand  in,  till  he  had  an 
opportunity  of  exercising  it  upon  the  features  of  some  other 
gentleman ;  and  Miss  Squeers  tossed  her  head  with  such  indig- 
nation that  the  gust  of  wind  raised  by  the  multitudinous  curls 
in  motion  nearly  blew  the  candle  out. 

"I  never  had  such  luck,  really,"  exclaimed  coquettish  Miss 
Price,  after  another  hand  or  two.  "It's  all  along  of  you,  Mr. 
Nickleby,  I  think.  I  should  like  to  have  you  for  a  partner 
alwavs. " 

"  I  wish  you  had. " 

"You'll  have  a  bad  wife,  though,  if  you  always  win  at 
cards,"  said  Miss  Price. 

"Not  if  your  wish  is  gratified,"  replied  Nicholas.  "I  am 
sure  I  shall  have  a  good  one  in  that  case." 

To  see  how  Miss  Squeers  tossed  her  head,  and  the  corn- 
factor  flattened  his  nose,  while  this  conversation  was  carrying 
on !  It  would  have  been  worth  a  small  annuity  to  have  beheld 
that:  let  alone  Miss  Price's  evident  joy  at  making  them  jeal- 
ous, and  Nicholas  Nickleby's  happy  unconsciousness  of  mak- 
ing anybody  uncomfortable. 

"We  have  all  the  talking  to  ourselves,  it  seems,"  said 
Nicholas,  looking  good-humoredly  round  the  table  as  he  took 
up  the  cards  for  a  fresh  deal. 

"You  do  it  so  well,"  tittered  Miss  Squeers,  "that  it  would 
be  a  pity  to  interrupt,  wouldn't  it,  Mr.  Browdie  ?  He!  he! 
he ! " 

"Nay,"  said  Nicholas,  "we  do  it  in  default  of  having  any- 
body to  talk  to. " 

"  We  '11  talk  to  you,  you  know,  if  ^  anything,"  said 

Miss  Price. 
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•Thank  you,  'Tilda,  dear,"  retorted  Miss  Squeert,  ma- 
jeetically. 

•*0r  you  can  talk  to  each  other,  if  you  don't  choose  to  talk 
to  us,"  said  Miss  Price,  rallying  her  dear  friend.  ^  John,  why 
don*t  you  say  something  ?  ** 

**Say  summat?"  repeated  the  Yorkshireman. 

^  Ay,  and  not  sit  there  so  silent  and  glum." 

^Weel,  then!'*  said  the  Yorkshireman,  striking  the  table 
heavily  with  his  fist,  ^^  what  I  say  's  this  —  Dang  my  bones  and 
body,  if  I  Stan'  this  any  longer.  Do  ye  gang  whoam  wi'  me, 
and  do  yon  loight  an'  toight  young  whi{>Rter  look  sharp  out 
for  a  brokicen  head,  next  time  he  comes  under  my  bond." 

^ Mercy  on  us,  what's  all  this?"  cried  Miss  Price,  in 
affected  Astonishment. 

**  Cum  whoam,  tell  'e,  cum  whoam,"  replied  the  Yorkshire- 
man,  sternly.  And  as  he  delivered  the  reply.  Miss  Squeers 
burst  into  a  shower  of  tears ;  arising  in  part  from  desperate 
vexation,  and  part,  from  an  impotent  desire  to  lacerate  some- 
body's countenance  with  her  fair  finger-nails. 

This  state  of  things  had  l>een  brought  about  by  divers  means 

t^d  workings.     Miss  Squeers  had  brought  it  about  by  aspiring 

U*  the  high  state  and  condition  of  being  matrimonially  engaged, 

without  '^ood  grounds  for  so  doing:  Miss  Price  had  brought  it 

abour     '    indulging  in  three  motives  of  action  :  first,  a  desire 

to  punish  her  friend  for  laying  claim  to  a  rivalship  in  dignity, 

having  no  good  title  ;   secoudly,  the   gratification   of  her  own 

vanity,  in  receiving  the  compliments  of  a  smart  young  man  ; 

and  thirdly,  a  wish  to  convince  the   corn-factor  of  the  great 

danger  he  ran,  »*•    deferring  the  celebration  of  their  exfiected 

noptials :  whik    *     ^olas  had  brought  it  alxiut  by  half  an  hour's 

gayety  and  thoughtlessness,  and  a  very  sincere  desire  to  avoid 

the  imputation   of   inclining   at   all   to  Miss  Squeers.     So  the 

means   employed,  and  the  end  pnxluced,  were  alike  the  nir>st 

nmlural  in  the  world ;    for  youn^  ladies  will    liN>k    forward  to 

being  married,  and  will  avail    themselves  of  all    opportunities 

of  displaying  (heir  own  attractions  to  the  l)est  advantage,  down 

to  the  very  end  of  time,  as  they  have  done  from  its  l)eginning. 

•*  Whv.  and  here's  Kannv  in  tears  now  I "  exclaimed  Miss 
,  as  if  in  fresh  amazement.     *•  What  can  l>e  the  matter?" 

**Oh  !  you  d'»n't  kii'»w.  Miss,  of  course  you  don't  know.     Pray 

't  trouble  yourself  to  inquire."  said  Miss  S^iueers,  producing 
change  of  countenance  which  children  call  making  a  (ace. 
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**  Well,  I'm  sure !  '*  exclaimed  Miss  Price. 
"And  who  cares  whether  you  are   sure  or  not,  ma'am?" 
retorted  Miss  Squeers,  making  another  tace. 

'*  You  are  monstrous  polite,  ma'am,"  said  Miss  Price, 
"  I   shall   not  come    to  you  to  take    lessons  in    the  art, 
ma'am ! "  retorted  Miss  Squeers 

"  You  need  n't  take  the  trouble  to  make  yourself  plainer  than 
you  are,  ma'am,  however," rejoined  Miss  Price,  "  because  that's 
quite  unnecessary," 

Miss  Squeers  in  reply  turned  very  red,  and  thanked  God  that 
she  had  n't  got  the  bold  faces  of  some  peof)Ie.  Miss  Price,  in 
rejoinder,  congratulated  herself  upon  not  being  possessed  of  the 
envious  feelings  of  other  people  ;  whereupon  Miss  Squeers  made 
some  general  remark  touching  the  danger  of  associating  with 
low  persons ;  in  which  Miss  Price  entirely  coincided  ;  observing 
that  it  was  very  true  indeed,  and  she  had  thought  so  a  long 
time. 

"  'Tilda,"  exclaimed  Miss  Squeers  with  dignity,  "  I  hate  you.' 

"  Ah !  there 's  no  love  lost  between  us,  I  assure  you,"  sa' 
Miss  Price,  tying  her  bonnet  strings  with  a  jerk.     "  You  'U  ' 
your  eyes  out  when  1  'm  gone  ;  you  know  you  will." 

"  I  scorn  your  words,  Minx,"  said  Miss  Squeers. 

.  "You  pay  me  a  great  compliment  when  you  st^   so,'"  hu 
swered  the  miller's  daughter,  courtesying  very   lo^         WiSi' 
you  a  very  good  night,  ma'am,  and  pleasant  dreams  acr^^.rd  your 
sleep ! " 

With  this  parting  benediction,  Miss  Price  swept  from  the 
room,  followed  by  the  huge  Yorkshireman,  who  exchanged  with 
Nicholas,  at  parting,  that  peculiarly  expressive  scowl  with  which 
the  cut-and-thrust  counts,  in  melo-dramatic  performances, 
inform  each  other  they  will  meet  again. 

They  were  no  sooner  gone,  than  Miss  Squeers  fulfilled  the 
prediction  of  her  quondam  friend  by  giving  vent  to  a  most  copi- 
ous burst  of  tears,  and  uttering  various  dismal  lamentations  and 
incoherent  words.  Nicholas  stood  looking  on  for  a  few  seconds, 
rather  doubtful  what  to  do,  but  feeling  uncertain  whether  the  fit 
would  end  in  his  being  embraced  or  scratched,  and  considering 
that  either  infliction  would  be  equally  agreeable,  he  walked  off 
very  quietly,  while  Miss  Squeers  was  moaning  in  her  pocket- 
handkerchief. 

"  This  is  one  consequence,"  thought  Nicholas,  when  he  had 
groped  his  way  to  the  dark  sleeping-room,  "  of  my  cursed  readi- 
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ness  to  adapt  myself  to  any  society  in  which  chance  carried 


me. 


He  listened  for  a  few  minutes,  but  all  was  quiet. 

"  I  was  glad,"  he  murmured,  "  to  grasp  at  any  relief  from 
the  sight  of  this  dreadful  place,  or  the  presence  of  its  vile 
master."  .  .  . 

So  saying,  he  felt  his  way  among  the  throng  of  weary-hearted 
sleepers,  and  crept  into  his  poor  bed. 

The  Fibst  Spibits. 

(From  "  A  ChiJBtmaB  Carol.") 

When  Scrooge  awoke  it  was  so  dark,  that  looking  out  of  bed, 
he  could  scarcely  distinguish  the  transparent  window  from  the 
opaque  walls  of  his  chamber.  He  was  endeavoring  to  pierce  the 
darkness  with  his  ferret  eyes,  when  the  chimes  of  a  neighboring 
church  struck  the  four  quarters.     So  he  listened  for  the  hour. 

To  his  great  astonishment,  the  heavy  bell  went  on  from  six 
to  seven,  and  from  seven  to  eight,  and  regularly  up  to  twelve ; 
then  stopped.  Twelve  !  It  was  past  two  when  he  went  to  bed. 
The  clock  was  wrong.  An  icicle  must  have  got  into  the  works. 
Twelve ! 

He  touched  the  spring  of  his  repeater,  to  correct  this  most 
preposterous  clock.  Its  rapid  little  pu)^-^  beat  twelve  and 
stopped. 

"  Why,  it  is  n't  possible,"  said  Scrooge,  "  that  I  can  have 
slept  through  a  whole  day  and  far  into  another  night.  It  is  n't 
possible  that  anything  has  happened  to  the  sun,  and  this  is 
twelve  at  noon." 

The  idea  being  an  alarming  one,  he  scrambled  out  of  bed, 
and  groped  his  way  to  tlie  window.  He  was  obliged  to  rub  the 
frost  ofiF  with  the  sleeve  of  his  dressing-gown  before  he  could  see 
anything ;  and  could  see  very  little  then.  All  he  could  make 
out  was,  that  it  was  still  very  foggy  and  extremely  cold,  and 
that  there  was  no  noise  of  people  running  to  and  fro,  and  mak- 
ing a  great  stir,  as  there  unquestionably  would  have  been  if 
night  had  beaten  off  bright  day,  and  taken  possession  of  the 
world.  This  was  a  great  relief,  because  "  Three  days  after  sight 
of  this  First  of  Exchange  pay  to  Mr.  Ebenezer  Scrooge  or  his 
order,"  and  so  forth,  would  have  become  a  mere  United  States 
security  if  there  were  no  days  to  count  by. 

Scrooge  went  to  bed  again,  and  thought,  and  thought,  and 
thought  it  over  and  over,  and  could  make  nothing  of  it.    The 
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more  he  thought,  the  more  perplexed  he  was ;  and  the  mote  he 
endeavored  not  to  think,  the  more  he  thought. 

Marlej's  Ghost  bothered  him  exceedingly.  Ereiy  time  be 
resolved  within  himself,  after  mature  inquiry,  that  it  was  all  a 
dream,  his  mind  flew  back  again,  like  a  strong  spring  released, 
to  its  first  position,  and  presented  the  same  problem  to  be  worked 
all  through,  "  Was  it  a  dream  or  not  ?  " 

Scrooge  lay  in  this ,  state  until  the  chime  had  gone  three 
quarters  more,  when  he  remembered,  on  a  sudden,  that  the  Ohost 
had  warned  him  of  a  visitation  when  the  bell  tolled  one.  He  re- 
solved to  lie  awake  until  the  hour  was  passed  ;  and  considering 
that  he  could  no  more  go  to  sleep  than  go  to  heaven,  this  was, 
perhaps,  the  wisest  resolution  in  his  power. 

The  quarter  was  so  long,  that  he  was  more  than  once  con- 
vinced he  must  have  sunk  into  a  doze  unconsciously,  and  missed 
the  clock.    At  length  it  broke  upon  his  listening  ear. 

"  Ding,  dong !  " 

"  A  quarter  past,"  said  Scrooge,  counting. 

«  Ding,  dong ! " 

"  Half-past ! "  said  Scrooge. 

«  Ding,  dong ! " 

"  A  quarter  to  it,"  said  Scrooge. 

"  Ding,  dong ! " 

"  The  hour  itself,"  said  Scrooge,  triumphantly,  "  and  nothing 
else ! " 

He  spoke  before  the  hour  bell  sounded,  which  it  now  did  with 
a  deep,  dull,  hollow,  melancholy  One.  Light  flashed  up  in  the 
room  upon  the  instant,  and  the  curtains  of  his  bed  were  drawn. 

The  curtains  of  his  bed  were  drawn  aside,  I  tell  you,  by  a 
hand.  Not  the  curtains  at  his  feet,  nor  the  curtains  at  his  back, 
but  those  to  which  his  face  was  addressed.  The  curtains  of  his 
bod  were  drawn  aside ;  and  Scrooge,  starting  up  into  a  half- 
n^cumbent  attitude,  found  himself  face  to  face  with  the  un- 
iMirthly  visitor  who  drew  them :  as  close  to  it  as  I  am  now  to 
}  on,  and  I  am  now  standing  in  the  spirit  at  your  elbow. 

It  was  a  strange  figure  —  like  a  child  :  yet  not  so  like  a  child 
as  like  an  old  man,  viewed  through  some  supernatural  medium, 
which  gave  him  the  appearance  of  havinor  receded  from  the  view, 
and  being  diminished  to  a  child's  is.    Its  hair,  which, 

hung  about  its  neck  and  down  it^  ^tbage$ 

and  yet  the  face  had  not  a  i  i% 

bloom  was  on  the  skin.     The  ai 
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lar;  the  hands  the  same,  as  if  its  hold  were  of  tmoommon 
strength.  Its  legs  and  feet,  most  delicately  formed,  were,  like 
tboee  upper  members,  bare.  It  wore  a  tanic  of  the  purest  white ; 
and  round  its  waist  was  bound  a  lustrous  belt,  the  sheen  of  which 
was  beautiful.  It  held  a  branch  of  fresh  green  holly  in  its  hand ; 
and,  in  singular  contradiction  of  that  wintry  emblem,  had  its 
dress  trimmed  with  summer  flowers.  But  the  strangest  thing 
about  it  was,  that  from  the  crown  of  its  head  there  sprung  a 
bright  clear  jet  of  light,  by  which  all  this  was  visible ;  and  which 
was  doubtless  the  occasion  of  its  using,  in  its  duller  moments,  a 
great  extinguisher  for  a  cap,  which  it  now  held  under  its  arm. 

Even  this,  though,  when  Scrooge  looked  at  it  with  increasing 
steadiness,  was  not  its  strangest  quality.  For,  as  its  belt  spar- 
kled and  glittered,  now  in  cue  part  and  now  in  another,  and 
what  was  light  one  instant  at  another  time  was  dark,  so  the 
figure  itself  fluctuated  in  its  distinctness :  being  now  a  thing 
with  one  arm,  now  with  one  leg,  now  with  twenty  legs,  now  a 
pair  of  legs  without  a  head,  now  a  head  without  a  body :  of 
which  dissolving  parts  no  outline  would  be  visible  in  the  dense 
gloom  wherein  they  melted  away.  And  in  the  very  wonder  of 
this  it  would  be  itself  again ;  distinct  and  clear  as  ever. 

^  Are  you  the  Spirit,  sir,  whose  coming  was  foretold  to  me  t  ** 
asked  Scrooge. 

**  I  am  !  " 

The  voice  was  soft  and  gentle.  Singularly  low,  as  if  instead 
of  being  so  close  beside  him,  it  were  at  a  diHtance. 

**  Who  and  what  are  you  ?  "  Scrooge  demanded. 

*^  I  am  the  Ghost  of  Christmas  Past.'* 

^  Long  past  ?  "  inquired  Scrooge  ;  observant  of  its  dwarfish 
stature. 

**  No.     Your  past.'* 

Perhaps  Scrooge  could  not  have  told  anybody  why,  if  any- 
body  could  have  asked  him :  but  he  hiid  a  special  desire  to  see 
the  Spirit  in  his  cap ;  and  begged  him  to  be  covered. 

**  What !  '*  exclaimed  the  Ghost,  *'  would  you  so  soon  putont, 
With  worldly  hands,  the  light  I  give  7  Is  it  not  enough  that  yon 
%re  one  of  tlioee  whose  passions  made  this  cap,  and  force  me 
through  whole  trains  of  years  to  wear  it  low  upon  my  brow  ?** 

Scrooge  reverently  disclaimed  all  intention  to  offend  or  any 
Xaowledge  of  having  wilfully  ^  bonneted  "  the  Spirit  at  any  period 

4a  life.     He  then  made  bold  to  inquire  what  business  brought 
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"  Your  welfare  ! "  said  the  Ghost. 

Scrooge  expressed  himself  much  obliged,  but  could  not  help 
thinking  that  a  night  of  unbroken  rest  would  have  been  more 
conducive  to  that  end.  The  Spirit  must  have  heard  him  think* 
ing,  for  it  said  immediately,  — 

"  Your  reclamation,  then.     Take  heed ! " 

It  put  out  its  strong  hand  as  it  spoke,  and  clasped  him  gently 
by  the  arm. 

"  Rise !  and  walk  with  me !  '* 

It  would  have  been  in  vain  for  Scrooge  to  plead  that  the 
weather  and  the  hour  were  not  adapted  to  pedestrian  purposes; 
that  bed  was  warm,  and  the  thermometer  a  long  way  below 
freezing ;  that  he  was  clad  but  lightly  in  his  slippers,  dressing- 
gown  and  nightcap ;  and  that  he  had  a  cold  upon  him  at  that 
time.  The  grasp,  though  gentle  as  a  woman's  hand,  was  not  to 
be  resisted.  He  rose :  but  finding  that  the  Spirit  made  towards 
the  window,  clasped  its  robe  in  supplication. 

^^I  am  a  mortal,"  Scrooge  remonstrated,  '^and  liable  to 
fall.'' 

**  Bear  but  a  touch  of  my  hand  there^^  said  the  Spirit,  laying 
it  upon  his  heart,  ^'  and  you  shall  be  upheld  in  more  than  this ! " 

As  the  words  were  spoken,  they  passed  through  the  walU 
and  stood  upon  an  open  country  road,  with  fields  on  either  hand. 
The  city  had  entirely  vanished.  Not  a  vestige  of  it  was  to  be 
seen.  The  darkness  and  the  mist  had  vanished  with  it,  for  it 
was  a  clear,  cold,  winter  day,  with  snow  upon  the  ground. 

"  Good  heaven ! "  said  Scrooge,  clasping  his  hands  together, 
as  he  looked  about  him.  ^^  I  was  bred  in  this  place.  I  was  a 
boy  here !  '* 

The  Spirit  gazed  upon  him  mildly.  Its  gentle  touch,  though 
it  had  been  light  and  instantaneous,  appeared  still  present  to  the 
old  man's  sense  of  feeling.  He  was  conscious  of  a  thousand 
odors  floating  in  the  air,  each  one  connected  with  a  thousand 
thoughts,  and  hopes,  and  joys,  and  cares  long,  long  forgotten ! 

**Your  lip  is  trembling,"  said  the  Ghost.  "And  what  is 
that  upon  your  cheek?" 

Scrooge  muttered,  with  an  unusual  catching  in  his  voice, 
that  it  was  a  pimple ;  and  begged  the  Ghost  to  lead  him  where 
he  would. 

**  You  recollect  the  way  ?  "  inquired  the  Spirit. 

"  Remember  it !  "  cried  Scrooge,  with  fervor;  "  I  could  walk 
it  blindfold." 
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**  Strange  to  haye  forgotten  it  for  so  many  years !  ^  obeerved 
the  Ohoet.    ''  Let  us  go  on." 

They  walked  along  the  road,  Scrooge  recognizing  every  gate, 
and  post,  and  tree,  until  a  little  market-town  appeared  in  the 
distance,  with  its  bridge,  its  church,  and  winding  riyer.  Some 
shaggy  ponies  now  were  seen  trotting  towards  them  with  boys 
upon  their  backs,  who  called  to  other  boys  in  country  gigs  and 
carts,  driven  by  farmers.  All  theso  boys  were  in  great  spirits, 
and  shouted  to  each  other,  until  the  broad  fields  were  so  full  of 
merry  music,  that  the  crisp  air  laughed  to  hear  it. 

*^  These  are  but  shadows  of  the  things  that  haye  been,**  said 
the  Ghost    ^^  They  have  no  consciousness  of  us.'* 

The  jocund  travellers  came  on ;  and  as  they  came,  Scrooge 
knew  and  named  them  every  one.  Why  was  he  rejoiced  beyond 
all  bounds  to  see  them  ?  Why  did  his  cold  eye  glisten,  and  his 
heart  leap  up,  as  they  went  past  ?  Why  was  he  filled  with  glad- 
ness when  he  heard  them  give  each  other  Merry  Christmas,  as 
they  parted  at  cross-roads  and  byways  for  their  several  homes? 
What  was  merry  Christmas  to  Scrooge?  Out  upon  merry 
Christmas !     What  good  had  it  ever  done  to  him  ? 

^The  school  is  not  quite  deserted,"  said  the  Ghost  ^A 
solitary  child,  neglected  by  his  friends,  is  left  there  still." 

Scrooge  said  he  knew  it.     And  he  sobbed. 

They  left  the  high-road  by  a  well-remembered  lane,  and 
soon  approached  a  mansion  of  dull  red  brick,  with  a  little 
weathercock-surmounted  cupola  on  the  roof,  and  a  bell  hanging 
in  it  It  was  a  large  house,  but  one  of  broken  fortunes;  for 
the  spacious  offices  were  little  used,  their  walls  were  damp  and 
mossy,  their  windows  broken,  and  their  gates  decayed.  Fowls 
clucked  and  stnitted  in  the  stables;  and  the  coach-houses  and 
sheds  were  overrun  with  grass.  Nor  was  it  more  retentive  of 
its  ancient  state  within ;  for,  entering  the  dreary  hall,  and 
glancing  through  the  open  doors  of  many  rooms,  they  found 
them  poorly  furnished,  cold,  and  vast  There  was  an  earthy 
ftavor  in  the  air,  a  chilly  bareness  in  the  place,  which  associated 
itHelf  somehow  with  too  much  getting  up  by  candle-light,  and 
not  too  much  to  eat 

They  went,  the  Ghost  and  Scrooge,  across  the  hall,  to  a  door 
It  the  back  of  the  hoime.  It  opened  before  them,  and  disclosed 
t  long,  bare,  melancholy  room,  made  barer  still  by  lines  of 
plain  deal  forms  aii<l  desks.  At  one  of  these  a  lonely  boy  was 
reading  near  n  feobh'  fire:  and  Scrooge  sat  down  upon  a  form 
and  wept  to  see  his  poor  forgotten  self  as  he  had  used  to  be. 
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Not  a  latent  echo  in  the  house,  not  a  squeak  and  scuiBe  from 
the  mice  behind  the  panelling,  not  a  drip  from  the  half-thawed 
water-spout  in  the  dull  yard  behind,  not  a  sigh  among  the  leaf- 
less boughs  of  one  despondent  poplar,  not  the  idle  swinging  of 
an  empty  storehouse  door,  no,  not  a  clicking  in  the  fire,  but  fell 
upon  the  heart  of  Scrooge  with  softening  influence,  and  gave 
a  freer  passage  to  his  tears. 

The  Spirit  touched  him  on  the  arm,  and  pointed  to  his 
younger  self,  intent  upon  his  reading.  Suddenly  a  man  in 
foreign  garments,  wonderfully  real  and  distinct  to  look  at, 
stood  outside  the  window,  with  an  axe  stuck  in  his  belt,  and 
leading  by  the  bridle  an  ass  laden  with  wood. 

"  Why,  it  *s  Ali  Baba ! "  Scrooge  exclaimed  in  ecstasy.  "  It 's 
dear  old  honest  Ali  Baba!  Yes,  yes,  I  know.  One  Christmas- 
time, when  yonder  solitary  child  was  left  here  all  alone,  he  did 
come,  for  the  first  time,  just  like  that.  Poor  boy  !  And  Val- 
entine," said  Scrooge,  "  and  his  wild  brother,  Orson  ;  there  they 
go !  And  what 's  his  name,  who  was  put  down  in  his  drawers, 
asleep,  at  the  gate  of  Damascus ;  don't  you  see  him  ?  And  the 
Sultan's  Groom  turned  upside  down  by  the  Genii :  there  he  is 
upon  his  head  !  Serve  him  right !  I  'm  glad  of  it.  What 
business  had  he  to  be  married  to  the  Princess  ?  " 

To  hear  Scrooge  expending  all  the  earnestness  of  his  nature 
on  such  subjects,  in  a  most  extraordinary  voice  between  laughing 
and  crying,  and  to  see  his  heightened  and  excited  face,  would 
have  been  a  surprise  to  his  business  friends  in  the  City,  indeed. 

"There's  the  Parrot!"  cried  Scrooge.  '-Green  body  and 
yellow  tail,  with  a  thing  like  a  lettuce  growing  out  of  the  top 
of  his  head ;  there  he  is !  Poor  Robin  Crusoe  he  called  him,  when 
he  came  home  again  after  sailing  round  the  island.  '  Poor  Robin 
Crusoe,  where  have  you  been,  Robin  Crusoe  ?'  The  man  thought 
he  was  dreaming,  but  he  wasn't.  It  was  the  Parrot,  you  know. 
There  goes  Friday,  running  for  his  life  to  the  little  creek! 
Halloa!    Hoop!     Halloo!" 

Then,  with  a  rapidity  of  transition  very  foreign  to  his  usual 
character,  he  said,  in  pity  for  his  former  self,  "  Poor  boy  !"  and 
cried  again. 

**I  wish,"  Scrooge  muttered,  putting  his  hand  in  his  pocket, 
and  looking  about  him,  after  drying  his  eyes  with  his  cu£f: 
"but  it's  too  late  now." 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  "  asked  the  Spirit. 

** Nothing,"    said    Scrooge.     "Nothing.    There  was  a  boj 
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singing  a  Christmas  Carol  at  my  door  last  night    I  should  like 
to  have  given  him  Honiething:  that's  all/' 

The  Ghost  8iuiled  thoughtfully,  and  waved  its  hand  :  saying 
as  it  did  so, ''  Let  us  see  another  Christmas  !  " 

Scrooge^s  former  self  grew  larger  at  the  words,  and  the  room 
became  a  little  darker  and  more  dirty.  The  panels  shrunk,  the 
windows  cracked  ;  fragments  of  plaster  fell  out  of  the  ceiling, 
and  the  naked  laths  were  shown  instead :  but  how  all  this  was 
brought  about  Scrooge  knew  no  more  than  you  do.  He  only 
knew  that  it  was  quite  correct :  that  everything  had  happened 
so ;  that  there  he  was,  alone  again,  when  all  the  other  boys  had 
gone  home  for  the  jolly  holidays. 

He  was  not  reading  now,  but  walking  up  and  down  despair* 
Ingly.  Scrooge  looked  at  the  Ghost,  and,  with  a  mournful  shak« 
ing  of  his  head,  glanced  anxiously  towards  the  door. 

It  opened ;  and  a  little  girl,  much  younger  than  the  boy, 
came  darting  in,  and,  putting  her  arms  about  his  neck,  and  often 
kissing  him,  addressed  him  as  her  ^'  dear,  dear  brother." 

^^  I  have  come  to  bring  you  home,  dear  brother !  "  said  the 
child,  clapping  her  tiny  hands,  and  bending  down  to  laugh. 
•*  To  bring  you  home,  home,  home ! " 

**  Home,  little  Fan  ? "  returned  the  bov. 

**  Yes  I "  said  the  child,  brimful  of  ^^'^,  *'  Home  for  good 
and  all.  Home  for  ever  and  ever.  Father  is  so  much  kinder 
than  he  used  to  be,  that  home 's  like  heaven !  He  spoke  so 
gently  to  me  one  dear  night  when  I  was  going  to  bed,  that  I  was 
not  afraid  to  ask  him  once  more  if  you  might  come  home  ;  and 
lie  said  Yes,  you  should ;  and  sent  me  in  a  coach  to  bring  you. 
And  you  're  to  be  a  man ! "  said  the  child,  opening  her  eyes ; 
•*  and  are  never  to  come  back  here  ;  but  lirst  we  're  to  be  together 
all  the  Christmas  long,  and  have  the  merriest  time  in  all  the 
worid." 

^  You  are  quite  a  woman,  little  Fan  ! "  exclaimed  the  boy. 

She  clapped  her  hands  and  laughed,  and  tried  to  touch  his 
head  ;  but,  l>einsr  too  little,  laughed  again,  and  stood  on  tiptoe  to 
embrace  him.  •  Then  she  began  to  drag  him,  in  her  childish 
eagerness,  towards  the  door ;  and  he,  nothing  loath  to  go,  accom- 
panied her. 

A  terrible  voice  in  the  hall  cried,  "  Bring  down  Master 
Serooge's  box,  there  ! "  and  iu  the  hall  appeared  the  schoolmas- 
ter himself,  who  jrlanMl  on  Master  Scrooge  with  a  ferocious  con- 

and  threw   him  into  a  dreadful  state  of  mind  by 
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shaking  hands  with  him.  He  then  conveyed  him  and  his  sister 
into  the  veriest  old  well  of  a  shivering  best  parlor  that  ever  was 
seen,  where  the  maps  upon  the  walls,  and  the  celestial  and  ter- 
restrial globes  in  the  windows,  were  waxy  with  cold.  Here  he 
produced  a  decanter  of  curiously  light  wine,  and  a  block  of  curi- 
ously heavy  cake,  and  administered  instalments  of  those  dainties 
to  the  young  people  :  at  the  same  time  sending  out  a  meagre 
servant  to  offer  a  glass  of  "  something "  to  the  post-boy,  who 
answered  that  he  thanked  the  gentleman,  but,  if  it  was  the  same 
tap  as  he  had  tasted  before,  he  had  rather  not.  Master  Scrooge's 
trunk  being  by  this  time  tied  on  to  the  top  of  the  chaise,  the 
children  bade  the  schoolmaster  good-bye  right  willingly ;  and, 
getting  into  it,  drove  gayly  down  the  garden  sweep ;  the  quick 
wheels  dashing  the  hoar  frost  and  snow  from  off  the  dark  leaves 
of  the  evergreens  like  spray. 

^^  Always  a  delicate  creature,  whom  a  breath  might  have 
withered,"  said  the  Ghost    "  But  she  had  a  large  heart ! " 

"  So  she  had,"  cried  Scrooge.  "  You  're  right  I  will  not 
gainsay  it.  Spirit.     God  forbid  ! " 

^^  She  died  a  woman,"  said  the  Ghost,  *^  and  had,  as  I  think, 
children." 

*'  One  child,"  Scrooge  returned. 

"  True,"  said  the  Ghost.     "  Your  nephew  ! " 

Scrooge  seemed  uneasy  in  his  mind ;  and  answered  briefly, 
«  Yes." 

Although  they  had  but  that  moment  left  the  school  behind 
them,  they  were  now  in  the  busy  thoroughfares  of  a  city,  where 
shadowy  passengers  passed  and  repassed  ;  where  shadowy  carts 
and  coaches  battled  for  the  way,  and  all  the  strife  and  tumult  of 
a  real  city  were.  It  was  made  plain  enough,  by  the  dressing  of 
the  shops,  that  here,  too,  it  was  Christmas-time  again ;  but  it 
was  evening,  and  the  streets  were  lighted  up. 

The  Ghost  stopped  at  a  certain  warehouse  door,  and  asked 
Scrooge  if  he  knew  it 

''  Know  it ! "  said  Scrooge.     "  Was  I  apprenticed  here  ?  " 

They  went  in.     At  sight  of  an  old  jnaH^an  in  a  Welsh 
wig,  sitting  behind  such  a  high  deskJ^^^Hfc^  had  befgi  two 
inches  taller  he  must  have  knocked 
Scrooge  cried  in  great  excitement, — I 

"Why,   it's  old  Fezziwig !     Ble 
alive  again  ! " 

Old  Fezziwig  laid  down  his  pen, 
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which  pointed  to  the  hour  of  soTen.  He  rubbed  his  hands ;  ad- 
justed his  capacious  waistcoat ;  laughed  all  over  himself,  from 
his  shoes  to  his  organ  of  beneTolence ;  and  called  out,  in  a  com- 
fortable, oily,  rich,  fat,  jovial  voice,  — 

•*  Yo  ho,  there !    Ebenezer  I    Dick !  •• 

Scrooge's  former  self,  now  gprown  a  young  man,  came  briskly 
in,  accompanied  by  bis  fcUow-'prentice. 

^  Dick  Wilkins,  to  be  sure ! "  said  Scrooge  to  the  Ghost. 
*^  Bless  me,  yes.  There  he  is.  He  was  very  mnch  attached  to 
me,  was  Dick.     Poor  Dick !    Dear,  dear  I " 

•*  Yo  ho,  my  boys  ! "  said  Pezziwig.  **  No  more  work  to-night. 
Christmss  Eve,  Dick.  Christmas,  Ebenezer!  Let's  have  the 
shutters  up/'  cried  old  Fczziwig,  with  a  sharp  clap  of  his  hands, 
^  before  a  man  can  say  Jack  Robinson !" 

You  would  n't  believe  how  those  two  fellows  went  at  it ! 
They  charged  into  the  street  with  the  shutters  —  one,  two,  three 
—  had  'em  up  in  their  places  —  four,  five,  six  —  barred  'em  and 
pinned  'em  —  seven,  eight,  nine  —  and  came  back  before  you 
could  have  got  to  twelve,  panting  like  race-horses. 

**  Hilli-ho ! "  cried  old  Fczziwig,  skipping  down  from  the  high 
desk  with  wonderful  agility.  ^*  Clear  away,  my  lads,  and  let 's 
have  lots  of  room  here !     Hilli-ho,  Dick  !     Chirrup,  Ebenezer ! " 

Clear  away !  There  was  nothing  they  would  n't  have  cleared 
sway,  or  could  n't  have  cleared  away,  with  old  Pezziwig  looking 
on.  It  was  done  in  a  minute.  Every  movable  was  packed  off, 
IS  if  it  were  dismissed  from  public  life  forevermore ;  the  floor 
wss  swept  and  watered,  the  lamps  were  trimmed,  fuel  was  heaped 
upon  the  fire ;  and  the  warehouse  was  as  snug,  and  warm,  and 
dry,  and  bright  a  ball-room,  as  you  would  desire  to  see  upon  a 
winter's  night. 

In  came  a  fiddler  with  a  music-book,  and  went  up  to  the  lofty 
desk«  and  made  an  orchestra  of  it,  and  tuned  like  fifty  stomach- 
sches.  In  came  Mrs.  Fczziwig,  one  vast  substantial  smile.  In 
cime  the  three  Miss  Fezzi  wigs,  beaming  and  lovable.  In  came  the 
six  young  followers  whose  hearts  they  broke.  In  came  all  the 
young  men  and  women  employed  in  the  business.  In  came 
the  housemaid,  with  her  cousin  the  baker.  In  came  the  cook, 
with  her  brother^s  particular  friend  the  milkman.     In  came  the 

from  over  the  way,  who  was  suspected  of  not  having  board 

*^  from  his  master;  trying  to  hide  himself  behind  the  girl 

r  but  one,  who  was  proved  to  have  had  her  ears 

istress.    In  they  all  came,  one  after  another; 
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some  shyly,  some  boldly,  some  gracefully,  some  awkwardly,  some 
pushing,  some  pulling;  in  they  all  came,  any  how  and  every 
how.  Away  they  all  went,  twenty  couple  at  once ;  hands  half 
round  and  back  again  the  other  way ;  down  the  middle  and  up 
again  ;  round  and  round  in  various  stages  of  affectionate  group- 
ing ;  old  top  couple  always  turning  up  in  the  wrong  place ;  new 
top  couple  starting  off  again  as  soon  as  they  got  there ;  all  top 
couples  at  last,  and  not  a  bottom  one  to  help  them !  When  this 
result  was  brought,  old  Fezziwig,  clapping  his  hands  to  stop  the 
dance,  cried  out,  "  Well  done !  "  and  the  fiddler  plunged  his  hot 
face  into  a  pot  of  porter,  especially  provided  for  that  purpose. 
But,  scorning  rest  upon  his  reappearance,  he  instantly  began 
again,  though  there  were  no  dancers  yet,  as  if  the  other  fiddler 
had  been  carried  home,  exhausted,  on  a  shutter,  and  he  were  a 
bran-new  man,  resolved  to  beat  him  out  of  sight,  or  perish. 

There  were  more  dances,  and  there  were  forfeits,  and  more 
dances,  and  there  was  cake,  and  there  was  negus,  and  there  was 
a  great  piece  of  Gold  Boast,  and  there  was  a  great  piece  of  Cold 
Boiled,  and  there  were  mince-pies,  and  plenty  of  beer.  But  the 
great  effect  of  the  evening  came  after  the  Roast  and  Boiled,  when 
the  fiddler  (an  artful  dog,  mind  !  The  sort  of  man  who  knew  his 
business  better  than  you  or  I  could  have  told  it  him  !)  struck  up 
"  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley."  Then  old  Fezziwig  stood  out  to  dance 
with  Mrs.  Fezziwig.  Top  couple,  too  ;  with  a  good  stiff  piece  of 
work  cut  out  for  them ;  three  or  four  and  twenty  pair  of  part- 
ners ;  people  who  were  not  to  be  trifled  with  ;  people  who  would 
dance,  and  had  no  notion  of  walking. 

But  if  they  had  been  twice  as  many  —  ah !  four  times  —  old 
Fezziwig  would  have  been  a  match  for  them,  and  so  would  Mrs. 
Fezziwig.  As  to  her,  she  was  worthy  to  be  his  partner  in  every 
sense  of  the  term.  If  that 's  not  high  praise,  tell  me  higher,  and 
I  '11  use  it.  A  positive  light  appeared  to  issue  from  Fezziwig's 
calves.  They  shone  in  every  part  of  the  dance  like  moons.  You 
couldn't  have  predicted,  at  any  given  time,  what  would  become 
of  them  next.  And  when  old  Fezziwig  and  Mrs.  Fezziwig  had 
gone  all  through  the  dance ;  advance  and  retire,  both  hands  to 
your  partner,  bow  and  courtesy,  corkscrew,  thread-the^eedlei 
and  back  again  to  your  place ;  Fezziwig  "  cut  *!^;^( 
that  he  appeared  to  wink  with  his  legs, 
again  without  a  stagger. 

When  the  clock  struck  eleven,  this 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fezziwig  took  their  statioi 
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door,  and,  shaking  hands  with  every  person  individually,  as  he 
or  she  went  out,  wished  him  or  her  a  Merry  Christmas.  When 
everybody  had  retired  but  the  two  'prentices,  they  did  the  same 
to  them ;  and  thus  the  cheerful  voices  died  away,  and  the  lads 
were  left  to  their  beds,  which  were  under  a  counter  in  the  back- 
shop. 

During  the  whole  of  this  time  Scrooge  had  acted  like  a  man 
out  of  his  wits.  His  heart  and  soul  were  in  the  scene,  and  with 
his  former  self.  He  corroborated  everything,  remembered  every- 
thing, enjoyed  everything,  and  underwent  the  strangest  agitation. 
It  was  not  until  now,  when  the  bright  faces  of  his  former  self  and 
Dick  were  turned  from  them,  that  he  remembered  the  Ghost,  and 
became  conscious  that  it  was  looking  full  upon  him,  while  the 
light  upon  its  head  burnt  very  clear. 

'^  A  small  matter,'*  said  the  Ghost, ''  to  make  these  silly  folks 
80  full  of  gratitude." 

*'  Small ! "  echoed  Scrooge. 

The  Spirit  signed  to  him  to  listen  to  the  two  apprentices,  who 
vere  pouring  out  their  hearts  in  praise  of  Fezziwig ;  and,  when 
he  bad  done  so,  said,  — 

"  Why  !  Is  it  not  ?  He  has  spent  but  a  few  pounds  of  your 
mortal  money :  three  or  four,  perhaps.  Is  that  so  much  that  he 
deserves  this  praise  ?  " 

"  It  is  n't  that,"  said  Scrooge,  heated  by  the  remark,  and 
fiipeaking  unconsciously  like  his  former,  not  his  latter  self.  ''  It 
i»n't  that.  Spirit.  He  has  the  power  to  render  us  happy  or  un- 
liappy  ;  to  make  our  service  light,  or  burdensome ;  a  pleasure  or 
SL  toil.  Say  that  his  power  lies  in  words  and  looks  ;  in  things  so 
flight  and  insignificant  that  it  is  impossible  to  add  and  count 
^em  up:  what  then  ?  The  happiness  he  gives  is  quite  as  great 
04B  if  it  cost  a  fortune." 

He  felt  the  Spirit's  glance,  and  stopped. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  asked  the  Ghost 

"  Nothing  particular,"  said  Scrooge. 

**  Something,  I  think,"  the  Ghost  insisted. 

"No,*'  said  Scrooge,  "  no.  1  should  like  to  be  able  to  say  a 
^ord  or  two  to  my  clerk  just  now.     That's  all." 

His  former  self  turned  down  the  lamps  as  he  gave  utterance 
^^  the  wish  ;  and  Scrooge  and  the  Ghost  again  stood  side  by  side 
^  the  open  air. 

*'My  time  grows  short,"  observed  the  Spirit.     *'  Quick  !  " 

This  was  not  addressed  to  Scrooge,  or  to  any  one  whom  he 
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could  see,  but  it  produced  an  immediate  effect.  For  again 
Scrooge  saw  himself.  He  was  older  now ;  a  man  in  the  prime 
of  life.  His  face  had  not  the  harsh  and  rigid  lines  of  later  years ; 
but  it  had  begun  to  wear  the  signs  of  care  and  avarice.  There 
was  an  eager,  greedy,  restless  motion  in  the  eye,  which  showed 
the  passion  that  had  taken  root,  and  where  the  shadow  of  the 
growing  tree  would  fall. 

He  was  not  alone,  but  sat  by  the  side  of  a  fair  young  girl  in 
a  mourning-dress  :  in  whose  eyes  there  were  tears,  which  spar- 
kled in  the  light  that  shone  out  of  the  Ghost  of  Christmas  Past. 

"  It  matters  little,"  she  said  softly.  "  To  you  very  little. 
Another  idol  has  displaced  me ;  and,  if  it  can  cheer  and  comfort 
you  in  time  to  come  as  I  would  have  tried  to  do,  I  have  no  just 
cause  to  grieve." 

"  What  Idol  has  displaced  you  ?  "  he  rejoined. 

"  A  golden  one." 

^^  This  is  the  even-handed  dealing  of  the  world ! "  he  said. 
^^  There  is  nothing  on  which  it  is  so  hard  as  poverty  ;  and  there 
is  nothing  it  professes  to  condemn  with  such  severity  as  the  pur- 
suit of  wealth  ! " 

"  You  fear  the  world  too  much,"  she  answered  gently.    "  All 
your  other  hopes  have  merged  into  the  hope  of  being  beyond  th© 
chance  of  its  sordid  reproach.    I  have  seen  your  nobler  aspira- 
tions fall  off  one  by  one,  until  the  master  passion.  Gain,  engrosser 
you.     Have  I  not  ?  " 

"  What  then  ?  "  he  retorted.    "  Even  if  I  have  grown  so  mucl 
wiser,  what  then  ?     I  am  not  changed  towards  you." 

She  shook  her  head. 

"Ami?" 

"  Our  contract  is  an  old  one.    It  was  made  when  we  were  bol 
poor,  and  content  to  be  so,  until,  in  good  season,  we  could  ii 
prove  our  worldly  fortune  by  our  patient  industry.     You  «.: 
changed.     When  it  was  made  you  were  another  man.*' 

"  I  was  a  boy,"  he  said  impatiently. 

"  Your  own  feeling  tells  you  that  you  were  not  what  you  are. 
she  returned.  "  I  am.  That  which  promised  happiness  wb^^n 
we  were  one  in  heart  is  fraught  with  misery  now  that  we  a^^e 
two.  How  often  and  how  keenly  I  have  thought  of  this  I 
not  say.  It  is  enough  that  I  have  thought  of  it,  and  can 
you." 

"  Have  I  ever  sought  release?** 

"  In  words.     No.     Never.** 
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«*  In  what,  then  ?  *' 

"  In  a  cliauged  nature ;  in  an  altered  spirit ;  in  another  atmos- 
phere of  life ;  another  Hope  as  its  great  end.  In  everything  that 
made  my  love  of  any  worth  or  value  in  your  sight.  If  this  had 
never  been  between  us,"  said  the  girl,  looking  mildly,  but  with 
steadiness,  upon  him,  ''  tell  me,  would  you  seek  me  out  and  try 
to  win  me  now  ?    Ah,  no ! " 

He  seemed  to  yield  to  the  justice  of  this  supposition  in  spite 
of  himself.     But  he  said,  with  a  struggle,  "  You  think  not" 

"  I  would  gladly  think  otherwise  if  I  could,"  she  answered, 
"  Heaven  knows.  When  1  have  learned  a  Truth  like  this,  I 
know  how  strong  and  irresistible  it  must  be.  But  if  you  were 
free  to-day,  to-morrow,  yesterday,  can  even  I  believe  that  you 
would  choose  a  dowerless  girl  —  you  who,  in  your  very  con- 
fidence with  her,  weigh  everything  by  Gain;  or  choosing  her, 
if  for  a  moment  you  were  false  enough  to  your  one  guiding 
principle  to  do  so,  do  I  not  know  that  your  repentance  and  regret 
would  surely  follow  ?  I  do ;  and  I  release  you.  With  a  full 
heart,  for  the  love  of  him  you  once  were." 

He  was  about  to  speak ;  but,  with  her  head  turned  from  him, 
she  resumed,  — 

"  You  may  —  the  memory  of  what  is  past  half  makes  me 
hope  you  will  —  have  pain  in  this.  A  very,  very  brief  time, 
and  you  will  dismiss  the  recollection  of  it  gladly,  as  an  un- 
profitable dream,  from  which  it  happened  Well  that  you  awoke. 
May  you  be  happy  in  the  life  you  have  chosen ! " 

She  left  him,  and  they  parted. 

"  Spirit ! "  said  Scrooge,  "  show  me  no  more  !  Conduct  me 
home.     Why  do  you  delight  to  torture  me?" 

"  One  shadow  more  ! "   exclaimed  the  Ghost. 

"  No  more !  "  cried  Scrooge.  *'  No  more  !  I  don't  wish  to 
see  it.     Show  me  no  more !  " 

But  the  relentless  Ghost  pinioned  him  in  both  his  arms,  and 
forced  him  to  observe  what  happened  next. 

They  were  in  another  scene  and  place  ;  a  room,  not  very 
large  or  handsome,  but  full  of  comfort.  Near  to  the  winter  fire 
sat  a  beautiful  youn^^  girl,  so  like  that  last  that  Scrooge  believed 
it  was  the  same,  until  he  saw  her,  now  a  comely  matron,  sitting 
opposite  her  daughter.  The  noise  in  this  room  was  perfectly 
tumultuous,  for  there  were  more  children  there  than  Scrooge  in 
his  agitated  state  of  mind  could  count;  and,  unlike  the  cele- 
brated herd  in  the  poem,  they  were  not  forty  children  conduct- 
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ing  themselves  like  one,  but  every  child  was  conducting  itself 
like  forty.  The  consequences  were  uproarious  beyond  belief; 
but  no  one  seemed  to  care ;  on  the  contrary,  the  mother  and 
daughter  laughed  heartily,  and  enjoyed  it  very  much ;  and  the 
latter,  soon  beginning  to  mingle  in  the  sports,  got  pillaged  by 
the  young  brigands  most  ruthlessly.  What  would  I  not  have 
given  to  be  one  of  them !  Though  I  never  could  have  been  so 
rude,  no,  no !  I  would  n't  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world  have 
crushed  that  braided  hair,  and  torn  it  down ;  and,  for  the  pre- 
cious little  shoe,  I  would  n't  have  plucked  it  off,  God  bless  my 
soul !  to  save  my  life.  As  to  measuring  her  waist  in  sport,  as 
they  did,  bold  young  brood,  I  could  n't  have  done  it ;  I  should 
have  expected  my  arm  to  have  grown  round  it  for  a  punishment, 
and  never  come  straight  again.  And  yet  I  should  have  dearly 
liked,  I  own,  to  have  touched  her  lips ;  to  have  questioned  her» 
that  she  might  have  opened  them ;  to  have  looked  upon  the 
lashes  of  her  downcast  eyes,  and  never  raised  a  blush ;  to  have 
let  loose  waves  of  hair,  an  inch  of  which  would  be  a  keepsake 
beyond  price :  in  short,  I  should  have  liked,  I  do  confess,  to 
have  had  the  lightest  license  of  a  child,  and  yet  to  have  been 
man  enough  to  know  its  value. 

But  now  a  knocking  at  the  door  was  heard,  and  such  a  rush 
immediately  ensued  that  she,  with  laughing  face  and  plundered 
dress,  was  borne  towards  it  in  the  centre  of  a  flushed  and  bois- 
terous group,  just  in  time  to  greet  the  father,  who  came  home 
attended  by  a  man  laden  with  Christmas  toys  and  presents. 
Then  the  shouting  and  the  struggling,  and  the  onslaught  that 
was  made  on  the  defenceless  porter !  The  scaling  him,  with 
chairs  for  ladders,  to  dive  into  his  pockets,  despoil  him  of  brown- 
paper  parcels,  hold  on  tight  by  his  cravat,  hug  him  round  the 
neck,  pummel  his  back,  and  kick  his  legs  in  irrepressible  affec- 
tion I  The  shouts  of  wonder  and  delight  with  which  the 
development  of  every  package  was  received  !  The  terrible 
announcement  that  the  baby  had  be€||ri[||^|^in  the  act  of  put- 
ting a  doll's  frying-pan  into  his  m^^^^^^ms  more 
suspected  of  having  swallowed  a  R^^^^^^B^ 
wooden  platter!  The  immense  r 
alarm !  Tlie  joy,  and  gratitude, 
indescribable  alike.  It  is  enough 
and  their  emotions  got  out  of  the  i 
timc^  up  to  the  top  of  the  house,  wh 
subsided. 
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And  DOW  Scrooge  looked  on  more  attentively  thto  erer,  when 
the  master  of  the  house,  having  his  daughter  teaniag  fondly  on 
him,  aat  down  with  her  and  her  mother  at  his  own  fireside ;  and 
vhen  he  tliought  that  such  another  creature,  quite  aa  graceful 
tnd  aa  full  of  promise,  might  have  called  him  father,  and  been  a 
^HiQgtime  in  the  haggard  winter  of  bis  life,  his  aight  grew  Terr 
diin  indeed. 

"  Belle,"  said  ^e  husband,  turning  to  bis  wife  with  a  smile, 
"  I  saw  an  old  friend  of  yours  this  afternoon." 
"Who  was  it?" 
"  Guess ! " 

**  How  can  I  ?  Tut,  don't  I  know  T  "  she  added  in  the  same 
breath,  laughing  as  he  laughed.     "  Mr.  Scrooge." 

**  Mr.  Scrooge  it  was.  I  passed  his  office  window  ;  and  as  it 
Was  not  shut  up,  and  be  had  a  candle  inside,  1  could  scarcely 
belp  seeing  him.  His  partner  lies  upon  the  point  of  death,  I 
hear ;  and  there  he  sat  alone.  Quite  alone  in  the  world  I  do 
beliere." 

"  Spirit ! "  said  Scrooge,  in  a  broken  voice,  "  remove  me  from 
tliis  place." 

**  I  told  you  these  were  shadows  of  the  things  that  have  been," 
■aid  the  Ghost.  "That  they  are  what  they  are.  do  not  blameme!  " 
"Remove  me ! "  Scrooge  exclaimed.     "  I  cannot  bear  it ! " 
He  turned  upon  the  Ghost,  and  seeing  thul  it  looked  upon 
Isim  with  a  face  in  which  in  some  strange  way  th<*re  were  frag- 
ments of  all  the  faces  it  had  shown  him.  wrestled  with  it. 
"  Leave  me  I     Take  me  back  !     Haunt  me  nn  Inntfer ! " 
In  the  strutrgle  —  if  thtit  can  be  cnllod  a  struggle  in  which 
the  Ghost,  with  no  Tisihle  resistance  on  its  own  part,  was  undia- 
tDtbed  by  any  effort  of  its  adversary  —  .*croo(re  oliserved  that  its 
Bll>t  iTM  h^rniTi!:  hitrh  and  briirht :  and  dimly  connecting  that 
with  ita  itilliirii<-<-  ovtr  him,  ho  sr-ized  the  extinguisher  cap,  and 
*y  asuddf^n  m-iiori  ptfwed  it  d'lwn  uixm  its  head. 

Hm  Spirit    ilr<i|-[H'd   beneath    it,  s')   that  the   extinguisher 

I  its  whole  fi>rm;  hut,  thou^zh  Pcroope  pressed  it  down 

}  his  force,  he  could  nut  hide  the  li^ht,  which  streamed 

rit  in  an  unbroken  Hood  upon  the  ground. 

^inKciiiu*  of  being  e.ihausted.  and  overcome  by  aa 

'siii>  >"< ;  and,  further,  of  beini;  in  his  own  bed- 

the  cap  a  parting  squeeze,  in  which  Ids  hand 

'rely  time  to  reel  to  bed  before  be  sank  into 
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The  Sbcond  Spirit. 

(Pxom  "  A  Christmas  CaroL'O 

Awaking  in  the  middle  of  a  prodigiously  tough  snore,  and 
sitting  up  in  bed  to  get  his  thoughts  together,  Scrooge  had  no 
occasion  to  be  told  that  the  bell  was  again  upon  the  stroke  of 
One.  He  felt  that  he  was  restored  to  consciousness  in  the  right 
nict  of  time,  for  the  especial  purpose  of  holding  a  conference 
with  the  second  messenger  despatched  to  him  through  Jacob 
Marley*8  intervention.  But,  finding  that  he  turned  uncomfort- 
ably cold  when  he  began  to  wonder  which  of  his  curtains  this  new 
spectre  would  draw  back,  he  put  them  every  one  aside  with  his 
own  hands,  and,  lying  down  again,  established  a  sharp  lookout 
all  round  the  bed.  For  he  wished  to  challenge  the  Spirit  on  the 
moment  of  its  appearance,  and  did  not  wish  to  be  taken  by  but* 
prise  and  made  nervous. 

Gentlemen  of  the  free-and-easy  sort,  who  plume  themselves 
on  being  acquainted  with  a  move  or  two,  and  being  usually  equal 
to  the  time  of  day,  express  the  wide  range  of  their  capacity  for 
adventure  by  observing  that  they  are  good  for  anything  from 
pitch-and-toss  to  manslaughter ;  between  which  opposite  ex- 
tremes, no  doubt,  there  lies  a  tolerably  wide  and  comprehensive 
range  of  subjects.  Without  venturing  for  Scrooge  quite  as 
hardily  as  this,  I  don't  mind  calling  on  you  to  believe  that  he 
was  ready  for  a  good  broad  field  of  strange  appearances,  and 
that  nothing  between  a  baby  and  rhinoceros  would  have  aston- 
ished him  very  much. 

Now,  being  prepared  for  almost  anything,  he  was  not  by  any 
means  prepared  for  nothing ;  and  consequently,  when  the  bell 
struck  One,  and  no  shape  appeared,  he  was  taken  with  a  violent 
fit  of  trembling.  Five  minutes,  ten  minutes,  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
went  by,  yet  nothing  came.  All  this  time  he  lay  upon  his  bed, 
the  very  core  and  centre  of  a  blaze  of  ruddy  light,  which 
streamed  upon  it  when  the  clock  proclaimed  the  hour ;  and 
which,  being  only  light,  was  more  alarming  than  a  dozen 
ghosts,  as  he  was  powerless  to  make  out  what  it  meant,  or 
would  bo  at ;  and  was  sometimes  apprehensive  that  he  might  be 
at  that  very  moment  an  interesting  case  of  spontaneous  com- 
bustion without  having  the  consolation  of  knowing  it.  At  last, 
however,  he  began  to  think  —  as  you  or  I  would  have  thought  at 
first;  for  it  is  always  the  person  not  in  the  predicament  who 
knows  what  ought  to  have  been  done  in  it,  and  would  unques- 
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tionably  have  done  it  too  —  at  last,  I  saj,  he  began  to  think 
that  the  source  and  secret  of  this  ghostly  light  miglit  be  in  the 
adjoining  room,  from  whence,  on  further  tracing  it,  it  seemed  to 
shine.  This  idea  taking  full  possession  of  his  mind,  he  got  up 
softly,  and  shuffled  in  his  slippers  to  the  door. 

The  moment  Scrooge's  hand  was  on  the  lock,  a  strange  voice 
called  him  by  his  name,  and  bade  him  enter.    He  obeyed. 

It  was  his  own  room.    There  was  no  doubt  about  that.     But 
it  had  undergone  a  surprising  transformation.     The  walls  and 
ceiling  were  so  hung  with  living  green,  that  it  looked  a  j>erfect 
grove ;  from  every  part  of  which  bright  gleaming  berries  glis- 
tened.   The  crisp  leaves  of  holly,  mistletoe,  and  ivy  reflected 
back  the  light,  as  if  so  many  little  mirrors  had  been  scattered 
there ;  and  such  a  mighty  blaze  went  roaring  up  the  chimney  as 
that  dull  petrifaction  of  a  hearth  had  never  known  in  Scrooge's 
time,  or  Marley's,  or  for  many  and  many  a  winter  season  gone. 
Heaped  up  on  the  floor,  to  form  a  kind  of  throne,  were  turkeys, 
geese,  game,  poultry,  brawn,  great  joints  of  meat,  sucking-pigs, 
long  wreaths  of  sausages,  mince-pies,  plum-puddings,  barrels  of 
oysters,  red-hot  chestnuts,  cherry-cheeked  apples,  juicy  oranges, 
luscious  pears,  immense  twelfth-cakes,  and  seething  bowls  of 
punch,  that  made  the  chamber  dim  with  their  delicious  steam. 
In  easy  state  upon  this  couch  there  sat  a  jolly  Giant,  glorious  to 
Oee ;  who  bore  a  glowing  torch,  in  shape  not  unlike  Plenty's 
horn,  and  held  it  up,  high  up,  to  shed  its  light  on  Scrooge  as  he 
oame  peeping  round  the  door. 

**  Come  in !  '*  exclaimed  the  Ghost.    "  Come  in !  and  know 
ixie  better,  man  !  " 

Scrooge  entered  timidly,  and  hung  his  head  before  this  Spirit. 
^Be  was  not  the  dogged  Scrooge  he  had  been ;  and,  though  the 
Spirit's  eyes  were  clear  and  kind,  he  did  not  like  to  meet  them. 
"I  am  the  Ghost  of  Christmas  Present,"  said  the  Spirit. 
**  Look  upon  me !  '* 

Scrooge  reverently  did  so.     It  was  clothed  in  one  simple  deep 

Sreen  robe,  or  mantle,  bordered  with  white  fur.     This  garment 

hung  so  loosely  on  the  figure,  that  its  capacious  breast  was  bare, 

«t»  if  disdaining  to  be  warded  or  concealed  by  any  artifice.      Its 

feet,  observable  beneath  the  ample  folds  of  the  garment,  were 

^Iso  bare ;  and  on  its  head  it  wore  no  other  covering  than  a  holly 

'^Teath,  set  here  and  there  with  shining  icicles.     Its  dark  brown 

<5tirlB  were  long  and  free ;  free  as  its  genial  face,  its  sparkling 

^76,  its  open  hand,  its  cheery  voice,  its  unconstrained  demeanor. 
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and  its  joyful  air.  Girded  round  its  middle  was  an  antique 
scabbard ;  but  no  sword  was  in  it,  and  the  ancient  sheath  was 
eaten  up  with  rust. 

<'  You  have  never  seen  the  like  of  me  before ! "  exclaimed  the 
Spirit. 

"  Never,*'  Scrooge  made  answer  to  it. 

"  Have  never  walked  forth  with  the  younger  members  of  my 
family  ;  meaning  (for  I  am  very  young)  my  elder  brothers  bom 
in  these  later  years  ?  "  pursued  the  Phantom. 

"  I  don't  think  I  have,"  said  Scrooge.  "  I  am  afraid  I  have 
not.     Have  you  had  many  brothers,  Spirit?" 

"  More  than  eighteen  hundred,"  said  the  Ghost. 

"  A  tremendous  family  to  provide  for,"  muttered  Scrooge. 

The  Ghost  of  Christmas  Present  rose. 

"Spirit,"  said  Scrooge,  submissively,  "  conduct  me  where  you 
will.  I  went  forth  last  night  on  compulsion,  and  I  learned  a 
lesson  which  is  working  now.  To-night,  if  you  have  aught  to 
teach  me,  let  me  profit  by  it." 

"  Touch  my  robe  ! " 

Scrooge  did  as  he  was  told,  and  held  it  fast. 

Holly,  mistletoe,  red  berries,  ivy,  turkeys,  geese,  game, 
poultry,  brawn,  meat,  pigs,  sausages,  oysters,  pies,  puddings,* 
fruit,  and  punch,  all  vanished  instantly.  So  did  the  room,  the 
fire,  the  ruddy  glow,  the  hour  of  night,  and  they  stood  in  the 
city  streets  on  Christmas  morning,  where  (for  the  weather  was 
severe)  the  people  made  a  rough,  but  brisk  and  not  unpleasant 
kind  of  music,  in  scraping  the  snow  from  the  pavement  in  front 
of  their  dwellings,  and  from  the  tops  of  their  houses,  whence  it 
was  mad  delight  to  the  boys  to  see  it  come  plumping  down  into 
the  road  below,  and  splitting  into  artificial  little  snowstorms. 

The  house-fronts  looked  black  enough,  and  the  windows 
blacker,  contrasting  with  the  smooth  white  sheet  of  snow  upon 
the  roofs,  and  with  the  dirtier  snow  upon  the  ground ;  which 
last  deposit  had  been  ploughed  up  in  deep  furrows  by  the  heavy 
wheels  of  carts  and  wagons  ;  furrows  that  crossed  and  recrossed 
each  other  hundreds  of  times  where  the  great  streets  branched 
off  ;  and  made  intricate  channels,  hard  to  trace,  in  the  thick  yel- 
low mud  and  icy  water.  The  sky  was  gloomy,  and  the  shortest 
streets  were  choked  up  with  a  dinpry  mist,  half  thawed,  half 
frozen,  whose  heavier  particles  descended  in  a  shower  of  sooty 
atoms,  as  if  all  the  chimneys  in  Great  Britain  had,  by  one  con — 
sent,  caught  fire,  and  were  blazing  away  to  their  dear  hearts'^ 
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content.  There  was  nothing  very  cheerful  in  the  climate  or 
the  town,  and  yet  was  there  an  air  of  cheerfulness  abroad  that 
the  clearest  summer  air  and  brightest  summer  sun  might  have 
endeavored  to  diffuse  in  vain. 

For,  the  people  who  were  shovelling  away  on  the  housetops 
were  jovial  and  full  of  glee ;  calling  out  to  one  another  from 
the  parapets,  and  now  and  then  exchanging  a  facetious  snow- 
ball—  better-natured  missile  far  than  many  a  wordy  jest  — 
laughing  heartily  if  it  went  right,  and  not  less  heartily  if  it 
went  wrong.  The  poulterers*  shops  were  still  half  open,  and 
the  fruiterers'  were  radiant  in  their  glory.  There  were  great, 
round,  pot-l)ellied  baskets  of  chestnuts,  shaped  like  the  waist- 
coats of  jolly  old  gentlemen,  lolling  at  the  doors,  and  tumbling 
out  into  the  street  in  their  apoplectic  opulence.  There  were 
ruddy,  brown-faced,  broad-girthed  Spanish  onions,  shining  in 
the  fatness  of  their  growth  like  Spanish  Friars,  and  winking 
from  their  shelves  in  wanton  slyness  at  the  girls  as  they  irent 
by,  and  glanced  demurely  at  the  hung-up  mistletoe.  There 
were  pears  and  apples  clustered  high  in  blooming  pyramids; 
there  were  bunches  of  grapes,  made,  in  the  shopkeepers'  benev- 
olence, to  dangle  from  conspicuous  hooks  that  people's  mouths 
might  water  gratis  as  they  passed ;  there  were  piles  of  filberts, 
mossy  and  brown,  recalling,  in  their  fragrance,  ancient  walks 
among  the  woods,  and  pleasant  shufflings  ankle  deep  through 
withered  leaves  ;  there  were  Norfolk  Biffins,  squab  and  swarthy, 
setting  off  the  yellow  of  the  oranges  and  lemons,  and,  in  the 
great  compactnesn  of  their  juicy  persons,  urgently  entreating 
and  beseeching  to  be  carried  heme  in  paper  bags,  and  eaten 
after  dinner.  The  very  gold  and  silver  fish  set  forth  among 
these  choice  fruits  in  a  bowl,  though  members  of  a  dull  and 
stagnant-blooded  race,  appeared  to  know  that  there  was  some- 
thing going  on  ;  and,  to  a  fish,  went  gasping  round  and  round 
their  little  world  in  slow  and  passionless  excitement. 

The  Grocers' !  oh,  the  Grocers' !  nearly  closed,  with  per- 
haps two  shutters  down,  or  one ;  but  through  those  gaps  such 
glimpses !  It  was  not  alone  that  the  scales  descending  on  the 
counter  made  a  merry  sound,  or  that  the  twine  and  roller  parted 
company  so  briskly,  or  that  the  canisters  were  rattled  up  and 
down,  like  juggling  tricks,  or  even  that  the  blended  scents  of 
tea  and  coffee  were  so  grateful  to  the  nose,  or  even  that  the 
raisins  were  so  plentiful  and  rare,  the  almonds  so  extremely 
white,  the  sticks  of  cinnamon  so  long  and  straight,  the  other 
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spices  so  delicious,  the  candied  fruits  so  caked  and  spotted  with 
molten  sugar  as  to  make  the  coldest  lookers-on  feel  faint,  and 
subsequently  bilious.  Nor  was  it  that  the  figs  were  moist  and 
pulpy,  or  that  the  French  plums  blushed  in  modest  tartness 
from  their  highly-decorated  boxes,  or  that  everything  was  good 
to  eat  and  in  its  Christmas  dress ;  but  -the  customers  were  all 
so  hurried  and  so  eager  in  the  hopeful  promise  of  the  day,  that 
they  tumbled  up  against  each  v^ther  at  the  door,  crashing  their 
wicker  baskets  wildly,  and  left  their  purchases  upon  the  counter, 
and  came  running  back  to  fetch  them,  and  committed  hundreds 
of  the  like  mistakes,  in  the  best  humor  possible ;  while  the 
Orocer  and  his  people  were  so  frank  and  fresh,  that  the  polished 
hearts  with  which  they  fastened  their  aprons  behind  might  have 
been  their  own,  worn  outside  for  general  inspection,  and  for 
Christmas  daws  to  peck  at  if  they  chose. 

But  soon  the  steeples  called  good  people  all  to  church  and 
chapel,  and  away  they  came,  flocking  through  the  streets  in 
their  best  clothes,  and  with  their  gayest  faces.  And  at  the 
same  time  there  emerged,  from  scores  of  by-streets,  lanes,  and 
nameless  turnings,  innumerable  people,  carrying  their  dinners 
to  the  bakers'  shops.  The  sight  of  these  poor  revellers  appeared 
to  interest  the  Spirit  very  much,  for  he  stood  with  Scrooge  be- 
side him  in  a  baker's  doorway,  and,  taking  off  the  covers  as 
their  bearers  passed,  sprinkled  incense  on  their  dinners  from 
his  torch.  And  it  was  a  very  uncommon  kind  of  torch,  for 
once  or  twice,  when  there  were  angry  words  between  some 
dinner-carriers  who  had  jostled  each  other,  he  shed  a  few  drops 
of  water  on  them  from  it,  and  their  good-humor  was  restored 
directly.  For  they  said,  it  was  a  shame  to  quarrel  upon  Christ- 
mas Day.     And  so  it  was  !     God  love  it,  so  it  was  ! 

In  time  the  bells  ceased,  and  the  bakers  were  shut  up ;  and 
yet  there  was  a  genial  shadowing  forth  of  all  these  dinners,  and 
the  progress  of  their  cooking,  in  the  thawed  blotch  of  wet  above 
each  baker's  oven ;  where  the  pavement  smoked  as  if  its  stones 
were  cooking  too. 

"  Is  there  a  peculiar  flavor  in  what  you  sprinkle  from  your 
torch  ?  "  asked  Scrooge. 

"  There  is.    My  own." 

"  Would  it  apply  to  any  kind  of  dinner  on  this  day  ?  **  asked 
Scrooge. 

"  To  any  kindly  given.     To  a  poor  one  most.** 

*'  Why  to  a  poor  one  most  ?  "  asked  Scrooge. 
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^  Beoanse  it  needs  it  most." 

•*  Spirit!**  said  Scrooge,  arter  a  moment^B  thought,  •*! 
wonder  you,  of  all  tlie  beings  in  the  many  worlds  about  us, 
should  desire  to  cramp  these  people's  opportunities  of  innocent 
enjoyment.** 

- 1 !  **  cried  the  Spirit 

**  You  would  deprive  them  of  their  moans  of  dining  every 
seventh  day,  often  the  only  day  on  which  they  can  be  said  to 
dine  at  all,"  said  Scrooge  ;  ^^  would  n't  you  7  ** 

"I!**  cried  the  Spirit 

^  You  seek  to  close  these  places  on  the  Seventh  Day,**  said 
Scrooge.    *^  And  it  comes  to  the  same  thing.'* 

•*  /  seek  !  **  exclaimed  the  Spirit. 

^Forgive  me  if  I  am  wrong.  It  has  been  done  in  your 
name,  or  at  least  in  that  of  your  family ,"  said  Scrooge. 

**  Tliere  are  some  upon  this  earth  of  yours,"  returned  the 
Spirit,  '^  who  lay  claim  to  know  us,  and  who  do  their  deeds  of 
passion,  pride,  ill-will,  hatred,  envy,  bigotry,  and  sel6shness  in 
our  name,  who  are  as  strange  to  us,  and  all  our  kith  and  kin,  as 
if  they  had  never  lived.  Remember  that,  and  charge  their 
doings  on  themselves,  not  us." 

Scrooge  promised  that  he  would ;  and  they  went  on,  invis- 
ible, as  they  had  b  en  before,  into  the  suburbs  of  the  town.  It 
was  a  remarka  quality  of  the  Ghost  (which  Scrooge  had 
observed  at  the  baker's),  that,  notwithstanding  his  gigantic  size, 
he  could  accommodate  himself  to  any  place  with  ease ;  and  that 
he  stood  >>eneath  a  low  roof  quite  as  gracefully  and  like  a 
supernatural  creature  as  it  was  possible  he  could  have  done  in 
any  lofty  hall. 

And  perhaps  it  was  the  pleasure  the  good  Spirit  bad  in 
showing  off  this  power  of  his,  or  else  it  was  his  own  kind,  gen- 
erous, hearty  nature,  and  his  sympathy  with  all  poor  men,  that 
led  him  straight  to  Scrooge's  clerk's ;  for  there  he  went,  and 
took  5H;rooge  with  him.  holding  to  his  robe;  and,  on  the  thres- 
hold of  the  do<>r«  the  Spirit  smiled,  and  stopped  to  bless  Bob 
Cratchit's  dwelling  with  the  sprinklings  of  his  torch.  Think  of 
that!  Bob  had  but  fifteen  '^  Bob**  a  week  himself;  he  pocketed 
on  Saturdays  but  fifteen  copies  of  his  Christian  name;  and  yet 
the  Ghost  of  Christmas  Present  blessed  his  four-roomed  house  I 

Tlien  up  rose  Mrs.  Cratchit,  Cratchit's  wife,  dressed  out  but 
l^torly  in  a  twice-turned  gown,  but  brave  in  ribbons,  which  are 
cheap,  and  make  a  goodly  show  for  sixpence ;  and  she  laid  th# 
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cloth,  assisted  by  Belinda  Cratchit,  second  of  her  daughters, 
also  brave  in  ribbons ;  while  Master  Peter  Cratchit  plunged  a 
fork  into  the  saucepan  of  potatoes,  and,  getting  the  corners  of 
his  monstrous  shirt  collar  (Bob's  private  property,  conferred 
upon  his  son  and  heir  in  honor  of  the  day)  into  his  moutli, 
rejoiced  to  find  himself  so  gallantly  attired,  and  yearned  to 
show  his  linen  in  the  fashionable  Parks.  And  now  two  smaller 
Cratchits,  boy  and  girl,  came  tearing  in,  screaming  that  outside 
the  baker's  they  had  smelled  the  goose,  and  known  it  for  their 
own;  and,  basking  in  luxurious  thoughts  of  sage  and  onion, 
these  young  Cratchits  danced  about  the  table,  and  exalted 
Master  Peter  Cratchit  to  the  skies,  while  he  (not  proud,  although 
his  collars  nearly  choked  him)  blew  the  fire,  until  the  slow 
potatoes,  bubbling  up,  knocked  loudly  at  the  saucepan  lid  to  be 
let  out  and  peeled. 

"  What  has  ever  got  your  precious  father,  then  ?  "  said  Mrs. 
Cratchit.  "  And  your  brother,  Tiny  Tim  ?  And  Martha  war  n't 
as  late  last  Christmas  Day  by  half  an  hour !  " 

'^  Here  's  Martha,  mother ! "  said  a  girl,  appearing  as  she 
spoke. 

"  Here 's  Martha,  mother !  "  cried  the  two  young  Cratchits. 
"  Hurrah !     There  's  such  a  goose,  Martha !  " 

"  Why,  bless  your  heart  alive,  my  dear,  how  late  you  are!** 
said  Mrs.  Cratchit,  kissing  her  a  dozen  times,  and  taking  off 
her  shawl  and  bonnet  for  her  with  oflScious  zeal. 

"  We  'd  a  deal  of  work  to  finish  up  last  night,**  replied  the 
girl,  "  and  had  to  clear  away  this  morning,  mother." 

"  Well !  never  mind  so  long  as  you  are  come,"  said  Mrs. 
Cratchit.  "  Sit  ye  down  before  the  fire,  my  dear,  and  have  a 
warm,  Lord  bless  ye  I " 

"  No,  no !  There 's  father  coming,"  cried  the  two  young 
Cratchits,  who  were  everywhere  at  once.    *'  Hide,  Martha,  hide ! " 

So  Martha  hid  herself,  and  in  came  little  Bob,  the  father, 
with  at  least  three  feet  of  comforter,  exclusive  of  the  fringe, 
hanging  down  before  him ;  and  his  threadbare  clothes  darned 
up  and  brushed  to  look  seasonable ;  and  Tiny  Tim  upon  his 
shoulder.  Alas  for  Tiny  Tim,  he  bore  a  little  crutch,  and  had 
his  limbs  supported  by  an  iron  frame ! 

"  Why,  where  's  our  Martha  ? "  cried  Bob  Cratchit,  lookin 
round. 

''  Not  coming,"  said  Mrs.  Cratchit. 

<'  Not  comiui}"  ^  "  said  Bob,  with  a  sudden  declension  in  hi 
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high  spirits ;  for  he  had  been  Tim's  blood  horse  all  the  war 
from  church,  and  had  come  home  rampant  "*  Not  coming  upon 
Christmas  Day ! " 

Martha  did  n't  like  to  see  him  disappointed,  if  it  were  only 
in  joke ;  so  she  came  out  prematurely  from  behind  the  closet 
door,  and  ran  into  his  arms,  while  the  two  young  Cratchits 
hustled  Tiny  Tim,  and  bore  him  off  into  the  wash-house,  that 
he  might  hear  the  pudding  singing  in  the  copper. 

**And  how  did  little  Tim  bdiave?"  asked  Mrs.  Cratchit 
when  she  had  rallied  Bob  on  his  credulity,  and  Bob  had  hugged 
his  daughter  to  his  heart's  content. 

**As  good  as  gold,"  said  Bob,  ''and  better.  Somehow,  he 
gets  thoughtful,  sitting  by  himself  so  much,  and  thinks  the 
strangest  things  you  ever  heard.  He  told  me,  coming  home, 
that  he  hoped  the  people  suw  him  in  the  church,  because  he 
was  a  cripple,  and  it  might  be  pleasant  to  them  to  remember 
upon  Christmas  Day  who  made  lame  beggars  walk  and  blind 
men  see." 

Bob's  voice  was  tremulous  when  he  told  them  this,  and 
trembled  more  when  he  said  that  Tiny  Tim  was  growing  strong 
and  hearty. 

His  active  little  crutch  was  heard  upon  the  floor,  and  back 
came  Tiny  Tim  before  another  word  was  spoken,  escorted  by 
his  brother  and  sister  to  his  stool  beside  the  fire;  and  while 
B«ib,  turning  up  his  cuffs  —  as  if,  {)Oor  fellow,  they  were  capable 
c»f  being  made  more  shabby  —  compounded  some  hot  mixture  in 
a  jug  with  ^in  and  lemons,  and  stirred  it  round  and  round,  and 
put  it  on  the  hob  to  simmer,  Master  Peter  and  the  two  ubiqui- 
tous young  Cratchits  went  to  fetch  the  goose,  with  which  they 
soon   returned   in  high   procession. 

Such  a  luirttle  ensued  that  you  might  have  thought  a  goose 
the  rarest  of  all  birds;  a  feathered  phenomenon,  to  which  a 
black  swan  was  a  mutter  of  course — and,  in  truth,  it  was 
something  very  like  it  in  that  house.  Mrs.  Cratchit  made  the 
jrravy  (nady  beforehand  in  a  little  saucepan)  hissing  hot; 
Master  Peter  niashed  the  potatoes  with  incredible  vigor;  Miss 
B«*lindu  sweetened  up  the  apple  sauce ;  Martha  dusted  the  hot 
plates :  Bt>b  took  Tiny  Tim  beside  him  in  a  tiny  corner  at  the 
table ;  the  two  young  C.Vatchits  hct  chairs  for  everybody,  not  for- 
frettin^  themstives,  and,  mounting  ^uard  upon  their  posts, 
crmmmod  sjKx>ns  into  their  mouths,  lest  they  should  shriek  for 
goose  before  their  turn  came  to  be  helped.     At  last  the  dishes 
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were  set  on,  and  grace  was  said.  Tt  was  succeeded  by  a  breath- 
less pause,  as  Mrs.  Cratchit,  looking  slowly  all  along  the  carv 
ing-knife,  prepared  to  plunge  it  in  the  breast ;  but  when  she  did, 
and  when  the  long-expected  gush  of  stuffing  issued  forth,  one 
murmur  of  delight  arose  all  round  the  board,  and  even  Tiny 
Tim,  excited  by  the  two  young  Cratchits,  beat  on  the  table  with 
the  handle  of  his  knife,  and  feebly  cried  Hurrah ! 

There  never  was  such  a  goose.  Bob  said  he  did  n't  believe 
there  ever  was  such  a  goose  cooked.  Its  tenderness  and  flavor, 
size  and  cheapness,  were  the  themes  of  universal  admiration^ 
Eked  out  by  apple  sauce  and  mashed  potatoes,  it  was  a  sufficient 
dinner  for  the  whole  family ;  indeed,  as  Mrs.  Cratchit  said  with 
great  delight  (surveying  one  small  atom  of  a  bone  upon  the 
dish),  they  had  n't  ate  it  all  at  last !  Yet  every  one  had  had 
enough,  and  the  youngest  Cratchits,  in  particular,  were  steeped 
in  sage  and  onion  to  the  eyebrows.  But  now,  the  plates  being 
changed  by  Miss  Belinda,  Mrs.  Cratchit  left  the  room  alone  — 
too  nervous  to  bear  witnesses  —  to  take  the  pudding  up  and 
bring  it  in. 

Suppose  it  should  not  be  done  enough  !  Suppose  it  should 
break  in  turning  out !  Suppose  somebody  should  have  got  over 
the  wall  of  the  back-yard  and  stolen  it,  while  they  were  merry 
with  the  goose  —  a  supposition  at  which  the  two  young  Crat- 
chits became  livid  !     All  sorts  of  horrors  were  supposed. 

Hallo !  A  great  deal  of  steam !  The  pudding  was  out  of  th< 
copper.  A  smell  like  a  washing-day !  That  was  the  cloth, 
smell  like  an  eating-house  and  a  pastry-cook's  next  door 
each  other,  with  a  laundress's  next  door  to  that !  That  wa^s-  » 
the  pudding !  In  half  a  minute  Mrs.  Cratchit  entered  —  flushed^B^ 
but  smiling  proudly  —  with  the  pudding,  like  a  speckled  cannoiK=i- 
ball,  so  hard  and  firm,  blazing  in  half  of  half-a-quartern  oc — ^f 
ignited  brandy,  and  bedight  with  Christmas  holly  stuck  into  th^B=ie 
top. 

Oh,  a  wonderful  pudding!     Bob  Cratchit  said  and  calml 
too,  that  he  regarded  it  as  the  greatest  success  achieved  by 
Cratchit  since  their  marriage.     Mrs.  Cratchit  said  that,  now  thrrr-ie 
weight  was  off  her  mind,  she  would  confess  she  had  her  doul>-^  ^ 
about  the  quantity  of  flour.     Everybody  had  something  to  s^c^j 
iibout  it,  but  nobody  said  or  thought  it  was  at  all  a  small  puddi*^^ 
for  a  large  family.     It  would  have  been  flat  heresy  to  do  ^^' 
Any  Cratchit  would  have  blushed  to  hint  at  such  a  thing. 

At  last  the  dinner  was  all  done,  the  cloth  was  cleared,  the 
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hearth  swept,  and  the  fire  made  up.  The  compound  in  the  jug 
being  tasted,  and  considered  perfect,  apples  and  oranges  were 
put  upon  the  table,  and  a  shovel  full  of  chestnuts  on  the  fire. 
Then  all  the  Cratchit  family  drew  round  the  hearth  in  what  Bob 
Cratchit  called  a  circle,  meaning  half  a  one ;  and  at  Bob  Graichit's 
elbow  stood  the  family  display  of  glass.  Two  tumblers  and  a 
eustard  cup  without  a  handle. 

These  held  the  hot  stuff  from  the  jug,  however,  as  well  as 
golden  goblets  would  have  done ;  and  Bob  served  it  out  with 
beaming  looks,  while  the  chestnuts  on  the  fire  sputtered  and 
cracked  noisily.    Then  Bob  proposed, — 

^  A  merry  Christmas  to  us  all,  my  dears,  God  bless  us !  ** 

^  Ood  bless  us  every  one !  *'  said  Tiny  Tim,  the  last  of  alL 

Which  all  the  family  re-echoed. 

He  sat  ver}'  close  to  his  father^s  side,  upon  his  little  stool. 
Bob  held  his  withered  little  hand  in  his,  as  if  he  loved  the  child, 
and  wished  to  keep  him  by  his  side,  and  dreaded  that  he  might  be 
taken  from  him. 

^Spirit,''  said  Scrooge,  with  an  interest  he  had  never  felt 
before,  **  tell  me  if  Tinv  Tim  will  live." 

**  I  see  a  vacant  seat,"  replied  the  Ghost,  *^  in  the  poor  chimney- 
comer,  and  a  crutch  without  an  owner,  carefully  preserved.  If 
these  shadows  remain  unaltered  by  the  Future,  the  child  will  die.** 

^  No,  no,"  said  Scrooge.  *^  Oh,  no,  kind  Spirit !  say  he  will 
be  spared." 

**  If  these  shadows  remain  unaltered  by  the  Future,  none 
other  of  my  race,"  returned  the  Ghost,  ^'  will  find  him  here. 
What  then  ?  If  he  be  like  to  die,  he  had  better  do  it,  and 
decrease  the  surplus  population." 

Scrooge  hung  his  head  to  hear  his  own  words  quoted  by  the 
Spirit,  and  was  overcome  with  penitence  and  grief. 

^  Man,"  said  the  Ghost,  ^  if  man  you  be  in  heart,  not  ada% 
mant,  forbear  that  wicked  cant  until  you  have  discovered  Whal 
the  surplus  is,  and  Where  it  is.  Will  you  decide  what  men 
•ball  live,  what  men  shall  die  ?  It  may  be  that,  in  the  sight 
of  Heaven,  you  are  more  worthless  and  less  fit  to  live  than 
millions  like  this  poor  man's  child.  Oh,  God  !  to  hear  the  Insect 
on  the  leaf  pronouncing  on  the  too  much  life  among  his  hungry 
brothers  in  the  dust !  " 

Scrooge  bent  before  the  Ghost's  rebuke,  and,  trembling, 
cast  his  eyes  upon  the  ground.  But  he  raised  them  speedily  on 
hearing  his  own  name. 
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**  Mr.  Scrooge ! "  said  Bob.  "  I  '11  give  you  Mr.  Scrooge,  the 
Founder  of  the  Feast !  " 

"  The  Founder  of  the  Feast,  indeed ! "  cried  Mrs.  Gratchit, 
reddening.  '*'  I  wish  I  had  him  here.  I  'd  give  him  a  piece  of 
my  mind  to  feast  upon,  and  I  hope  he  'd  have  a  good  appetite 
for  it." 

"  My  dear,"  said  Bob,  "  the  children  !     Christmas  Day !  " 

"  It  should  be  Christmas  Day  I  am  sure,"  said  she,  "  on 
which  one  drinks  the  health  of  such  an  odious,  stingy,  hard, 
unfeeling  man  as  Mr.  Scrooge.  You  know  he  is,  Robert !  No- 
body knows  it  better  than  you  do,  poor  fellow !  " 

"  My  dear  ! "  was  Bob's  mild  answer.     "  Christmas  Day." 

^^  I  '11  drink  his  health  for  your  sake  and  the  Day's,"  said 
Mrs.  Cratchit,  ''not  for  his.  Long  life  to  him!  A  merry 
Christmas  and  a  happy  l^ew  Year !  He  '11  be  very  merry  and 
very  happy,  I  have  no  doubt ! " 

The  children  drank  the  toast  after  her.  It  was  the  first  of 
their  proceedings  which  had  no  heartiness  in  it.  Tiny  Tim  drank 
it  last  of  all,  but  he  did  n't  care  twopence  for  it.  Scrooge  was 
the  Ogre  of  the  family.  The  mention  of  his  name  cast  a  dark 
shadow  on  the  party,  which  was  not  dispelled  for  full  five  minutes. 

After  it  had  passed  away  they  were  ten  times  merrier  than 
before,  from  the  mere  relief  of  Scrooge  the  Baleful  being  done 
with.  Bob  Cratchit  told  them  how  he  had  a  situation  in  his 
eye  for  Master  Peter,  which  would  bring  in,  if  obtained,  full  five 
and  sixpence  weekly.  The  two  young  Cratchits  laughed  tre- 
mendously at  the  idea  of  Peter's  being  a  man  of  business  ;  and 
Peter  himself  looked  thoughtfully  at  the  fire  from  between  his 
collars,  as  if  he  were  deliberating  what  particular  investments 
he  should  favor  when  he  came  into  the  receipt  of  that  bewilder- 
ing income.  Martha,  who  was  a  poor  apprentice  at  a  milliner's, 
then  told  them  what  kind  of  work  she  had  to  do,  and*  how  many 
hours  she  worked  at  a  stretch,  and  how  she  meant  to  lie  abed 
to-morrow  morning  for  a  good  long  rest ;  to-morrow  being  a 
holiday  she  passed  at  home.  Also  how  she  had  seen  a  countess 
and  a  lord  some  days  before,  and  how  the  lord ''  was  much  about 
as  tall  as  Peter  ; "  at  which  Peter  pulled  up  his  collars  so  high, 
•that  you  couldn't  have  seen  his  head  if  you  had  been  there. 
All  this  time  the  chestnuts  and  the  jug  went  round  and  round ; 
and  by  and  by  they  had  a  song,  about  a  lost  child  travelling  in 
the  snow,  from  Tiny  Tim,  who  had  a  plaintive  little  voice,  and 
sang  it  very  well  indeed. 
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There  was  nothing  of  high  mark  in  this.  They  were  not  a 
handsome  family;  they  were  not  well  dressed;  tlieir  shoes 
were  far  from  Unng  water-proof;  their  clothes  were  scanty; 
and  Peter  mi^Hit  have  known,  and  very  likely  did,  the  inside  of 
a  pawnbroker's.  But  they  were  happy,  grateful,  pleased  with 
one  another,  and  contented  with  the  time;  and  when  they 
faded,  and  looked  happier  yet  in  the  bright  sprinklings  of  the 
^^pirit's  torch  at  parting,  Scrooge  had  his  eye  upon  them,  and 
especially  on  Tiny  Tim,  until  the  last 

By  this  time,  it  was  getting  dark,  and  snowing  pretty  heavily  ; 
and,  as  Scrooge  and  the  Spirit  went  along  the  streets,  the 
brightness  of  the  roaring  fires  in  kitchens,  parlors,  and  all  sorts 
of  rooms  was  wonderful.  Here,  the  flickering  of  the  blaze 
showed  preparations  for  a  cosey  dinner,  with  hot  plates  baking 
through  and  through  before  the  fire,  and  deep  red  curtains, 
ready  to  be  drawn  to  shut  out  cold  and  darkness.  There,  all  the 
children  of  the  house  were  running  out  into  the  snow  to  meet 
their  married  sisters,  brothers,  cousins,  uncles,  aunts,  and  he 
the  first  to  greet  them.  Here,  again,  were  shadows  on  the 
window  blindH  of  guests  assembling;  and  there  a  group  of 
handsome  girls,  all  hooded  and  fur-booted,  and  all  chattering 
at  once,  tripped  lightly  off  to  some  near  neighbor's  house  ; 
where,  woe  upon  the  single  man  who  saw  them  enter  —  artful 
witches,  well  they  knew  it  —  in  a  glow  ! 

But,  if  yon  had  judged  from  the  numbers  of  people  on  their 
way  to  friendly  gatherings,  you  might  have  thought  that  no 
one  was  at  home  to  give  them  welcome  when  they  got  there, 
instead  of  every  house  expc'cting  company,  and  piling  up  its 
fires  half-chimnoy  high.  Blessings  on  it,  how  the  Ghost  ex- 
alted I  How  it  barod  its  brea<lth  of  breast,  and  o|>ened  its  ca- 
pacious palm,  and  floated  on,  outpouring,  with  a  generous  hand, 
its  bright  and  harmless  mirth  on  everything  within  its  reach! 
The  very  lainpli<rhtor,  who  ran  on  liefore,  dotting  the  dusky 
strfH't  with  8|K»ck8  of  light,  and  who  was  dressed  to  spend  the 
evening  somt'where,  laughed  out  loudly  as  the  Spirit  passed, 
though  little  kenned  the  lamplighter  that  he  had  any  company 
but  ChristniaM. 

And  now,  without  a  word  of  warning  from  the  Ghost,  they 
stood  upon  a  bleak  and  desert  moor,  where  monstrous  masses 
of  rude  stone  were  east  al>oiit,  as  though  it  were  the  burial-place 
of  giants ;  and  water  spread  itself  wheresoever  it  listed  ;  or 
would  have  done  so,  but  for  the  frost  that  held  it  prisoner; 
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and  nothing  grew  but  moss  and  furze,  and  coarse,  rank  grass. 
Down  in  the  west  the  setting  sun  had  left  a  streak  of  fiery  red, 
which  glared  upon  the  desolation  for  an  instant,  like  a  sullen 
eye,  and,  frowning  lower,  lower,  lower  yet,  was  lost  in  the  thick 
gloom  of  darkest  night. 

"  What  place  is  this  ?  **  asked  Scrooge. 

'^  A  place  where  Miners  live,  who  labor  in  the  bowels  of  the 
earth,"  returned  the  Spirit    "  But  they  know  me.    See !  *' 

A  light  shone  from  the  window  of  a  hut,  and  swiftly  they 
advanced  towards  it.  Passing  through  the  wall  of  mud  and 
stone,  they  found  a  cheerful  company  assembled  round  a  glow- 
ing fire.  An  old,  old  man  and  woman,  with  their  children  and 
their  children's  children,  and  another  generation  beyond  that, 
all  decked  out  gayly  in  their  holiday  attire.  The  old  man,  in 
a  voice  that  seldom  rose  above  the  howling  of  the  wind  upon 
the  barren  waste,  was  singing  them  a  Christmas  song ;  it  had 
been  a  very  old  song  when  he  was  a  boy ;  and  from  time  to 
time  they  all  joined  in  the  chorus.  So  surely  as  they  raised 
their  voices,  tliv  old  man  got  quite  blithe  and  loud ;  and,  so 
surely  as  they  stopped,  his  vigor  sank  v«gain. 

The  Spirit  did  not  tarry  here,  but  bade  Scrooge  hold  his 
robe,  and,  passing  on  above  the  moor,  sped  whither?  Not  to 
sea?  To  sea.  T.  Scrooge's  horror,  looking  back,  he  saw  th^ 
last  of  the  land,  a  frightful  range  of  rocks,  behind  them ;  and 
his  ears  were  deafened  by  the  thundering  of  water,  as  it  rolled 
and  roared,  and  raged  among  the  dreadful  caverns  it  had  worn, 
and  fiercely  triec^  to  undermine  the  earth. 

Built  upon  a  dismal  reef  of  sunken  rocks,  some  league  or 
so  from  shore,  on  which  the  waters  chafed  and  dashed,  the  wild 
year  through,  there  stood  a  solitary  lighthouse.  Oreat  heaps 
of  seaweed  clung  to  its  base,  and  storm-birds  —  bom  of  the 
wind,  one  might  suppose,  as  seaweed  of  the  water — rose  and 
fell  about  it  like  the  waves  they  skimmed. 

But,  even  here,  two  men  who  watched  the  light  had  made 
a  fire,  that  through  the  loophole  in  the  thick  stone  wall  shed 
out  a  ray  of  brightness  on  the  awful  sea.  Joining  their  homy 
hands  over  the  rough  table  at  which  they  sat,  they  wished  each 
other  Merry  Christmas  in  their  can  of  grog ;  and  one  of  them, 
the  elder  too,  with  his  face  all  damaged  and  scarred  with  hard 
weather,  as  the  figure-head  of  an  old  ship  might  be,  struck  up 
a  sturdy  song  that  was  like  a  gale  in  itself. 

Again  the  Ghost  sped  on,  above  the  black  and  heaving  sea  -- 
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on,  on  —  until,  being  far  away,  aa  he  told  Scrooge,  from  any 
shore,  they  lighted  on  a  ship.  Tliey  stood  beside  the  helms- 
man at  the  wheel,  the  lookout  in  the  bow,  the  ofTiccrs  who  had 
the  watch ;  dark,  ghostly  figures  in  their  several  stations ;  but 
eTery  man  among  them  hummed  a  Christmas  tune,  or  had  a 
Christmas  thought,  or  spoke  below  his  breath  to  his  companion 
of  some  bygone  Christmas  Day,  with  homeward  hopes  belong- 
ing to  it  And  every  man  on  board,  waking  or  sleeping,  good 
or  bad,  had  had  a  kinder  word  for  one  another  on  that  day 
than  on  any  day  in  the  year;  and  had  shared  to  some  extent 
in  its  festivities ;  and  had  remembered  those  he  cared  for  at  a 
distance,  and  had  known  that  they  delighted  to  remember  him. 

It  was  a  great  surprise  to  Scrooge,  while  listening  to  the 
moaning  of  the  wind,  and  thinking  what  a  solemn  thing  it  was 
to  move  on  through  the  lonely  darkness  over  an  unknown  abyss, 
whose  depths  were  secrets  as  profound  as  Death,  —  it  was  a  great 
surprise  to  Scrooge,  while  thus  engaged,  to  hear  a  hearty  laugh. 
It  was  a  much  greater  surprise  to  Scrooge  to  recognize  it  as  his 
own  nephew's,  and  to  find  himself  in  a  bright,  dry,  gleaming 
room,  with  the  Spirit  standing  smiling  by  his  side,  and  looking 
at  that  same  nephew  with  approving  affaoility ! 

**  Ha,  ha !  *'  laughed  Scrooge's  nephew.     **  Ha,  ha,  ha  I" 

If  you  should  happen,  by  any  unlikely  chance,  to  know  a 
man  more  blessed  in  a  laugh  than  Scrooge's  nephew,  all  I  can 
say  is,  I  should  like  to  know  him  toa  Introduce  him  to  me, 
aiftd  I  *11  cultivate  his  acquaintance. 

It  is  a  fair,  even-handed,  noble  adjustment  of  things,  that, 
while  there  is  infection  in  disease  and  sorrow,  there  is  nothing 
in  the  world  so  irresistibly  contagious  as  laughter  and  good- 
homor.  When  Scrooge's  nephew  laughed  in  this  way,  holding 
his  sides,  rolling  his  head,  and  twisting  his  face  into  the  most 
extravagant  contortions,  Scrooge's  niece,  by  marriage,  laughed 
as  heartily  as  he.  And  their  assembled  friends,  being  not  a  bit 
behindhand,  roared  out  lustily. 

«*  Ha,  ha !    Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  " 

**  He  said  that  Christmas  was  a  humbug,  as  I  live !  **  cried 
Scrooge's  nephew.    "  He  believed  it,  too ! " 

**  More  shame  for  him,  Fred  I "  said  Scrooge's  niece,  indig- 
nantly. Bless  those  women  !  they  never  do  anything  by  halves. 
They  are  always  in  earnest. 

She  was  very  pretty  ;  oxco*  dinply  pretty.  With  a  dimpled, 
snrprised-lookiug,  capital  face ;  a  n\te  little  mouth,  that  seemed 
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made  to  be  kissed  —  as  no  doubt  it  was  ;  all  kinds  of  good  little 
dots  about  her  chin,  that  melted  into  one  another  when  she 
laughed ;  and  the  sunniest  pair  of  eyes  you  ever  saw  in  any 
little  creature's  head.  Altogether  she  was  what  you  would  have 
called  provoking,  you  know  ;  but  satisfactory,  too.  Oh,  perfectly 
satisfactory ! 

"  He 's  a  comical  old  fellow,"  said  Scrooge's  nephew,  "  that's 
the  truth  ;  and  not  so  pleasant  as  he  might  be.  However,  his 
offences  carry  their  own  punishment,  and  I  have  nothing  to  say 
against  him." 

"  I  'm  sure  he  is  very  rich,  Fred,"  hinted  Scrooge's  niece. 
"  At  least  you  always  tell  me  so." 

"What  of  that,  my  dear?"  said  Scrooge's  nephew.  "His 
wealth  is  of  no  use  to  him.  He  don't  do  any  good  with  it.  He 
don't  make  himself  comfortable  with  it.  He  has  n't  the  satisfac- 
tion of  thinking  —  ha,  ha,  ha!  —  that  he  is  ever  going  to  benefit 
Us  with  it." 

"I  have  no  patience  with  him,"  observed  Scrooge's  niece. 
Scrooge's  niece's  sisters,  and  all  the  other  ladies,  expressed  the 
same  opinion. 

"  Oh,  1  have,"  said  Scrooge's  nephew.  "  I  am  sorry  for  him ; 
I  could  n't  be  angry  with  liim  if  I  tried.  Who  suffers  by  his 
ill  whims  ?  Himself  always.  Here  he  takes  it  into  his  head  to 
dislike  us,  and  he  won't  come  and  dine  with  us.  What 's  the 
consequence  ?    He  don't  lose  much  of  a  dinner." 

"  Indeed,  I  think  he  loses  a  very  good  dinner,"  interrupted 
Scrooge's  niece.  Everybody  else  said  the  same,  and  they  must 
be  allowed  to  have  been  competent  judges,  because  they  had  just 
had  dinner;  and,  with  the  dessert  upon  the  table,  were  clustered 
round  the  fire,  by  lamplight. 

"  Well !  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Scrooge's  nephew, 
"  because  I  have  n't  any  great  faith  in  these  young  housekeepers. 
What  do  you  say.  Topper  ?  " 

Topper  had  clearly  got  his  eye  upon  one  of  Scrooge's  niece's 
sisters,  for  he  answered  that  a  bachelor  was  a  wretched  out- 
cast, who  had  no  right  to  express  an  opinion  on  the  subject. 
Whereat  Scrooge's  niece's  sister  —  the  plump  one  with  the 
lace  tocker,  not  the  one  with  the  roses  —  blushed. 

•*  rio  go  on,  Pred,"  said  Scrooge's  niece,  clapping  her  hands. 
^nishes  what  he  begins  to  say!    He  is  such  a 


i» 


revelled  in  another  laugh,  and,  as  it  was 


CHARLES  DICKEXS.  8646 

impossible  to  keep  the  infection  off,  though  the  plump  sister 
tried  hard  to  do  it  with  aromatic  vinegar,  his  example  was 
unanimously  followed. 

**  I  was  only  going  to  say,"  said  Scrooge's  nephew,  ^^  that  the 
consequence  of  his  taking  a  dislike  to  us,  and  not  making  merry 
with  us,  is,  as  I  think,  that  he  loses  some  pleasant  moments, 
which  could  do  him  no  harm.  I  am  sure  he  loses  pleasanter 
companions  than  he  can  find  in  his  own  thoughts,  either  in  his 
mouldy  old  office  or  his  dusty  chani))ers.  I  mean  to  give  him 
the  same  chance  every  year,  whether  he  likes  it  or  not,  for  I  pity 
him.  He  may  rail  at  Christmas  till  he  dies,  but  he  can't  help 
thinking  better  of  it  —  I  defy  him  —  if  he  finds  me  going  there, 
in  good  temper,  year  after  year,  and  saying,  *•  Uncle  Scrooge,  how 
are  you  ?'  If  it  only  puts  him  in  the  vein  to  leave  his  poor  clerk 
fifty  pounds,  that '«  something;  and  I  think  I  shook  him  yesterday." 

It  was  their  turn  to  laugh,  now,  at  the  notion  of  his  shaking 
Scrooge.  But,  being  thoroughly  good-natured,  and  not  much 
caring  what  they  laughed  at,  so  that  they  laughed  at  any  rate, 
be  encouraged  them  in  their  merriment,  and  passed  the  bottle, 
joyously. 

After  tea  they  had  some  music.  For  they  were  a  musical 
family,  and  knew  what  they  were  about  when  they  sung  a  Glee 
or  Catch,  I  can  assure  you  :  especially  Topper,  who  could  growl 
away  in  the  bass  like  a  good  one,  and  never  swell  the  large  veins 
in  his  forehead,  or  get  red  in  the  face  over  it  Scrooge's  niece 
played  well  u[)on  the  harp ;  and  played,  among  other  tunes,  a 
simple  little  air  (a  mere  nothing:  you  might  learn  to  whistle 
it  in  two  minutes),  which  had  been  familiar  to  the  child  who 
fetched  Scrooge  from  the  boarding-school,  as  he  had  been  re- 
minded bv  the  Ghost  of  Christmas  Past.  When  this  strain  of 
music  sounded,  nil  the  thiues  that  the  Ghost  had  shown  him  came 
upon  his  mind:  ho  softoned  more  and  more;  and  thought  that  if 
he  could  have  liatonod  to  if  often,  years  ago,  he  might  have 
cultivated  the  kindnesses  of  life  for  his  own  happiness  with  his 
own  hands,  without  resorting  to  the  sexton's  spade  that  buried 
Jacob  Marlev. 

But  they  did  n't  devote  the  whole  evening  to  music.  After 
a  while  they  played  at  forfeits ;  for  if  is  pood  to  be  children 
sometimes,  and  never  l>etter  than  at  Christmas,  when  its  mighty 
Founder  was  a  child  himself.  Stop!  There  was  first  a  game  at 
blind-man's-bufT.  Of  eonrse  there  was.  And  I  no  more  believe 
T<^>per  was  really  blind  than  I  believe  he  had  eyes  in  his  boots. 
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Mj  opinion  is,  that  it  was  a  done  thing  between  him  and 
Scrooge's  nephew;  and  that  the  Ghost  of  Christmas  Present 
knew  it.  The  way  he  went  after  that  plump  sister  in  the  lace 
tucker  was  an  outrage  on  the  credulity  of  human  nature. 
Knocking  down  the  fire-irons,  tumbling  over  the  chairs,  bump- 
ing up  against  the  piano,  smothering  himself  amongst  the  cur- 
tains, wherever  she  went,  there  went  he!  He  always  knew 
where  the  plump  sister  was.  He  would  n't  catch  anybody  else. 
If  you  had  fallen  up  against  him  (as  some  of  them  did)  on 
purpose,  he  would  have  made  a  feint  of  endeavoring  to  seize 
you,  which  would  have  been  an  affront  to  your  understanding, 
and  would  instantly  have  sidled  off  in  the  direction  of  the  plump 
sister.  She  often  cried  out  that  it  was  n't  fair ;  and  it  really 
was  not.  But  when,  at  last,  he  caught  her;  when,  in  spite  of 
all  her  silken  rustlings,  and  her  rapid  fiutterings  past  him,  he 
got  her  into  a  corner  whence  there  was  no  escape;  then  his 
conduct  was  the  most  execrable.  For  his  pretending  not  to 
know  her ;  his  pretending  that  it  was  necessary  to  touch  her 
head-dress,  and  further  to  assure  himself  of  her  identity  by 
pressing  a  certain  ring  upon  her  finger,  and  a  certain  chain 
about  her  neck,  was  vile,  monstrous !  No  doubt  she  told  him 
her  opinion  of  it  when,  another  blind  man  being  in  office,  they 
were  so  very  confidential  together  behind  the  curtains. 

Scrooge's  niece  was  not  one  of  the  blind-man's-buff  party, 
but  was  made  comfortable  with  a  large  chair  and  a  footstool,  in 
a  snug  corner  where  the  Ghost  and  Scrooge  were  close  behind 
her.  But  she  joined  in  the  forfeits,  and  loved  her  love  to  admir- 
ation with  all  the  letters  of  the  alphabet.  Likewise  at  the  game 
of  How,  When,  and  Where,  she  was  very  great,  and  to  the 
secret  joy  of  Scrooge's  nephew,  beat  her  sisters  hollow  :  though 
they  were  sharp  girls  too,  as  Topper  could  have  told  you.  There 
might  have  been  twenty  people  there,  young  and  old,  but  they 
all  played,  and  so  did  Scrooge  ;  for,  wholly  forgetting,  in  the  in- 
terest he  had  in  what  was  going  on,  that  his  voice  made  no  sound 
in  their  ears,  he  sometimes  came  out  with  his  guess  quite  loud, 
and  very  often  guessed  right,  too,  for  the  sharpest  needle,  best 
Whitechapel,  warranted  not  to  cut  in  the  eye,  was  not  sharper 
than  Scrooge  —  blunt  as  he  took  it  in  his  head  to  be. 

The  Ghost  was  greatly  pleased  to  find  him  in  this  mood,  and 
looked  upon  him  with  such  favor,  that  he  begged  like  a  boy  to 
be  allowed  to  stay  until  the  guests  departed.  But  this  the  Spirit 
said  could  not  be  done. 
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**Here  is  a  new  game,**  said  Scrooge.  ^^One  half  boor, 
Spirit,  only  one !  " 

It  was  a  game  called  Yes  and  No,  where  Scrooge's  nephew 
had  to  think  of  something,  and  the  rest  must  find  out  what ;  he 
only  answering  to  their  questions  yes  or  no,  as  the  case  was. 
The  brisk  fire  of  questioning  to  which  he  was  exposed  elicited 
from  him  that  be  was  thinking  of  an  animal,  a  live  animal, 
rather  a  disagreeable  animal,  a  savage  animal,  an  animal  that 
growled  and  grunted  sometimes,  and  talked  sometimes,  and 
liTed  in  London,  and  walked  about  the  streets,  and  wasn't 
made  a  show  of,  and  wasn't  led  by  anybody,  and  didn't 
live  in  a  menagerie,  and  was  never  killed  in  a  market,  and 
was  not  a  horse,  or  an  ass,  or  a  cow,  or  a  bnll,  or  a  tiger, 
or  a  dog,  or  a  pig,  or  a  cat,  or  a  bear.  At  every  fresh  ques- 
tion that  was  put  to  him,  this  nephew  burst  into  a  fresh  roar 
<tf  laughter;  and  was  so  inexpressibly  tickled,  that  he  was 
obliged  to  get  up  ofif  the  sofa,  and  stamp.  At  last  the  plump 
sister,  falling  into  a  similar  state,  cried  out,  — 

^  I  have  found  it  out !  I  know  what  it  is,  Fred  I  I  know 
what  it  is ! " 

••  What  is  it?"  cried  Fred. 

**  It  *s  your  uncle  Scro-o-o-o-oge ! " 

Which  it  certainly  was.  Admiration  was  the  universal  sen- 
timent, though  some  objected  that  the  reply  to  '^  Is  it  a  bear  T" 
<mgfat  to  have  been  ^*  Yes ; "  inasmuch  as  an  answer  in  the  nega- 
tive was  sufficient  to  have  diverted  their  thoughts  from  Mn 
Scrooge,  supposing  they  had  ever  had  any  tendency  that  way. 

^  He  has  given  us  plenty  of  merriment,  I  am  sure,"  said  Fred, 
*^and  it  would  be  ungrateful  not  to  drink  his  health.  Here  is 
a  g^ass  of  mulled  wine  ready  to  our  hand  at  the  moment ;  and 
I  say,  *  Uncle  Scrooge  ! ' " 

•*  Well !    Uncle  Scrooge  ! "  they  cried. 

^  A  merry  Christmas  and  a  happy  New  Year  to  the  old  man, 
whatever  he  is ! "  said  Scrooge's  nephew.  ^^  He  would  n't  take 
it  from  me,  but  may  he  have  it,  nevertheless.     Uncle  Scrooge ! " 

Uncle  Scrooge  had  imperceptibly  become  so  gay  and  light  of 
heart,  that  he  would  have  pledged  the  imconscious  company  in 
retnm,  and  thanked  them  in  an  inaudible  speech,  if  the  Ghost 
kid  given  him  time.  But  the  whole  scene  passed  off  in  the  breath 
of  the  last  word  spoken  by  his  nephew ;  and  he  and  the  Spirit 
vere  again  upon  their  travels. 

Much  they  saw,  and  far  they  went,  and  many  homes  they 
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visited,  but  always  with  a  happy  end.  The  Spirit  stood  beside 
sick-beds,  and  they  were  cheerful ;  on  foreign  lands,  and  they 
were  close  at  home ;  by  struggling  men,  and  they  were  patient 
in  their  greater  hope ;  by  poverty,  and  it  was  rich.  In  alms- 
house, hospital,  and  jail,  in  misery's  every  refuge,  where  vain 
man  in  his  little  brief  authority  had  not  made  fast  the  door^  and 
barred  the  Spirit  out,  he  left  his  blessing,  and  taught  Scrooge 
his  precepts. 

It  was  a  long  night,  if  it  were  only  a  night ;  but  Scrooge  had 
his  doubts  of  this,  because  the  Christmas  Holidays  appealed  to 
be  condensed  into  the  space  of  time  they  passed  together.  It 
was  strange,  too,  that  while  Scrooge  remained  unaltered  in  his 
outward  form,  the  Ghost  grew  older,  clearly  older.  Scrooge 
had  observed  this  change,  but  never  spoke  of  it  until  they  left 
a  children's  Twelfth-Night  party,  when  looking  at  the  Spirit  as 
they  stood  together  in  an  open  place,  he  noticed  that  its  hair  was 
gray. 

"  Are  spirits'  lives  so  short?'*  asked  Scrooge. 

"  My  life  upon  this  globe  is  very  brief,"  replied  the  Ghost 
**  It  ends  to-night." 

"  To-night ! "  cried  Scrooge. 

^^ To-night    at   midnight.     Hark!     The   time    is    drawing 


near." 


The  chimes  were  ringing  the  three-quarters  past  eleven  at 
that  moment. 

"Forgive  me  if  I  am  not  justified  in  what  I  ask,"  said 
Scrooge,  looking  intently  at  the  Spirit's  robe,  "  but  I  see  some- 
thing strange,  and  not  belonging  to  yourself,  protruding  from 
your  skirts.     Is  it  a  foot  or  a  claw  ?  " 

"  It  might  be  a  claw,  for  the  flesh  there  is  upon  it,"  was  the 
Spirit's  sorrowful  reply.     ''  Look  here." 

From  the  foldings  of  its  robe  it  brought  two  children; 
wretched,  abject,  frightful,  hideous,  miserable.  They  knelt 
down  at  its  feet,  and  clung  upon  the  outside  of  its  garment. 

"  Oh,  Man  !  look  here  !  Look,  look,  down  here  ! "  exclaimed 
the  Ghost 

They  were  a  boy  and  girl.  Yellow,  meagre,  ragged,  scowl- 
ling,  wolfish  ;  but  prostrate,  too,  in  their  humility.  Where 
graceful  youth  should  have  filled  their  features  out,  and  touched 
them  with  its  freshest  tints,  a  stale  and  shrivelled  hand,  like 
that  of  age,  had  pinched,  and  twisted  them,  and  pulled  them 
into  shreds.     Where  angels  might  have  sat  enthroned,  devils 
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larked,  and  i^ftred  oat  menacing.  Xo  change,  no  degradation, 
no  peireraion  of  hnnianitv,  in  any  grade,  through  ail  the  mvs- 
teriee  of  wondeifol  creation,  has  monsters  half  so  horrible  and 
diead. 

Scrooge  started  back,  appalled.  Having  them  shown  to  him 
in  this  way  he  tried  to  say  they  were  fine  children,  but  the 
words  choked  themselTes,  rather  than  be  parties  to  a  lie  of 
SQch  enormous  magnitude. 

^  Spirit !  are  they  yours  ?  **    Scrooge  could  say  no  more. 

^  They  are  M an V'  ^d  the  Spirit*  looking  down  upon  them. 
**And  they  cling  to  me,  appealing  from  their  fathers.  This 
boy  is  Ignorance.  This  girl  is  Want.  Beware  of  them  both, 
and  all  of  their  degree,  but  most  of  all  beware  this  boy,  for 
on  his  brow  I  see  that  written  which  is  Doom,  unless  the  writ- 
ing be  erased.  Deny  it ! "  cried  the  Spirit,  stretching  out  its 
hand  towards  the  city.  ^  Slander  those  who  tell  it  ye !  Admit 
it  for  yoor  factioas  parpo8es,and  make  it  worse!  And  bide  the 
sodl** 

'^HsTe  they  no  refuge  or  resource?**  cried  Scrooge. 

^  Are  there  no  prisons  T  **  said  the  Spirit,  turning  on  him 
for  the  last  time  with  his  own  words.  *^  Are  there  no  work« 
booses?" 

The  ben  struck  Twelve. 

Scrooge  looked  about  him  for  the  Ghost,  and  saw  it  not  As 
ttie  last  stroke  ceased  to  vibrate,  he  remembered  the  prediction 
ot  old  Jacob  M arley,  and,  lifting  up  his  eyes,  beheld  a  solemn 
Phantom,  draped  and  hooded,  coming  like  a  mist  along  the 
ground  towards  him. 

The  finger  still  was  there. 

"  Spirit !  ••  he  cried,  tight  clutching  at  ito  robe,  "  hear  me  I 
I  am  not  the  man  I  was.  I  will  not  be  the  man  I  must  have 
been  hot  for  this  intercourse.  Why  show  me  this,  if  I  am  past 
aUhope?** 

For  tlie  first  time  the  hand  appeared  to  shake. 

•*  Good  Spirit,**  he  pursued,  as  down  upon  the  ground  he  fell 
before  it:  **your  nature  intercedes  for  me,  and  pities  me. 
Assure  me  that  I  yet  may  change  these  shadows  you  hare 
ihown  me  by  an  altered  life  ?  *' 

The  kind  hand  trembled. 

•  I  will  honor  Christmas  in  my  heart,  and  try  to  keep  it  all 
the  year.  I  will  live  in  tlio  Past,  the  Present,  and  the  Future. 
The  Spirits  of  all  Tiiree  sliall  strive  within  me.     I  will  not  shut 
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out  the  lessons  that  they  teach.  Oh,  tell  me  I  may  sponge  away 
the  writing  on  this  stone !  " 

In  his  agony,  he  caught  the  spectral  hand.  It  sought  to  free 
itself,  but  he  was  strong  in  his  entreaty,  and  detained  it.  The 
Spirit,  stronger  yet,  repulsed  him. 

Holding  up  his  hands  in  a  last  prayer  to  have  his  fate  re- 
versed, he  saw  an  alteration  in  the  Phantom's  hood  and  dress* 
It  shrunk,  collapsed,  and  dwindled  down  into  a  bedpost. 

The  End  op  it. 

(From  "  A  Christanas  CaroL*^ 

Yes  !  and  the  bedpost  was  his  own.  The  bed  was  his  own, 
the  room  was  his  own.  Best  and  happiest  of  all,  the  Time  before 
him  was  his  own,  to  make  amends  in ! 

"I  will  live  in  the  Past,  the  Present,  and  the  Future!** 
Scrooge  repeated  as  he  scrambled  out  of  bed.  "  The  Spirits  of 
all  Three  shall  strive  within  me.  Oh,  Jacob  Marley !  Heaven 
and  the  Christmas  Time  be  praised  for  this !  I  say  it  6n  my 
knees,  old  Jacob;  on  my  knees!" 

He  was  so  fluttered  and  so  glowing  with  his  good  intentions, 
that  his  broken  voice  would  scarcely  answer  to  his  call.  He  had 
been  sobbing  violently  in  his  conflict  with  the  Spirit,  and  his  face 
was  wet  with  tears. 

"  They  are  not  torn  down,"  cried  Scrooge,  folding  one  of  his 
bed-curtains  in  his  arms,  ^^  they  are  not  torn  down,  rings  and  all. 
They  are  here  —  I  am  here  —  the  shadows  of  the  things  that 
would  have  been  may  be  dispelled.  They  will  be.  I  know  they 
will ! " 

His  hands  were  busy  with  his  garments  all  this  time ;  turn- 
ing them  inside  out,  putting  them  on  upside  down,  tearing  them, 
mislaying  them,  making  them  parties  to  every  kind  of  extrava- 
gance. 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  do ! "  cried  Scrooge,  laughing  and 
crying  in  the  same  breath ;  and  making  a  perfect  Laocoon  of 
himself  with  his  stockings.  ^'  I  am  as  light  as  a  feather,  I  am 
as  happy  as  an  angel,  I  am  as  merry  as  a  schoolboy,  I  am  as 
giddy  as  a  drunken  man.  A  merry  Christmas  to  everybody! 
A  happy  New  Year  to  all  the  world !  Hallo  here !  Whoop ! 
Hallo ! " 

He  had  frisked  into  the  sitting-room,  and  was  now  standing 
there  —  perfectly  winded. 
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^  There  *8  the  saucepan  that  the  gruel  was  in ! "  eried  SeroogOi 
starting  o£f  again,  and  going  round  the  fireplace.  ^'  There 's  the 
door  bj  which  the  Ohost  of  Jacob  Marley  entered!  There's 
the  comer  where  the  Ohost  of  Christmas  Present  sat!  There's 
the  window  where  I  saw  the  wandering  Spirits !  It 's  all  ng^t. 
It 's  all  true,  it  all  happened.     Ha,  ha,  ha ! " 

Really,  for  a  man  who  had  been  out  of  practice  for  so  many 
years,  it  was  a  splendid  laugh,  a  most  illustrious  laugh.  The 
&tlier  of  a  long,  long  line  of  brilliant  laughs ! 

**  I  don*t  know  what  day  of  the  month  it  is,"  said  Scrooge. 
**I  don't  know  bow  long  I  have  l)een  among  the  Spirits.  I 
don't  know  anything.  I'm  quite  a  t>aby.  Never  mind.  I 
don't  care.  I'd  rather  be  a  baby.  Hallo!  Whoop!  Hallo 
here!" 

He  was  checked  in  his  transports  by  the  churches  ringing 
oot  the  lustiest  peals  he  had  ever  heard.  Clash,  clash,  ham* 
mer;  ding,  dong,  bell!  Bell,  dong,  ding;  hammer,  clang, 
clash!    Oh,  glorious,  glorious! 

Bonning  to  the  window,  he  opened  it,  and  put  out  his 
head.  No  fog,  no  mist ;  clear,  bright,  jovial,  stirring,  cold ; 
cold,  piping  for  the  blood  to  dance  to;  golden  sunlight; 
heavenly  sky;  sweet,  fresh  air;  merry  bells.  Oh,  glorious! 
glorious ! 

^What's  to-day?"  cried  Scrooge,  calling  downward  to  a 
boy  in  Sunday  clothes,  who  perhaps  had  loitered  in  to  look 
about  him. 

**  Eh  ?"  returned  the  boy,  with  all  his  might  of  wonder. 

•*  What's  to-day,  my  fine  fellow  ?"  said  Scrooge. 

•*  To-day ! "  replied  the  boy     **  Why,  Christmas  Day." 

^  It 's  Christmas  Day ! "  said  Scrooge  to  himself.  ^  1  have  n't 
missed  it  The  Spirits  have  done  it  all  in  one  night.  They  can 
do  anything  they  like.  Of  course  they  can.  Of  course  they 
can.     Hallo,  my  fine  fellow!" 

**  Hallo ! "  returned  the  boy. 

**  Do  you  know  the  Poulterer's  in  the  next  street  but  one,  at 
the  comer  ?"  Scrooge  inquired. 

•*  I  should  ho[»e  I  did,"  replied  the  lad. 

•*  An  intelligent  boy ! "  said  Scrooge.  **  A  remarkable  boy ! 
Do  you  know  whether  they've  sold  the  prize  Turkey  that 
was  hanpng  up  there  ?  —  Not  the  little  prize  Turkey :  the  big 

one?** 

**  What !  the  one  as  big  as  me  ? ''  retumwl  the  boy. 
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•*  What  a  delightful  boy !  *'  said  Scrooge.  **  It  ••  a  pleasure 
to  talk  to  him.     Yes,  my  buck ! " 

"  It  'fl  hanging  there  now,"  replied  the  boy. 

"  Is  it  ?  "  said  Scrooge.     "  Go  and  buy  it." 

"  Walk-ER ! "  exclaimed  the  boy. 

"  No,  no,"  said  Scrooge,  "  I  am  in  earnest.  Gro  and  buy  it, 
and  tell  'em  to  bring  it  here,  that  I  may  give  them  the  direc- 
tions where  to  take  it.  Gome  back  with  the  man,  and  I  '11  give 
you  a  shilling.  Gome  back  with  him  in  less  than  five  minutes, 
and  I  '11  give  you  half  a  crown ! " 

The  boy  was  off  like  a  shot.  He  must  have  had  a  steady 
hand  at  a  trigger  who  could  have  got  a  shot  off  half  so  fast. 

**  I  '11  send  it  to  Bob  Gratchit's,"  whispered  Scrooge,  nibbing 
his  hands,  and  splitting  with  a  laugh.  '^  He  sha'n't  know  who 
sends  it.  It's  twice  the  size  of  Tiny  Tim.  Joe  Miller  never 
made  such  a  joke  as  sending  it  to  Bob's  will  be!" 

The  hand  in  which  he  wrote  the  address  was  not  a  steady 
one ;  but  write  it  he  did,  somehow,  and  went  downstairs  to  open 
the  street-door,  ready  for  the  coming  of  the  poulterer's  man. 
As  he  stood  there,  waiting  his  arrival,  the  knocker  caught  his 
eye. 

"  I  shall  love  it  as  long  as  I  live ! "  cried  Scrooge,  patting 
it  with  his  hand.  "  I  scarcely  ever  looked  at  it  before.  What 
an  honest  expression  it  has  in  its  face!  It's  a  wonderful 
knocker!  —  Here's  the  Turkey.  Hallo!  Whoop!  How  are 
you  ?    Merry  Christmas !  " 

It  was  a  Turkey.  He  never  could  have  stood  upon  his  legs, 
that  bird.  He  would  have  snapped  'em  short  off  in  a  minute, 
like  sticks  of  sealing-wax. 

"  Why,  it 's  impossible  to  carry  that  to  Camden  Town,"  said 
Scrooge.     "  You  must  have  a  cab." 

The  chuckle  with  which  he  said  this,  and  the  chuckle  with 
which  he  paid  for  the  Turkey,  and  the  chuckle  with  which  he 
paid  for  the  cab,  and  the  chuckle  with  which  he  recompensed 
the  boy,  were  only  to  be  exceeded  by  the  chuckle  with  which 
he  sat  down  breathless  in  his  chair  again,  and  chuckled  till 
he  cried. 

Shaving  was  not  an  easy  task,  for  his  hand  continued  to 
shake  very  much;  and  shaving  requires  attention,  even  when 
you  don't  dance  while  you  are  at  it.  But,  if  he  had  cut  the  end 
of  his  nose  off,  he  would  have  put  a  piece  of  sticking-plaster 
over  it,  and  been  quite  satisfied. 
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He  dressed  himself  ^  all  in  his  best,**  and  at  last  got  out  into 
the  streets.  The  people  were  by  this  time  pouring  forth,  as  he 
had  seen  them  with  the  Ghost  of  Christmas  Present ;  and,  walk- 
ing with  his  hands  behind  him,  Scrooge  regarded  every  one 
with  a  delighted  smile.  He  looked  so  irresistibly  pleasant,  in 
a  word,  that  three  or  four  good-humored  fellows  said,  *'  Good 
morning,  sir!  A  merry  Christmas  to  you!''  And  Scrooge 
said  often  afterwards  that,  of  all  the  blithe  sounds  he  had 
eTer  heard,  those  were  the  blithest  in  his  ears. 

He  had  not  gone  far  when,  coming  on  towards  him,  he 
beheld  the  portly  gentleman  who  had  walked  into  his  counting* 
house  the  day  before,  and  said,  *^  Scrooge  and  Marley's,  I 
believe?"  It  sent  a  pang  across  his  heart  to  think  how 
this  old  gentleman  would  look  upon  him  when  they  met; 
but  he  knew  what  path  lay  straight  before  him,  and  he 
took  it. 

^  My  dear  sir,**  said  Scrooge,  quickening  his  pace,  and  taking 
the  old  gentleman  by  both  his  hands,  ^  how  do  you  do  T  I  hope 
you  succeeded  yesterday.  It  was  very  kind  of  you.  A  merry 
Christmas  to  you,  sir ! " 

**Mr.  Scrooge?" 

**  Yes,"  said  Scrooge.  "  That  is  my  name,  and  I  fear  it  may 
not  be  pleasant  to  you.  Allow  me  to  ask  your  pardon.  And 
will  you  have  the  goodness  —  "  Here  Scrooge  whispered  in  his 
ear. 

^  Ix)rd  bless  me ! "  cried  the  gentleman,  as  if  his  breath  were 
taken  away.    "  My  dear  Mr.  Scrooge,  are  you  serious  t  *• 

**  If  you  i)loaRe,"  said  Scrooge.  "  Not  a  farthing  less.  A 
great  many  back-payments  are  included  in  it,  I  assure  you. 
Will  vou  do  me  that  favor?" 

**  My  dear  sir,"  said  the  other,  shaking  hands  with  him,  **  I 
don't  know  what  to  say  to  such  munifi — " 

**  Don't  say  anything,  please,"  retorted  Scrooge.  "  Come  and 
see  me.     Will  vou  come  and  see  me  ?" 

^I  will,"  cried  the  old  gentleman.  And  it  was  clear  he 
meant  to  do  it. 

**  Thankee,"  said  Scrooge.  "  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  I 
thank  you  fifty  times.     BIosb  you ! " 

He   wont  to   rhurch,  and   walked   about  the  streets,  and 
watched  the  peo[»lo  hurrying  to  and  fro,  and  patted  the  childrr 
on  the  head,  and  quostionod  beggars,  and  looked  down  int^ 
kitchens  of  houses,  and  up  to  the  windows ;  and  foP 
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everything  could  yield  him  pleasure.  He  had  neyer  dreamed 
that  any  walk  —  that  anything  —  could  give  him  so  much  happi- 
ness. In  the  afternoon  he  turned  his  steps  towards  his  nephew's 
house. 

He  passed  the  door  a  dozen  times  before  he  had  the  courage 
to  go  up  and  knock.     But  he  made  a  dash  and  did  it. 

^^Is  your  master  at  home,  my  dear?''  said  Scrooge  to  the 
girl.    Nice  girl !     Very. 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Where  is  he,  my  love  ?  "  said  Scrooge. 

<^He's  in  the  dining-room,  sir,  along  with  mistresa.  I'll 
show  you  upstairs,  if  you  please." 

^Thankee.  He  knows  me,"  said  Scrooge,  with  his  hand 
already  on  the  dining-room  lock.  ^^I'll  go  in  here,  my 
dear." 

He  turned  it  gently,  and  sidled  his  face  in  ronnd  the  door. 
They  were  looking  at  the  table  (which  was  spread  out  in  great 
array) ;  for  these  young  housekeepers  are  always  nerFOUS  on 
such  points,  and  like  to  see  that  everything  is  ri^t. 

"  Fred !  "  said  Scrooge. 

Dear  heart  alive,  how  his  niece  by  marriage  started !  Scnx^ 
had  forgotten,  for  the  moment,  about  her  sitting  in  the 
comer  with  the  footstool,  or  he  would  n't  have  done  it  on  any 
account. 

«  Why,  bless  my  soul !  "  cried  Fred,  "  who 's  that  ?  " 

"It's  I.  Your  uncle  Scrooge.  I  have  come  to  dinner. 
Will  you  let  me  in,  Fred  ? " 

Let  him  in !  It  is  a  mercv  he  did  n't  shake  his  arm  off.  He 
was  at  home  in  five  minutes.  Nothing  could  be  heartier.  His 
niece  looked  just  the  same.  So  did  Topper  when  he  came.  So 
did  the  plump  sister  when  she  came.  So  did  every  one  when 
they  came.  Wonderful  party,  wonderful  games,  wonderful 
unanimity,  won-der-ful  happiness! 

But  he  was  early  at  the  office  next  morning.  Oh,  he  was 
early  there !  If  he  could  only  be  there  first,  and  catch  Bob 
Cratchit  coming  late !  That  was  the  thing  he  had  set  his  heart 
upon. 

And  he  did  it ;  yes,  he  did !  The  clock  struck  nine.  No 
Bob.  A  quarter  past.  No  Bob.  He  was  full  eighteen  minutes 
and  a  half  behind  his  time.  Scrooge  sat  with  his  door  wide 
open,  that  he  might  see  him  come  into  the  tank. 

His  hat  was  off  before  he  opened  the  door ;  his  comforter 
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toa  He  was  on  his  stool  in  a  jiffj ;  driving  away  with  his  pen, 
as  if  he  were  trying  to  overtake  nine  o'clock. 

*^  Hallo ! "  growled  Scrooge,  in  his  accustomed  voice  as  near 
as  he  could  feign  it.  ^^  What  do  you  mean  by  coming  here  at 
this  time  of  day  ?  " 

^  I  am  very  sorry,  sir,"  said  Bob.  *^l  am  behind  my 
time.'' 

"You  are!"  repeated  Scrooge.  "Yes.  I  think  you  are. 
Step  this  way,  sir,  if  you  please." 

"  It's  only  once  a  year,  sir,"  pleaded  Bob,  appearing  from  the 
tank.  "  It  shall  not  be  repeated.  I  was  making  rather  merry 
yesterday,  sir." 

**  Now,  I  '11  tell  you  what,  my  friend,"  said  Scrooge,  "  I  am 
not  going  to  stand  this  sort  of  thing  any  longer.  And  therefore," 
he  continued,  leaping  from  his  stool,  and  giving  Bob  such  a  dig 
in  the  waistcoat  that  he  staggered  back  into  the  tank  again ; 
"  and  therefore  I  am  about  to  raise  your  salary ! " 

Bob  trembled,  and  got  a  little  nearer  to  the  ruler.  He  had 
a  momentary  idea  of  knocking  Scrooge  down  with  it,  holding 
him,  and  calling  to  the  people  in  the  court  for  help  and  a  strait- 
waistcoat. 

"  A  merry  Christmas,  Bob ! "  said  Scrooge,  with  an  earnest- 
ness that  could  not  be  mistaken,  as  he  clapped  him  on  the  back. 
"  A  merrier  Christmas,  Bob,  my  good  fellow,  than  I  have  given 
you  for  many  a  year !  I  '11  raise  your  salary,  and  endeavor  to 
assist  your  struggling  family,  and  we  will  discuss  your  affairs 
this  very  aftenioon,  over  a  Christmas  bowl  of  smoking  bishop. 
Bob!  Make  up  the  fires  and  buy  another  coal-scuttle  before  you 
dot  another  i.  Bob  Cratchit ! " 

Scrooge  was  better  tlmn  his  wonl.  He  did  it  all,  and  infin- 
itelv  more  ;  and  to  Tinv  Tim,  who  did  not  die,  he  was  a  second 
father.  IIo  l)ocame  as  p:ood  a  friend,  as  good  a  master,  and  as 
good  a  roan  as  the  good  old  City  knew,  or  any  other  good  old 
city,  town,  or  borough  in  the  good  old  world.  Some  people 
laughed  to  sec  the  alteration  in  him,  but  he  let  them  laugh,  and 
little  heeded  them ;  for  he  was  wise  enough  to  know  that  nothing 
ever  happened  on  this  glol)e,  for  good,  at  which  some  people  did 
not  have  their  fill  of  laiightor  in  the  outset ;  and,  knowing  that 
such  as  these  would  be  blind  anyway,  he  thought  it  quite  as  well 
that  they  should  wrinkle  up  their  eyes  in  grins  as  have  the  mal* 
ady  in  less  attractive  forms.  His  own  heart  laughed:  and  that 
was  quite  enough  for  him. 
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He  had  no  farther  intercourse  with  Spirits,  but  lived  upon 
the  Total- Abstinence  Principle  eyer  afterwards;  and  it  was 
always  said  of  him  that  he  knew  how  to  keep  Christmas  well,  if 
anj  man  alive  possessed  the  knowledge.  May  that  be  truly  said 
of  us,  and  all  of  us  I  And  so,  as  Tiny  Tim  observed,  Gk>d  bless 
Us,  Every  One  I 


The  Speech  of  Serjeant  Buzfuz^ 

(Fran  the  **  Pickwick  Papen.*) 

*^  You  have  heard  from  my  learned  friend,  gentlemen,''  con- 
tinued Serjeant  Buzfuz, — **you  have  heard  from  my  learned 
friend,  gentlemen,  that  this  is  an  action  for  a  breach  of  promise 
of  marriage,  in  which  the  damages  are  laid  at  £1,500.  But 
you  have  not  heard  from  my  learned  friend,  inasmuch  as  it  did 
not  come  within  my  learned  friend's  province  to  tell  you,  what 
are  the  facts  and  circumstances  of  the  case.  Those  facts  and 
circumstances,  gentlemen,  you  shall  hear  detailed  by  me,  and 
proved  by  the  unimpeachable  female  whom  I  will  place  in  that 
box  before  you." 

Here  Mr.  Serjeant  Buzfuz,  with  a  tremendous  emphasis  on 
the  word  ^^  box,"  smote  his  table  with  a  mighty  sound,  and 
glanced  at  Dodson  and  Fogg,  who  nodded  admiration  of  the 
Serjeant,  and  indignant  defiance  of  the  defendant. 

"The  plaintiff,  gentlemen,"  continued  Serjeant  Buzfuz,  in 
a  soft  and  melancholy  voice,  "the  plaintiff  is  a  widow;  yes, 
gentlemen,  a  widow.  The  late  Mr.  Bardell,  after  enjoying,  for 
many  years,  the  esteem  and  confidence  of  his  sovereign,  as  one 
of  the  guardians  of  his  royal  revenues,  glided  almost  impercep- 
tibly from  the  world,  to  seek  elsewhere  for  that  repose  and  peace 
which  a  custom-house  can  never  afford." 

At  this  pathetic  description  of  the  decease  of  Mr.  Bardell, 
who  had  been  knocked  on  the  head  with  a  quart-pot  in  a  public 
house  cellar,  the  learned  Serjeant's  voice  faltered,  and  he  pro- 
ceeded with  emotion :  — 

"  Sometime  before  his  deatli,  he  had  stamped  his  likeness 
upon  a  little  boy.  With  this  little  boy,  the  only  pledge  of  her 
departed  exciseman,  Mrs.  Bardell  shrunk  from  the  world,  and 
courted  the  retirement  and  tranquillity  of  Goswell  Street; 
and  here   she   placed  in    her  front  parlor-window   a   written 
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{daeard,  bearing  this  inacription  —  ^Apartments  furnished  for 
a  single  gentleman.  Inquire  within.'"  Here  Serjeant  Buzfuz 
paused,  while  several  gentlemen  of  the  jury  took  a  note  of  the 
document 

*^  There  is  no  date  to  that,  is  there,  sir  T  "  inquired  a  juror. 

*^  There  is  no  date,  gentlemen,"  replied  Serjeant  Buzfuz; 
^bat  I  am  instructed  to  say  that  it  was  put  in  the  plaintiff's 
parlor-window  just  this  time  three  years.  I  entreat  Uie  atten- 
tion of  the  jury  to  the  wording  of  this  document.  ^  Apartments 
famished  for  a  single  gentleman ' !  Mrs.  Bardell's  opinions  of 
the  opposite  sex,  gentlemen,  were  derived  from  a  long  contem- 
plation of  the  inestimable  qualities  of  her  lost  husband.  She 
had  no  fear,  she  had  no  distrust,  she  had  no  suspicion,  all  was 
confidence  and  reliance.  *  Mr.  Bardell,'  said  the  widow ;  ^  Mr. 
Bardell  was  a  man  of  honor,  Mr.  Bardell  was  a  man  of  his  word, 
Mr.  Bardell  was  no  deceiver,  Mr.  Bardell  was  once  a  single 
gentleman  himself;  to  single  gentlemen  I  look  for  protection, 
for  assistance,  for  comfort,  and  for  consolation ;  in  single 
gentlemen  I  shall  perpetually  see  something  to  remind  me  of 
what  Mr.  Bardell  was  when  he  first  won  my  young  and  untried 
affections;  to  a  single  gentleman,  then,  shall  my  lodgings  be 
let*  Actuated  by  this  beautiful  and  touching  impulse  (among 
the  best  impulses  of  our  imperfect  nature,  gentlemen,)  the 
lonely  and  desolate  widow  dried  her  tears,  furnished  her  first 
floor,  caught  the  innocent  boy  to  her  maternal  bosom,  and  put 
the  bill  up  in  her  parlor-window.  Did  it  remain  there  long? 
Na  The  serpent  was  on  the  watch,  the  train  was  laid,  the 
mine  was  preparing,  the  sapper  and  miner  was  at  work.  Be- 
fore the  bill  had  been  in  the  parlor-window  three  days  —  three 
days — gentlemen  —  a  Being,  erect  upon  two  legs,  and  bearing 
all  the  outward  semblance  of  a  man,  and  not  of  a  monster, 
knocked  at  the  door  of  Mrs.  Bardell's  house.  lie  inquired 
within ;  he  took  the  lodgings ;  and  on  the  very  next  day  he 
entered  into  possession  of  them.  This  man  was  Pickwick  — 
Pickwick,  the  defendant." 

Serjeant  Buzfuz,  who  had  proceeded  with  such  volubility 
that  his  face  was  perfectly  crimson,  here  paused  for  breath. 
The  silence  awoke  Mr.  Justice  Stareleigh,  who  immediately 
wrote  down  something  with  a  pen  without  any  ink  in  it,  and 
looked  unusually  profound,  to  impress  (he  jury  with  the  lielief 
that  he  always  thought  most  deeply  with  his  eyes  shut  Serjeant 
Bosfuz  proceeded. 
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<^  Of  this  man  Piokwiok  I  will  say  little ;  the  subject  presents 
but  few  attractions ;  and  I,  gentlemen,  am  not  the  man,  nor  are 
you,  gentlemen,  the  men,  to  delight  in  the  contemplation  of 
revolting  heartlessness,  and  of  systematic  villainy." 

Here  Mr.  Pickwick,  who  had  been  writhing  in  silence  for 
some  time,  gave  a  violent  start,  as  if  some  vague  idea  of  as- 
saulting Serjeant  Buzfuz,  in  the  august  presence  of  justice  and 
law,  suggested  itself  to  his  mind.  An  admonitory  gesture  from 
Perker  restrained  him,  and  he  listened  to  the  learned  gentle- 
man's continuation  with  a  look  of  indignation,  which  con* 
trasted  forcibly  with  the  admiring  faces  of  Mrs.  Cluppins  and 
Mrs.  Sanders. 

^^  I  say  systematic  villainy,  gentlemen,"  said  Serjeant  Buzfuz, 
looking  through  Mr.  Pickwick,  and  talking  at  him ;  ^^  and  when 
I  say  systematic  villainy,  let  me  tell  the  defendant  Pickwick,  if 
he  be  in  court,  as  I  am  informed  he  is,  that  it  would  have 
been  more  decent  in  him,  more  becoming,  in  better  judg- 
ment, and  in  better  taste,  if  he  had  stopped  away.  Let  me 
tell  him,  gentlemen,  that  any  gestures  of  dissent  or  disap- 
probation in  which  he  may  indulge  in  this  court  wHl  not  go 
down  with  you ;  that  you  will  know  how  to  value  and  how 
to  appreciate  them  :  and  let  me  tell  him  further,  as  my 
lord  will  tell  you,  gentlemen,  that  a  counsel,  in  the  dischai^ 
of  his  duty  to  his  client,  is  neither  to  be  intimidated  nor 
bullied,  nor  put  down;  and  that  any  attempt  to  do  either 
the  one  or  the  other,  or  the  first,  or  the  last,  will  recoil  on 
the  head  of  the  attemptor,  be  he  plaintiff  or  be  he  defendant, 
be  his  name  Pickwick,  or  Noakes,  or  Stoakes,  or  Stiles,  or 
Brown,  or  Thompson." 

This  little  divergence  from  the  subject  in  hand,  had  of  course, 
the  intended  effect  of  turning  all  eyes  to  Mr.  Pickwick.  Serjeant 
Buzfuz,  having  partially  recovered  from  the  state  of  moral  eleva- 
tion into  which  he  had  lashed  himself,  resumed :  — 

"  I  shall  show  you,  gentlemen,  that  for  two  years  Pickwick 
continued  to  reside  constantly,  and  without  interruption  or 
intermission,  at  Mrs.  Bardell's  house.  I  shall  show  you  that 
Mrs.  Bardell,  during  the  whole  of  that  time,  waited  on  him,  at- 
tended to  his  comforts,  cooked  his  meals,  looked  out  his  linen 
for  the  washerwoman  when  it  went  abroad,  darned,  aired,  and 
prepared  it  for  wear,  when  it  came  home,  and,  in  short,  enjoyed 
his  fullest  trust  and  confidence.  I  shall  show  you  that,  on  many 
occasions,  he  gave  half-pence,  and  on  some  occasions  even  six- 
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pences,  to  her  little  boy ;  and  I  shall  prove  to  you,  by  a  witness 
whose  testimouy  it  will  be  impossible  for  my  learned  friend  to 
weaken  or  controvert,  that  on  one  occasion  he  patted  the  boy 
on  the  head,  and,  after  inquiring  whether  he  had  won  any 
alley  tors  or  commanet/s  lately  (both  of  which  I  understand  to 
be  a  particular  species  of  marbles  much  prized  by  the  youth 
of  this  town),  made  use  of  this  remarkable  expression :  ^  How 
should  you  like  to  have  another  father?'  I  shall  prove  to 
you,  gentlemen,  that  about  a  year  ago,  Pickwick  suddenly  be- 
gan to  absent  himself  from  home,  during  long  intervals,  as  if 
with  the  intention  of  gradually  breaking  off  from  my  client ; 
but  I  shall  show  you  also,  that  his  resolution  was  not  at  that 
time  sufficiently  strong,  or  that  his  better  feelings  conquered, 
if  better  feelings  he  has,  or  that  the  charms  and  accomplish- 
ments of  my  client  prevailed  against  his  unmanly  intentions ; 
by  proving  to  you,  that  on  one  occasion,  when  he  returned 
from  the  country,  he  distinctly  and  in  terms,  offered  her  mar- 
riage :  previously,  however,  taking  special  care  that  there  should 
be  no  witness  to  their  solemn  contract ;  and  I  am  in  a  situation 
to  prove  to  you,  on  the  testimony  of  three  of  his  own  friends,  — 
most  unwilling  witnesses,  gentlemen  —most  unwilling  witnesses 
—  that  on  that  morning  he  was  discovered  by  them  holding  the 
plaintiff  in  his  arms,  and  soothing  her  agitation  by  his  caresses 
and  endearments." 

A  visible  impression  was  produced  upon  the  auditors  by 
this  part  of  the  learned  Serjeant's  address.  Drawing  forth  two 
very  small  scraps  of  paper,  he  proceeded:  "And  now,  gen- 
tlemen, but  one  word  more.  Two  letters  have  passed  between 
these  parties,  letters  which  are  admitted  to  be  in  the  hand- 
writing of  the  defendant,  and  which  speak  volumes  indeed. 
These  letters,  too,  bespeak  the  character  of  the  man.  They 
are  not  open,  fervent,  eloquent  epistles,  breathing  nothing  but 
the  language  of  affectionate  attachment.  They  are  covert, 
sly,  underhanded  communications,  but,  fortunately,  far  more 
conclusive  than  if  couched  in  the  most  glowing  language  and 
the  most  poetic  imagery  —  letters  that  must  be  viewed  with  a 
cautious  and  suspicious  eye  —  letters  that  were  evidently  in- 
tended at  the  time,  by  Pickwick,  to  mislead  and  delude  any 
third  parties  into  whose  hands  they  might  fall.  Let  me  read 
the  first :  *  Garraway's,  twelve  o'clock.  Dear  Mrs.  B.  —  Chops 
and  Tomata  sauce.  Yours.  Pickwick.'  Gentlemen,  what  does 
this  mean?     Chops  and   Tomata   sauce.     Yours,  Pickwick  1 
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Chops!  Gracious  heavens!  and  Tomata  saace!  (rentlemen, 
is  tiie  happiness  of  a  sensitive  and  confiding  female  to  be 
trifled  away  by  such  shallow  artifices  as  these?  The  next 
has  no  date  whatever,  which  is  in  itself  suspicious.  ^  Dear 
Mrs.  B.,  I  shall  not  be  at  home  till  to-morrow.  Slow  coach.' 
And  then  follows  this  very  remarkable  expression.  ^  Don't 
trouble  yourself  about  the  warming-pan.'  The  warming-pan ! 
Why,  gentlemen,  who  does  trouble  himself  about  a  warming- 
pan  ?  When  was  the  peace  of  mind  of  man  or  woman  broken 
or  distorbed  by  a  warming-pan,  which  is  in  itself  a  harmless,  a 
useful,  and  I  will  add,  gentlemen,  a  comforting  article  of  do- 
mestic furniture  T  Why  is  Mrs.  Bardell  so  earnestly  entreated 
not  to  agitate  herself  about  this  warming-pan,  unless  (as  is  no 
doubt  the  case)  it  is  a  mere  cover  for  hidden  fire  —  a  mere  sub- 
stitute for  some  endearing  word  or  promise,  agreeably  to  a  precon- 
certed system  of  correspondence,  artfully  contrived  by  Pickwick 
with  a  view  to  his  contemplated  desertion,  and  which  I  am 
not  in  a  condition  to  explain  ?  And  what  does  this  allusion 
to  the  slow  coach  mean  ?  For  aught  I  know,  it  may  be  a 
reference  to  Pickwick  himself,  who  has  most  unquestionably 
been  a  criminally  slow  coach  during  the  whole  of  this  transac- 
tion, but  whose  speed  will  now  be  very  unexpectedly  accelerated, 
and  whose  wheels,  gentlemen,  as  he  will  find  to  his  cost,  will 
very  soon  be  greased  by  you  ! " 

Mr.  Serjeant  Buzfuz  paused  in  this  place,  to  see  whether  the 
jury  smiled  at  his  joke ;  but  as  nobody  took  it  but  the  green- 
grocer, whose  sensitiveness  on  the  subject  was  very  probably 
occasioned  by  his  having  subjected  a  chaise-cart  to  the  process 
in  question  on  that  identical  morning,  the  learned  serjeant  con- 
sidered it  advisable  to  undergo  a  slight  relapse  into  the  dismals 
before  he  concluded. 

"But  enough  of  this,  gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Serjeant  Buzfuz; 
"  it  is  difficult  to  smile  with  an  aching  heart ;  it  is  ill  jesting 
when  our  deepest  sympathies  are  awakened.  My  client's  hopes 
and  prospects  are  ruined,  and  it  is  no  figure  of  speech  to  say  that 
her  occupation  is  gone  indeed.  The  bill  is  down  —  but  there  is 
no  tenant.  Eligible  single  gentleman  pass  and  repass  —  but 
there  is  no  invitation  for  them  to  inquire  within  or  without.  All 
is  gloom  and  silence  in  the  house ;  even  the  voice  of  the  child  is 
hushed ;  his  infant  sports  are  disregarded  when  his  mother 
weeps ;  his '  alley  tors '  and  his '  commoneys '  are  alike  neglected ; 
he  forgets  the  long  familiar  cry  of  '  knuckle  down,'  and  at  tip- 
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cheese,  or  odd  and  even,  his  hand  is  out.  But  Pickwick,  gentle- 
men,  Pickwick,  the  ruthless  destroyer  of  this  domestic  oasis  in 
the  desert  of  Goswell  Street  —  Pickwick,  who  has  choked  up  the 
well,  and  thrown  ashes  on  the  sward  —  Pickwick,  who  comes 
before  you  to-day  with  his  heartless  Tomata  sauce  and  warming^ 
pans  —  Pickwick  still  rears  his  head  with  unblushing  effrontery, 
and  gazes  without  a  sigh  on  the  ruin  he  has  made.  Damages, 
gentlemen  —  heavy  damages  is  the  only  punishment  with 
which  you  can  visit  him ;  the  only  recompense  yon  can  award 
to  my  client.  And  for  those  damages  she  now  appeals  to 
an  enlightt*ned,  a  high-minded,  a  right- feeling,  a  conscien- 
tious, a  dispassionate,  a  sympathizing,  a  contemplative  jury 
of  her  civilized  countrymen."  With  this  beautiful  peroration, 
Mr.  Serjeant  Buzfuz  sat  down,  and  Mr.  Justice  Stareleigh 
woke  up. 

The  Ivy  Green. 

O  A  DAINTY  plant  is  the  ivy  green, 

That  creepeth  o'er  ruins  old  I 
Of  right  choice  food  are  his  meals,  I  ween. 

In  his  cell  so  lone  and  cold, 
The  walls  must  be  crumbled,  the  stones  decayed, 

To  pleasure  his  dainty  whim ; 
And  the  mouldering  dust  that  years  have  made 

Is  a  merry  meal  for  him. 
Creeping  where  no  life  is  seen, 
A  rare  old  plant  is  the  ivy  green«    •     •    . 

Whole  agps  have  fled,  and  their  works  decayed, 

And  nations  have  scattered  l)een ; 
But  the  stout  oM  ivv  shall  never  fade 

From  its  hale  and  hearty  preen. 
The  bnive  old  plant  in  its  lonely  days 

Shall  fatten  upon  the  past ; 
For  the  stiiteliest  building  man  can  raise 

Is  the  ivv*8  f<x>d  at  last. 
Creeping  on  where  time  has  been, 
A  rare  old  plant  is  the  ivy  green. 
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DENIS  DIDEROT. 

DiDEBOTi  Denis,  a  French  philosopher;  bom  at  LangieSy  in 
Champagne^  in  1713 ;  died  at  Paris,  July  30,  1784.  He  was  edu* 
Gated  for  the  Church,  but  abandoning  theology  he  entered  an  attor- 
ney's office  at  Paris,  devoting  himself,  however,  to  literatoie  rather 
than  to  law.  In  consequence  of  the  laxity  of  some  of  his  earlier 
works,  h  was  thrown  into  prison.  After  his  release,  in  1749,  he 
planned,  conjun  tion  with  D'Alembeit,  the  great  EneyelopMiej 
upon  which  lis  repi  tation  mainly  rests.  The  first  two  volumes  of 
the  Ency  '  pMie  appeared  in  1751 ;  they  were  suppressed  by  the 
authorities  in  cons  uence  of  their  alleged  hostility  to  the  Christian 
religion.  The  suspeuson  was  revoked  after  a  year  or  two;  but  in 
1757,  when  five  additional  volumes  had  appeared,  the  suspension 
was  again  ordered.  D'Alembert  now  abandoned  the  work,  bat 
Diderot  carric'  i  on;  and  to  escape  the  censorship,  the  remaining 
ten  volumes  were  nominally  issued  at  Neufch§,tel  instead  of  Paris. 
Besides  the  Encyclopediey  in  which  he  wrote  all  the  articles  on 
technology  and  industries,  besides  many  of  those  on  points  of  phi- 
losophy, and  even  on  physics  and  chemistry,  Diderot  wrote  numer- 
ous other  works  —  fictitious,  dramatic,  and  historical.  None  of  his 
dramas  possess  any  great  merit.  On  the  other  hand,  his  novel, 
**  The  Nun,''  and  his  dramatic  dialogue,  *^  Rameau's  Nephew,"  are 
wonderfully  effective  pictures  of  the  corrupt  society  of  the  time 
His  little  sketches,  "Little  Papers,"  are  pearls  of  kindly  humor 
and  of  witty  narrative.  A  collected  edition  of  his  works,  in  fifteen 
volumes,  appeared  in  1798. 


An  Eccentric  Being. 

(From  "  Rameaa's  Nephew.*') 

Be  the  weather  fair  or  foul,  it  is  my  custom  in  any  case  at 
five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  to  stroll  in  the  Palais  Roval.     I  am 

m 

always  to  be  seen  alone  and  meditative,  on  the  bench  D'Argen- 
son.  I  hold  converse  with  myself  on  politics  or  love,  on  taste 
or  philosophy,  and  yield  up  my  soul  entirely  to  its  own  frivolity. 
It  may  follow  the  first  idea  that  presents  itself,  be  the  idea  wise 
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or  foolish.  In  the  All^  de  Foi  one  sees  our  young  rakes  follow- 
ing upon  the  heels  of  some  courtesan  who  passes  on  with  shame- 
less mien,  laughing  face,  animated  glance,  and  a  pug  nose ;  but 
they  soon  leave  her  to  follow  another,  teasing  them  all,  joining 
none  of  them.     My  thoughts  are  my  courtesans. 

When  it  is  really  too  cold  or  rainy,  I  take  refuge  in  the  Caf^ 
de  la  R^gence  and  amuse  myself  by  watching  the  chess-players. 
Paris  is  the  place  of  the  world  and  the  Caf^  de  la  R^gence  the 
place  of  Paris  where  the  best  chess  is  played.  There  one  wit- 
nesses the  most  carefully  calculated  moves ;  there  one  hears  the 
most  vulgar  conversation ;  for  since  it  is  possible  to  be  at  once 
a  man  of  intellect  and  a  great  chess-player,  like  L^gal,  so  also 
one  may  be  at  once  a  great  chess-player,  and  a  very  silly  person, 
like  Poubert  or  Mayot. 

One  afternoon  I  was  there,  observing  much,  speaking  rarely, 
and  hearing  as  little  as  possible,  when  one  of  the  most  singular 
personages  came  up  to  me  that  ever  was  produced  by  this  land 
of  ours,  where  surely  God  has  never  caused  a  dearth  of  singular 
characters.  He  is  a  combination  of  high-mindedness  and  base- 
ness, of  sound  understanding  and  folly ;  in  his  head  the  concep- 
tions of  honor  and  dishonor  must  be  strangely  tangled,  for  the 
good  qualities  with  which  nature  has  endowed  him  he  displays 
without  boastfulness,  and  the  bad  qualities  without  shame.  For 
the  rest  he  is  firmly  built,  has  an  extraordinary  power  of  im- 
agination, and  possesses  an  uncommonly  strong  pair  of  lungs. 
Should  you  ever  meet  him  and  succeed  in  escaping  from  the 
charm  of  his  originality,  it  must  be  by  stopping  both  ears  with 
your  fingers  or  by  precipitate  flight.  Heavens,  what  terrible 
lungs! 

And  nothing  is  less  like  him  than  he  himself.  Sometimes  he 
is  thin  and  wasted,  like  a  man  in  the  last  stages  of  consump- 
tion; you  could  count  his  teeth  through  his  cheeks;  you  would 
think  he  had  not  tasted  food  for  several  days,  or  had  come  from 
La  Trappe. 

A  month  later  he  is  fattened  and  filled  out  as  if  he  had  never 
left  the  banquets  of  the  rich  or  had  been  fed  among  the  Ber- 
nardines.  To-day,  with  soiled  linen,  torn  trousers,  clad  in  rags, 
and  almost  barefoot,  he  passes  with  bowed  head,  avoids  those 
whom  he  meets,  till  one  is  tempted  to  call  him  and  bestow  upon 
him  an  alms.  To-morrow,  powdered,  well  srroomed,  well  dressed, 
and  well  shod,  he  carries  his  head  high,  lets  himself  be  seen,  and 
you  would  take  him  almost  for  a  respectable  man. 
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So  he  lives  from  day  to  day,  sad  or  merry,  according  to  the 
circumstances.  His  first  care  when  he  rises  in  the  morning,  is 
to  take  thought  where  he  is  to  dine.  After  dinner  he  bethinks 
himself  of  some  opportunity  to  procure  supper,  and  with  the  night 
come  new  cares.  Sometimes  he  goes  on  foot  to  his  little  attic, 
which  is  his  home  if  the  landlady,  impatient  at  long  arrears  of 
rent,  has  not  taken  the  key  away  from  him.  Sometimes  he  goes 
to  one  of  the  taverns  in  the  suburbs,  and  there,  between  a  bit  of 
bread  and  a  mug  of  beer,  awaits  the  day.  If  he  lacks  the  six 
sous  necessary  to  procure  him  quarters  for  the  night,  which  is 
occasionally  the  case,  he  applies  to  some  cabman  among  his 
friends  or  to  the  coachman  of  some  great  lord,  and  a  place  on  the 
straw  beside  the  horses  is  vouchsafed  him.  In  the  morning  he 
carries  a  part  of  his  mattress  in  his  hair.  If  the  season  is  mild, 
he  spends  the  whole  night  strolling  back  and  forth  on  the  Cours 
or  in  the  Champs  Mys^es.  With  the  day  he  appears  again  in 
the  city,  dressed  yesterday  for  to-day  and  to-day  often  for  the 
rest  of  the  week. 

For  such  originals  I  cannot  feel  much  esteem,  but  there  are 
others  who  make  close  acquaintances  and  even  friends  of  them. 
Once  in  the  year  perhaps  they  are  able  to  put  their  spell  upon 
me,  when  I  meet  them,  because  their  character  is  in  such  strong 
contrast  to  that  of  every-day  humanity,  and  they  break  the  oppres- 
sive monotony  which  our  education,  our  social  conventions,  our 
traditional  proprieties  have  produced.  When  such  a  man  enters 
a  company,  he  acts  like  a  cake  of  yeast  that  raises  the  whole,  and 
restores  to  each  a  part  of  his  natural  individuality.  He  shakes 
them  up,  brings  things  into  motion,  elicits  praise  or  censure, 
drives  truth  into  the  open,  makes  upright  men  recognizable,  un- 
masks the  rogues,  and  there  the  wise  man  sits  and  listens  and  is 
enabled  to  distinguish  one  class  from  another. 

This  particular  specimen  I  had  long  known  ;  he  frequented  a 
house  into  which  his  talents  had  secured  him  the  entr^.  These 
people  had  an  only  daughter.  He  swore  to  the  parents  that  he 
would  marry  their  daughter.  They  only  shrugged  their  shoul- 
ders, laughed  in  his  face,  and  assured  him  that  he  was  a  fool. 
But  I  saw  the  day  come  when  the  thing  was  accomplished.  He 
asked  me  for  some  money,  which  I  gave  him.  He  had,  I  know 
not  how,  squirmed  his  way  into  a  few  houses,  where  a  cauvert 
stood  always  ready  for  him,  but  it  had  been  stipulated  that  he 
should  never  speak  without  the  consent  of  his  hosts.  So  there  he 
sat  and  ate,  filled  the  while  with  malice ;  it  was  fun  to  see  him 
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uudor  this  restraint.  The  moment  he  ventured  to  break  the 
treaty  and  open  his  mouth,  at  the  very  first  word  the  guests  all 
shouted  ^  0  Rameau !  **  Then  his  eyes  flashed  wrathfully,  and 
he  fell  upon  his  food  again  with  renewed  energy. 

You  were  curious  to  know  the  man*s  name ;  there  it  is.  He 
is  the  nephew  of  the  famous  composer  who  has  saved  ns  from 
the  church  music  of  Lull!  which  we  have  been  chanting  for  a 
hundred  yearS|  •  •  .  and  who,  having  buried  the  Florentine^ 
will  himself  be  buried  by  Italian  virtuosi ;  he  dimly  feels  this,  and 
so  has  become  morose  and  irritable,  for  no  one  can  be  in  a  worse 
humor  —  not  even  a  beautiful  woman  who  in  the  morning  finds 
a  pimple  on  her  nose  —  than  an  author  who  sees  himself  threat- 
ened with  the  fate  of  outliving  his  reputation,  as  Marivaux  and 
Cr^illon  JU$  prove. 

Rameau*s  nephew  came  up  to  me.  **  Ah,  my  philosopher,  do 
I  meet  you  once  again  ?  What  are  you  doing  here  among  the 
good-for-nothings  ?  Are  you  wasting  your  time  pushing  bits  of 
wood  about  T '' 

I.  No;  but  when  I  have  nothing  better  to  do,  I  take  a 
passing  pleasure  in  watching  those  who  push  them  aboot  with 
skill. 

He.  a  rare  pleasure,  surely.  Excepting  L^gal  and  Philidor, 
there  is  no  one  here  that  understands  it.  .  •  • 

I.  You  are  hard  to  please.  I  see  that  only  the  best  finds 
favor  with  you. 

He.  Yes,  in  chess,  checkers,  poetry,  oratory,  music,  and  such 
other  trumpery.  Of  what  possible  use  is  mediocrity  in  these 
things? 

I.   I  am  almost  ready  to  af^ree  with  you.  •  •  • 

He.  You  have  always  sliown  some  interest  in  me,  because 
I  *m  a  poor  devil  whom  you  really  despise,  but  who  after  all 
amuses  you. 

I.  That  is  true. 

He.  Then  let  mo  tell  you.  (Before  beginning,  he  drew  a 
deep  sigh,  covered  his  foreluad  witli  both  hands,  then  with  calm 
countenance  continued  : — )  You  know  I  am  ignorant,  foolish, 
silly,  shameless,  rascally,  gluttonous. 

I.   What  a  pancfryric  ! 

He.  It  is  entirely  true.  Not  a  word  to  be  abated ;  no  eon* 
tradiction,  I  prny  you.  No  one  knows  me  better  than  I  know 
myself,  and  I  doift  tell  all. 

L    Rather  than  anger  you,  I  will  assent, 
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HlL  Now,  just  think,  I  lived  with  people  who  valued  me  pre- 
eiselj  because  all  these  qualities  were  mine  in  a  high  degree. 

I.  That  is  most  remarkable.  1  have  hitherto  believed  that 
people  concealed  these  qualities  even  from  themselves,  or  excused 
them,  but  always  despised  them  in  others. 

He.  Conceal  them  ?  Is  that  possible  ?  VTou  may  be  sure  that 
when  Palissot  is  alone  and  contemplates  himself,  he  tells  quite 
a  different  story.  You  may  be  sure  that  he  and  his  companion 
make  open  confession  to  each  other  that  they  are  a  pair  of  arrant 
rogues.  Despise  these  qualities  in  others  ?  My  people  were  much 
more  reaaonable,  and  1  fared  excellently  well  among  them 
I  was  cock  of  the  walk.  When  absent,  I  was  instantly  missed.  I 
was  pampered.  I  was  their  little  Rameau,  their  good  Rameau, 
the  shameless,  ignorant,  lazy  Rameau,  the  fool,  the  clown,  the 
gourmand.  Each  of  these  epithets  was  to  me  a  smile,  a  caress,  a 
slap  on  the  back,  a  box  on  the  ears,  a  kick,  a  dainty  morse! 
thrown  upon  my  plate  at  dinner,  a  liberty  permitted  me  after 
dinner  as  if  it  were  of  no  account ;  for  1  am  of  no  account 
People  make  of  me  and  do  before  me  and  with  me  whatever 
they  please,  and  I  never  give  it  a  thought.  .  .  . 

I.  You  have  been  giving  lessons,  I  understand,  in  accom^ 
paniment  and  composition  ? 

He.  Yes. 

I.   And  you  knew  absolutely  nothing  about  it  ? 

He.  No,  by  Heaven  ;  and  for  that  very  reason  I  was  a  much 
better  teacher  than  those  who  imagine  they  know  something 
about  it.  At  all  events,  I  did  n't  spoil  the  taste  nor  ruin  the  hands 
of  my  young  pupils.  If  when  they  left  me  they  went  to  a  com- 
petent master,  they  had  nothing  to  unlearn,  for  they  had  learned 
nothing,  and  that  was  just  so  much  time  and  money  saved. 

I.    But  how  did  you  do  it  ? 

He.  The  way  they  all  do  it.  I  came,  threw  myself  into  a 
chair:  — "  How  bad  the  weather  is!  How  tired  the  pavement 
makes  one!"  Then  some  scraps  of  town  gossip:  .  .  •  **At 
the  last  Amateur  Concert  there  was  an  Italian  woman  who  sang 
like  an  angel.  .  .  .  Poor  Dum§nil  doesn't  know  what  to  say 
or  do,"  etc.,  etc.  .  .  .  ''  Come,  mademoiselle,  where  is  your 
music-book  ? "  And  as  mademoiselle  displays  no  great  haste, 
searches  every  nook  and  corner  for  the  book,  which  she  has  mis- 
laid, and  finally  calls  the  maid  to  help  her,  I  continue :  — "  Little 
Glairon  is  an  enigma.  There  is  talk  of  a  perfectly  absurd  mar- 
riage of  —  what  is  her  name ?"  — "  Nonsense,  Rameau,  it  isn't 


DENIS  DIDRROT.  8087 

potdble.**  — " Thev  say  the  affair  is  all  aettled.**  .  .  .  "There 
is  a  rumor  that  Voltaire  is  dead.*'  —  "  All  the  better.'*  —  "  Why 
all  the  better?"  —  ^^Then  he  is  sure  to  treat  us  to  some  droU 
skit.  That 's  a  way  he  has,  a  fortnight  before  his  death.**  What 
more  should  1  suy  ?  I  told  a  few  scandals  about  the  families  in 
the  houses  where  I  am  received,  for  we  are  all  great  scandal- 
mongers. Ill  short,  1  played  the  fool ;  they  listened  and  laughed, 
and  exclaimed,  '*  He  is  really  too  droll,  is  n*t  he  ?"  Meanwhile 
the  music-book  had  been  found  under  a  chair,  where  a  little  dog 
or  a  little  cat  had  worried  it,  chewed  it,  and  torn  it.  Then  the 
pretty  child  sat  down  at  the  piano  and  began  to  make  a  frightful 
noise  upon  it.  I  went  up  to  her,  secretly  making  a  sign  of 
approbation  to  her  mother.  ^^  Well,  now,  that  is  n*t  so  bad,'*  said 
the  mother ;  *^  one  needs  only  to  make  up  one's  mind  to  a  thing ; 
bot  the  trouble  is,  one  will  not  make  up  one's  mind ;  one  would 
rather  kill  time  by  chattering,  tritiiug,  running  about,  and  God 
knows  what.  Scarcely  do  you  turn  your  back  but  the  book  is 
dosed,  and  not  until  you  are  at  her  side  again  is  it  opened. 
Besides,  I  have  never  heard  you  reprimand  her.**  In  the  mean 
time,  since  something  had  to  be  done,  I  took  her  hands  and 
placed  them  differently.  I  pretended  to  lose  my  patience;  I 
shouted,  — ''  Sol,  sol,  sol,  mademoiselle,  it 's  a  to/."  The  mother : 
"*  Mademoiselle,  have  you  no  ears  ?  I  'm  not  at  the  piano,  I  'm 
not  looking  at  your  notes,  but  my  own  feeling  tells  me  that  it 
ringht  to  be  a  tfol.  You  give  the  gentleman  infinite  trouble. 
You  remember  nothing:,  and  make  no  progress.*'  To  break  the 
force  of  this  reproof  a  little,  I  tossed  my  head  and  said  :  **  Pardon 
me,  madanie,  i)ard(>n  me.  It  would  be  better  if  mademoiselle 
would  only  practise  a  little,  hut  after  all  it  is  not  so  bad.**  — "  In 
your  place  I  would  keep  her  a  whole  year  at  one  piece.**  —  "  Rest 
assured,  I  shall  not  let  her  off  until  she  has  mastered  every  difli- 
rulty ;  and  that  will  not  take  so  long,  perha{)s,  as  mademoiselle 
thinks.'*  —  **  Monsieur  Rameau,  you  Hatter  her ;  you  are  too  good.** 
And  that  is  the  onlv  thinjr  thev  would  remember  of  the  whole 
lesson,  and  would  upon  occasion  repeat  to  me.  So  the  lesson 
came  to  an  end.  My  pupil  handed  me  the  fee,  with  a  graceful 
l^esture  and  a  courtesy  which  her  dancing-master  had  taught  her. 
I  pat  the  money  into  my  |)ooket,  and  the  mother  said,  **  That*s 
very  nice,  mademoiselle.  If  Favillier  were  here,  he  would  praise 
TOO.**  For  appearaiicr*8  sake  I  chattered  for  a  minute  or  two 
more;  then  I  vanished ;  and  that  is  what  they  called  in  those 
days  a  lesson  in  accompaniment. 
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L  And  18  the  case  different  now  ? 

He.  Heavens  !  I  should  think  so.  I  come  in,  I  am  serious, 
throw  my  muff  aside,  open  the  piano,  try  the  keys,  show  signs 
of  great  impatience,  and  if  I  am  kept  a  moment  waiting  I  shout 
as  if  my  purse  had  been  stolen.  In  an  hour  I  must  be  there  or 
there ;  in  two  hours  with  the  Duchess  So-and-so ;  at  noon  I  must 
go  to  the  fair  Marquise ;  and  then  there  is  to  be  a  concert  at 
Baron  de  Bagge's,  Rue  Neuve  des  Petits  Champs. 

I.  And  meanwhile  no  one  expects  you  at  all. 

He.   Certainly  not.  .  .  .  And  precisely  because  I  can  further 
my   fortune  through  vices  which   come   natural  to  me,  which 
I   acquired   without  labor  and   practice  without  effort,  which 
are  in  harmony  with  the  customs  of  my  countrymen,  which  arc 
quite  to  the  taste  of  my  patrons,  and  better  adapted  to  their 
special  needs  than  inconvenient  virtues  would  be,  which  from 
morning  to  night  would  be  staliding  accusations  against  them,  it 
would  be  strange  indeed  if  I  should  torture  myself  like  one  of 
the  damned  to  twist  and  turn  and  make  of  myself  something . 
which  I  am  not,  and  hide  myself  beneath  a  character  foreign  to 
me,  and  assume  the  most  estimable  qualities,  whose  worth  I  will 
not  dispute,  but  which  I  could  acquire  and  live  up  to  only  by 
great  exertions,  and  which  after  all  would  lead  to  nothing, —  per- 
haps to  worse  than  nothing.     Moreover,  ought  a  beggar  like  me, 
who  lives  upon  the  wealthy,  constantly  to  hold  up  to  his  patrons 
a  mirror  of  good  conduct?    People  praise  virtue  but  hate  it ;  they 
fly  from  it,  let  it  freeze ;  and  in  this  world  a  man  has  to  keep 
his  feet  warm.     Besides,  I  should  always  be  in  the  sourest^ 
humor:  for  why  is  it  that  the  pious  and  the  devotional  are  so 
hard,  so  repellent,  so  unsociable?     It  is  because  they  have  im- 
posed upon  themselves  a  task  contrary  to  their  nature.     They 
suffer,  and  when  a  man  suffers  he  makes  others  suffer.     Now, 
that  is  no  affair  of  mine  or  of  my  patrons'.     I  must  be  in  good 
spirits,  easy,  affable,  full  of  sallies,  drollery,  and  folly.     Vir- 
tue demands  reverence,  and  reverence  is  inconvenient;  virtue 
challenges  admiration,  and  admiration  is  not  entertaining.     T 
have  to  do  with  people  whose  time  hangs  heavy  on  their  hands  ; 
they  want  to  laugh.     Now  consider  the  folly:  the  ludicrous 
makes  people  laugh,  and  I  therefore  must  be  a  fool ;  I  must  be 
amusing,  and  if  nature  had  not  made  me  so,  then  by  hook  oi' 
by  crook  I  should  have  made  myself  seem  so.     Fortunately  I 
have  no  need  to  play  the  hypocrite.      There  are  hypocrite^ 
enough  of  all  colors  without  me,  and  not  counting  those  wb0 
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deceive  themselves.  .  .  •  Should  it  ever  occur  to  friend  Ba- 
meau  to  play  Cato,  to  despise  fortune,  women,  good  living, 
idleness,  what  would  he  be  ?  A  hypocrite.  Let  Bameau  re- 
main what  he  is,  a  happy  robber  among  wealthy  robbers,  and  a 
man  without  either  real  or  boasted  virtue.  In  short,  your  idea 
of  happiness,  the  happiness  of  a  few  enthusiastic  dreamers  like 
yoo,  has  no  charm  for  me.  .  •  • 

L  He  earns  his  bread  dearly,  who  in  order  to  live  must 
assail  virtue  and  knowledge. 

FIe.  I  have  already  told  you  that  we  are  of  no  consequence. 
We  slander  all  men  and  grieve  none. 

f  rhe  dialogue  roTerU  to  music] 

L  Every  imitation  has  its  original  in  nature.  What  is  the 
musician's  model  when  he  breaks  into  song  ? 

He.  ^y\\y  do  you  not  grasp  the  subject  higher  up  T  What 
is  song? 

L  That,  I  confess,  is  a  question  beyond  my  powers.  That  *s 
the  way  with  us  all.  The  memory  is  stored  with  words  only, 
which  we  think  we  understand  because  we  often  use  them  and 
even  apply  them  correctly,  but  in  the  mind  we  have  only  in* 
definite  conceptions.  When  I  use  the  word  ^song,'*  I  have  no 
more  definite  idea  of  it  than  you  and  the  majority  of  your  kind 
have  when  you  say  reputation,  disgrace,  honor,  vice,  virtue, 
shame,  propriety,  mortification,  ridicule. 

He.  Song  is  an  imitation  in  tones,  produced  either  by  the 
voice  or  by  instruments,  of  a  scale  invented  by  art,  or  if  you 
will,  established  by  nature;  an  imitation  of  physical  sounds  or 
passionate  utterances;  and  you  see,  with  proper  alterations 
this  definition  could  be  made  to  fit  painting,  oratory,  sculpture, 
and  poetry.  Now  to  come  to  your  question,  What  is  the  model 
of  the  musician  or  of  song  ?  It  is  the  declamation,  when  the 
model  is  alive  or  sensate;  it  is  the  tone,  when  the  model  is 
insensate.  The  declamation  must  be  regarded  as  a  line,  and 
the  music  as  another  line  which  twines  about  it  The  stronger 
and  the  more  genuine  is  this  declamation,  this  model  of  song, 
the  more  num<*roii8  the  points  at  which  the  accompanying 
music  intersects  it,  the  more  beautiful  will  it  be.  And  this 
our  younger  corapoRors  have  clearly  perceived.  When  one 
^  Je  suis  un  pauvre  diable,''  one  feels  that  it  is  a  miser's 
l^^laint  If  he  did  n't  sing,  he  would  address  the  earth  in 
"^same  tones  when  he  intrusts  to  its  keeping  his  gold: 
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^O  terre,  regois  mon  tr^sor."  ...  In  such  works  with  the 
greatest  variety  of  characters,  there  is  a  convincing  truth  of 
declamation  that  is  unsurpassed.     I  tell  you,  go,  go,  and  hear 
the  aria  where  the  young  man  who  feels  that  he  is  dying,  cries 
out,  ^Mon  cceur  s'en  va."    Listen  to  the  air,   listen  to  the 
accompaniment,   and  then  tell   me  what  difference  there  is 
between  the  true  tones  of  a  dying  man  and  the  handling  of  this 
music.     You  will  see  that  the  line  of  the  melody  exactly  coin- 
cides with  the  line  of  declamation.     I  say  nothing  of  the  time, 
which  is  one  of  the  conditions  of  song;  I  confine  myself  to  the 
expression,  and  there  is  nothing  truer  than  the  statement  which 
I  have  somewhere  read,  "Musices  seminarium  accentus,"  — 
the  accent  is  the  seed-plot  of  the  melody.     And  for  that  rea- 
son, consider  how  difficult  and  important  a  matter  it  is  to  be 
able  to  write  a  good  recitative.     There  is  no  beautiful  aria  out 
of  which  a  beautiful  recitative  could  not  be  made;  no  beautiful 
recitative  out  of  which  a  clever  man  could  not  produce  a  beau- 
tiful aria.     I  will  not  assert  that  one  who  recites  well  will  also 
be  able  to  sing  well,  but  I  should  be  much  surprised  if  a  good 
singer  could  not  recite  well.     And  you  may  believe  all  that  I 
tell  you  now,  for  it  is  true. 

(And  then  he  walked  up  and  down  and  began  to  hum  a  few 
arias  from  the  "lie  des  Fous,"  etc.,  exclaiming  from  time  to 
time,  with  upturned  eyes  and  hands  upraised :  — )  "Is n't  that 
beautiful,  great  heavens !  is  n't  that  beautiful  ?  Is  it  possible 
to  have  a  pair  of  ears  on  one's  head  and  question  its  beauty  ?  " 
Then  as  his  enthusiasm  rose  he  sang  quite  softly,  then  more 
loudly  as  he  became  more  impassioned,  then  with  ^stures, 
grimaces,  contortions  of  body.  "Well,"  said  I,  "he  is  losing 
his  mind,  and  I  may  expect  a  new  scene."  And  in  fact,  all  at 
once  he  burst  out  singing.  .  .  .  He  passed  from  one  aria  to 
another,  fully  thirty  of  them,  — Italian,  French,  tragic,  comic, 
of  every  sort.  Now  with  a  deep  bass  he  descended  into  hell; 
then,  contracting  his  throat,  he  split  the  upper  air  with  a  fal- 
setto, and  in  gait,  mien,  and  action  he  imitated  the  different 
singers,  by  turns  raving,  commanding,  mollified,  scoffing. 
There  was  a  little  girl  that  wept,  and  he  hit  off  all  her  pretty 
little  ways.  Then  he  was  a  priest,  a  king,  a  tyrant;  he  threat- 
ened, commanded,  stormed;  then  he  was  a  slave  and  submis- 
sive. He  despaired,  he  grew  tender,  he  lamented,  he  laughed, 
always  in  the  tone,  the  time,  the  sense  of  the  wordfl^  of  * 
character,  of  the  situation. 
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All  the  chess-players  had  left  their  boards  and  were  gath* 
ered  around  him ;  the  windows  of  the  caf^  were  crowded  with 
passers-by,  attracted  by  the  noise.  There  was  laughter  enough 
to  bring  down  the  ceiling.  He  noticed  nothing,  but  went  on 
in  sodi  a  rapt  state  of  mind,  in  an  enthusiasm  so  close  to  mad- 
nesSi  that  I  was  uncertain  whether  he  would  recover,  or  if  he 
woQld  be  thrown  into  a  cab  and  taken  straight  to  the  mad« 
house;  the  while  he  san^r  the  Lamentations  of  Jomelli. 

With  precision,  fidelity,  and  incredible  warmth  he  ren- 
dered one  of  the  finest  passages,  the  superb  obligato  recitative 
in  which  the  pro[)het  paints  the  destruction  of  Jerusalem ;  he 
wept  himself,  and  the  eyes  of  the  listeners  were  moist  More 
could  not  be  desired  in  delicacy  of  vocalization,  nor  in  the  ex- 
pression of  overwhelming  grief.  He  dwelt  especially  on  those 
parts  in  which  the  great  composer  has  shown  his  greatness 
most  clearly.  When  he  was  not  singing,  he  took  the  part  of 
the  instniments;  these  he  quickly  dropi»ed  again,  to  return  to 
the  vocal  part,  weaving  one  into  the  other  so  {terfectly  that  the 
connection,  the  unity  of  the  whole,  was  preserved.  He  took 
possession  of  our  souls  and  held  them  in  the  strangest  suspense 
I  have  ever  experienced.  Did  I  admire  him  T  Yes,  I  admired 
hinL  Was  I  moved  and  melted  ?  I  was  moved  and  melted, 
and  yet  something  of  the  ludicrous  mingled  itself  with  these 
feelings  and  modified  their  nature. 

But  you  would  have  burst  out  laughing  at  the  way  he  imi- 
tated the  different  instniments.  With  a  rough  muffled  tone 
and  puffed-out  cheeks  he  represented  horns  and  bassoon;  for 
the  oboe  he  assumed  a  rasping  nasal  tone;  with  incredible 
rapidity  he  made  his  voice  run  over  the  string  instniments, 
whose  tones  ho  eiuieavored  to  reproduce  with  the  greatest  ac- 
curacy; the  flute  passairos  he  whistled;  he  rumbled  out  thci 
sounds  of  the  German  flute ;  he  shouted  and  sang  with  the  ges- 
tures of  a  madman,  and  so  alone  and  unaided  he  impersonated 
the  entire  ballet  cor|>s,  the  singers,  the  whole  orchestra,  —  in 
short,  a  complete  [KTformance,  — dividing  himself  into  twenty 
different  characters,  running,  stopping,  with  the  mien  of  one 
entranced,  with  glittering  eyes  and  foaming  mouth.  ...  He 
was  quite  beside  himself.  Exhausted  by  his  exertions,  like  a 
man  awakening  from  a  deep  sleep  or  emerging  from  a  long 
period  of  abstraction,  he  remained  motionless,  stupefied,  as- 
He  looked  about  him  in  bewilderment,  like  one  try- 
^  iMOgnize  the  place  in  which  he  finds  himself.     He 
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awaited  the  return  of  his  strength,  of  his  conscionsneas ;  he 
dried  his  face  mechanically.  Like  one  who  upon  awaking  finds 
his  bed  surrounded  by  groups  of  people,  in  complete  oblirion 
and  profound  unconsciousness  of  what  he  had  been  doing,  he 
cried,  "Well,  gentlemen,  what's  the  matter?  What  are  you 
laughing  at?  What  are  you  wondering  about?  What's  the 
matter?'' 

I.  My  dear  Bameau,  let  us  talk  again  of  music.  Tell  me 
how  it  comes  that  with  the  facility  you  display  for  appreciat- 
ing the  finest  passages  of  the  great  masters,  for  retaining  them 
in  your  memory,  and  for  rendering  them  to  the  delight  of 
others  with  all  the  enthusiasm  with  which  the  music  inspires 
yon, — how  comes  it  that  you  have  produced  nothing  of  value 
yourself  ? 

(Instead  of  answering  me,  he  tossed  his  head,  and  raising 
his  finger  towards  heaven,  cried :  — ) 

The  stars,  the  stars  I  When  nature  made  Leo,  Vinci,  Per- 
golese,  Duni,  she  wore  a  smile;  her  face  was  solemn  and  com« 
manding  when  she  created  mj  dear  uncle  Bameau,  who  for  ten 
years  has  been  called  the  groat  Rameau,  and  who  will  soon  be 
named  no  more.  But  when  she  scraped  his  nephew  together, 
she  made  a  face  and  a  face  and  a  face.  —  (And  as  he  spoke  he 
made  grimaces,  one  of  contempt,  one  of  irony,  one  of  scorn. 
He  went  through  the  motions  of  kneading  dough,  and  smiled 
at  the  ludicrous  forms  he  gave  it.  Then  he  threw  the  strange 
pagoda  from  him.)  So  she  made  me  and  threw  me  down  among 
other  pagodas,  some  with  portly  well-filled  paunches,  short  necks, 
protruding  goggle  eyes,  and  an  apoplectic  appearance;  others 
with  lank  and  crooked  necks  and  emaciated  forms,  with  animated 
eyes  and  hawks'  noses.  These  all  felt  like  laughing  themselves 
to  death  when  thev  saw  me,  and  when  I  saw  them  I  set  mv 
arms  akimbo  and  felt  like  laughing  myself  to  death,  for  fools 
and  clowns  take  pleasure  in  one  another ;  seek  one  another  out, 
attract  one  another.  Had  I  not  found  upon  my  arrival  in  this 
world  the  proverb  ready-made,  that  the  money  of  fools  is  the 
inheritance  of  the  clever,  the  world  would  have  owed  it  to  me. 
I  felt  that  nature  had  put  my  inheritance  into  the  purse  of  the 
pagodas,  and  I  tried  in  a  thousand  ways  to  recover  it. 

I.  I  know  these  ways.  You  have  told  me  of  them.  I  have 
admired  them.  But  with  so  many  capabilities,  why  do  you  not 
try  to  accomplish  somethincr  great  ? 

He.    That  is  exactly  what  a  man  ^  ^he  world  said  to  tii^ 


DEinS  DIDEROT.  3073 

Xh\ti  ho  Blanc.  The  abM  replied :  —  "  The  Ifarqnigo  dc  Pompa 
dour  takes  mc  in  hand  and  brings  me  to  the  door  of  tlie 
Academy  ;  then  she  withdraws  her  hand  ;  I  fall  and  break  both 
legs.**  —  "  You  ought  to  pull  jourself  together,*'  rejoined  the  man 
of  the  world,  **  and  break  the  door  in  with  your  head."  —  *^  I 
hare  just  tried  that,"  answered  the  abb4,  **'  and  do  you  know 
what  I  got  for  it?  A  bump  on  the  head."  •  .  .  (Then  he 
drank  a  swallow  from  what  remained  in  the  bottle  and  turned  to 
his  neighbor.)  Sir,  I  beg  you  for  a  pinch  of  snuff.  That's  a 
fine  snuff-box  you  have  there.  You  are  a  musician  ?  No!  All 
the  better  for  you.  They  are  a  lot  of  poor  deplorable  wretches. 
Fate  made  me  one  of  them,  mc !  Meanwhile  at  Montmartre 
there  is  a  mill,  and  in  the  mill  there  is  perhaps  a  miller  or  a 
miller*s  lad,  who  will  never  hear  anything  but  the  roaring  of  the 
mill,  and  who  might  have  composed  the  most  beautiful  of  songs. 
Bameau,  get  you  to  the  mill,  to  the  mill ;  it 's  there  you  belong 
•  •  •  But  it  is  half-past  five.  1  hear  the  vesper  bell  which  sum* 
moos  me  too.  Farewell.  It's  true,  is  it  not,  philosc^er^  I 
am  always  the  same  Rameau  T 

I.    Yes,  indeed.    Unfortunately. 

He.    Let  me  enjoy  my  misfortune  forty  years  longer.    Ha 
langhs  best  who  laughs  last. 
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Diogenes,  Laektius,  the  biographer  of  the  Greek  philosophers, 
supposed  by  some  to  have  received  his  surname  from  the  town  of 
Laerte,  in  Gilicia,  where  he  was  born,  and  by  others  from  the 
Roman  family  of  the  Laertii,  lived,  as  near  as  can  be  determined, 
just  previous  to  200  a.  d. 

Of  his  youth,  education,  and  general  circumstances  of  his  life, 
very  little  is  known.  Even  the  period  in  which  he  wrote  —  prob- 
ably during  the  reign  of  Septimius  Severus  (193-121)— is  alto- 
gether a  matter  of  conjecture,  and  his  personal  opinions  are  equally 
uncertain.  Some  good  authorities  claim  that  he  was  a  Christian, 
but  from  recent  researches  it  is  more  probable  that  he  was  an 
Epicurean.  He  is  known  to  have  been  the  author  of  a  biographical 
work  giving  an  account  of  the  lives  and  sayings  of  the  Greek 
philosophers.  While  the  best  that  can  be  said  of  this  work  is  that 
it  is  an  uncritical  and  un philosophical  compilation,  yet  its  value,  in 
so  far  as  it  gives  us  an  insight  into  the  private  life  of  the  Greek 
sages,  is  great.  The  beginning  of  the  work  classes  the  philosophers 
into  the  Ionic  and  Italic  Schools,  the  former  class  beginning  with 
the  biography  of  Anaximander  and  ending  with  Clitomachus, 
Theophrastus,  and  Chrysippus;  the  latter  class  beginning  with 
Pythagoras  and  ending  with  Epicurus. 

"  The  compilation  of  Diogenes  is  of  incalculable  value  to  us  as  s^ 
source  of  information  concerning  the  history  of  Greek  philosophy." 
"  It  contains  a  rich  store  of  living  features,  which  serve  to  illus- 
trate the  private  life  of  the  Greeks,  and  a  considerable  number  of 
fragments  of  works  which  are  lost." 


Life  op  Socrates. 

(From  the  "  Lives  and  Sayings  of  the  Philosophers.") 

Socrates  was  the  son  of  Sophroniscua  a  sculptor  and  Phaena— 
rete  a  midwife  [as  Plato  also  states  in  the  "  Theaetetus  *'],  an^ 
an  Athenian,  of  the  deme  Alopeke.  He  was  believed  to  aid 
Euripides  in  composing  his  dramas,  >  Mnesimacbos  speaks 

thus :  — 
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^  This  is  Eoripides's  new  plaj,  the  '  Phrygians  t' 
And  Socrates  has  furnished  him  the  sticks.'' 

And  again :  — 

<*  Euripides,  Socratioallj  patched.'' 

Callias  also  in  his  ^  Captives/'  says :  — 

A —  "  Why  art  so  solemn,  putting  on  such  airs  ? 
B  —    Indeed  I  may  ;  the  cause  is  Socrates." 

Arittophanes,  in  the  ^^  Clouds,"  again,  remarks :  — 

**  And  this  is  he  who  for  Euripides 
Composed  the  talkative  wise  tragedies." 

He  was  a  pupil  of  Anaxagoras,  according  to  some  authorities, 
hot  also  of  Damon,  as  Alexander  states  in  his  ^^  Successions." 
After  the  former's  condemnation  be  became  a  disciple  of  Arche- 
laus  the  natural  philosopher.  But  Douris  says  he  was  a  slave 
and  carried  stones.  Some  say,  too,  that  the  Graces  on  the 
Acropolis  arc  his ;  they  are  clothed  figures.  Hence,  they  say, 
Timon  in  his  ^  Silli "  declares :  — 

'*  From  them  proceeded  the  stone-polisher, 
Prater  on  law,  enchanter  of  the  Greeks, 
Who  taught  the  art  of  subtle  argument. 
The  nose-in-air,  mocker  of  orators, 
Half  Attic,  the  adept  in  irony." 

For  he  was  also  clever  in  discussion.  But  the  Thirty  Tyrants, 
as  Xenopbon  tells  us,  forbade  him  to  teach  the  art  of  arguing. 
Aristophanes  also  brings  him  on  in  comedy,  making  the  Worse 
Argument  seem  the  better.  He  was  moreover  the  first,  with  his 
pupil  ^Escbines,  to  teach  oratory.  He  was  likewise  the  first  who 
conversed  about  life,  and  the  first  of  the  philosophers  who  came 
to  his  end  by  being  condemned  to  death.  We  are  also  told  that 
be  lent  out  money.  At  least,  investing  it,  he  would  collect  what 
was  due,  and  then  after  spending  it  invest  again.     But  Demetrius 

the  Bvzantinc  savs  it  was  Crito  whr»,  struck  bv  the  charm  of  his 

•  •  • 

<*haracter,  took  him  out  of  the  worksho(>  and  educated  him. 

Realizing  that  natural  philosophy  was  of  no  interest  to  men, 
it  is  said,  he  discussed  ethics,  in  the  workshops  and  in  the 
"MCOra,  and  used  to  say  he  was  seeking 

^Whatsoever  is  good  in  human  dwellings,  or  eviL" 
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And  very  often,  ve  are  told,  when  'in  these  discuBBions  he  con- 
versed too  Tiolentlf,  he  was  beaten  or  had  his  hair  pulled  out, 
and  was  usually  laughed  to  scorn.  So  once  when  he  was  kicked, 
and  bore  it  patiently,  some  one  expressed  surprise ;  but  he  said, 
**  If  an  asB  had  kicked  me,  would  I  bring  an  action  af^inst  him  ?  " 

Foreign  travel  he  did  not  require,  as  most  men  do,  except 
when  be  had  to  serve  in  the  army.  At  other  times,  remaining 
in  Athens,  he  disputed  in  argumentative  fashion  with  those  who 
conversed  with  him,  not  bo  as  to  deprive  them  of  their  belief, 
but  to  strive  for  the  ascertainment  of  truth.  They  say  Euripides 
gave  him  the  work  of  Heraclitus,  and  asked  him,  "  What  do  yon 
think  of  it  ? "  And  he  said,  "  What  I  understood  is  fine ;  I  sup- 
pose what  I  did  not  understand  is,  too  ;  only  it  needs  a  Delian 
diver ! "  He  attended  also  to  physical  training,  and  was  in  excel- 
lent condition.  Moreover,  he  went  on  the  expedition  to  Am- 
phipolis,  and  when  Xenophon  had  fallen  from  his  horse  in  the 
battle  of  Delium  he  picked  him  np  and  saved  him.  Indeed, 
when  all  the  other  Athenians  were  fleeing  he  retreated  slowly, 
turning  about  calmly,  and  on  the  lookout  to  defend  himself  if 
attacked.  He  also  joined  the  expedition  to  Potidfea  —  by  sea, 
for  the  war  prevented  a  march  by  land ;  and  it  was  there  he 
was  said  once  to  have  remained  standing  in  one  position  all 
night.  There  too,  it  is  said,  he  was  pre-eminent  in  valor,  but 
gave  up  the  prize  to  Alcibiades,  of  whom  he  is  stated  to  have 
been  very  fond.  Ion  of  Chios  says  moreover  that  when  young 
he  visited  Samos  with  Archelaus,  and  Aristotle  states  that  he 
went  to  Delphi.  Favorinus  again,  in  the  first  book  of  his  "  Com- 
mentaries," says  he  went  to  the  Isthmus. 

He  was  also  very  firm  in  his  convictions  and  devoted  to  the 
democracy,  as  was  evident  from  his  not  yielding  to  Critias  and 
his  associates  when  they  bade  him  bring  Leon  of  Salamis,  a 
wealthy  man,  to  them  to  he  put  to  death.  He  was  also  the  only 
one  who  opposed  the  condemnation  of  the  ten  generals.  When 
he  could  have  escaped  from  prison,  too,  he  would  not.  The 
friends  who  wept  at  hia  fate  h^eproved,  and  while  in  prison  he 
composed  those  beautiful  dil  ^^^^^ 

He  was  niso  temperate ^^^^^He.     Oi^^^^^Kipliil!^  tcllfi 
us  in  the  seventh  book  of  h^^^^Kntaric^^^HKles  oSc-n^ 
him  a  great  estate,  on 
1  needed  sandals,  and  youl 
them  for  myself,  I  should  | 
too,  beholding  the  mu]titudJ| 
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himself,  *^  How  many  things  I  do  not  need ! "  He  used  constantlj 
to  repeat  aloud  these  iambic  verses :  — 

**But  silver  plate  and  garb  of  purple  dye 
To  actors  are  of  use,  —  but  not  in  life." 

He  disdained  the  tyrants,  —  Archelaus  of  Macedon,  Scopas  of 
Crannon,  Eurylochus  of  Melissa, — not  accepting  gifts  from  them 
nor  visiting  them.  He  was  so  regular  in  his  way  of  living  that 
he  was  frequently  the  only  one  not  ill  when  Athens  was  attacked 
by  the  plague. 

Aristotle  says  he  wedded  two  wives,  the  first  Xanthippe, 
who  bore  him  Lamprocles,  and  the  second  Myrto,  daughter  of 
Aristides  the  Just,  whom  he  received  without  dowry  and  by 
whom  he  had  Sophroniscus  and  Menexenus.  Some  however  say 
he  married  Myrto  first ;  and  some  again  that  he  had  them  both 
at  once,  as  the  Athenians  on  account  of  scarcity  of  men  passed 
a  law  to  increase  the  population,  permitting  any  one  to  marry 
one  Athenian  woman  and  have  children  by  another ;  so  Socrates 
did  this. 

He  was  a  man  also  able  to  disdain  those  who  mocked  him. 
He  prided  himself  on  his  simple  manner  of  living,  and  never 
exacted  any  pay.  He  used  to  say  he  who  ate  with  best  appetite 
had  least  need  of  delicacies,  and  he  who  drank  with  best  appe- 
tite had  least  need  to  seek  a  draught  not  at  hand  ;  and  that  he 
who  had  fewest  needs  was  nearest  the  gods.  This  indeed  we 
may  learn  from  the  comic  poets,  who  in  their  very  ridicule 
covertly  praise  him.    Thus  Aristophanes  says:-— 

**  O  thou  who  hast  righteously  set  thy  heart  on  attaining  to  noble 

wisdom, 
How  happy  the  life  thou  wilt  lead  among  the  Athenians  and  the 

Hellenes  I 
Shrewdness  and  memory  both  are  thine,  and  energy  unwearied 
Of  mind ;  and  never  art  thou  tired  from  standing  or  from  walking. 
By  cold  thou  art  not  vexed  at  all,  nor  dost  thou  long  for  breakfast. 
Wine  thou  dost  shun,  and  gluttony,  and  every  other  folly." 

Ameipsias  also,  bringing  him  upon  the  stage  in  the  philoso- 
pher's cloak,  says :  — 

"  0  Socrates,  best  among  few  men,  most  foolish  of  many,  thou  also 
Art  come  unto  us;  thou'rt  a  patient  soul ;  but  where  diust  get  that 
doublet  ? 
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That  wretched  thing  in  mockery  was  presented  by  the  cobblers! 
Yet  thoQgh  so  hungry,  he  never  however  has  stooped  to  flatter  a 
mortal/' 

This  disdain  and  arrogance  in  Socrates  has  also  been  exposed 
by  Aristophanes,  who  says :  — 

^*  Along  the  streets  you  haughtily  strut ;  your  eyes  roll  hither  and 

thither : 
Barefooted,  enduring  discomforts,  you  go  with  countenance  solemn 

among  us/' 

And  yet  sometimes,  suiting  himself  to  the  occasion,  he  dressed 
finely ;  as  when  for  instance  in  Plato's  '^  Symposium "  he  goes 
to  Agathon's. 

He  was  a  man  able  both  to  urge  others  to  action,  and  to 
dissuade  them.  Thus,  when  he  conversed  with  Thestetus  on 
Knowledge,  he  sent  him  away  inspired,  as  Plato  says.  Again, 
when  Euthyphron  had  indicted  his  own  father  for  manslaughter, 
by  conversing  with  him  on  piety  Socrates  turned  him  from  his 
purpose.  Lysis  also  by  his  exhortations  he  rendered  a  most 
moral  man.  He  was  moreover  skilful  in  fitting  his  arguments 
to  the  circumstances.  He  changed  the  feeling  of  his  son  Lam- 
procles  when  he  was  enraged  with  his  mother,  as  Xenophon  some- 
where relates.  Plato's  brother  Glaucon,  who  wished  to  be  active 
in  politics,  he  dissuaded  because  of  his  inexperience,  as  Xenophon 
states  ;  but  Charmides  on  the  other  hand,  who  was  well  fitted, 
he  urged  on.  He  roused  the  spirit  of  Iphicrates  the  general 
also,  pointing  out  to  him  the  cocks  of  Midias  the  barber  fighting 
those  of  Callias.  He  said  it  was  strange  that  every  man  could 
tell  easily  how  many  sheep  he  had,  but  could  not  call  by  name 
the  friends  whom  he  had  acquired,  so  negligent  were  men  in 
that  regard.  Oiice  seeing  Euclid  devoting  great  pains  to  cap- 
tious arguments,  he  said,  *'  0  Euclid,  you  will  be  able  to  manage 
sophists  —  but  men,  never ! "  For  he  thought  hair-splitting  on 
such  matters  useless,  as  Plato  also  says  in  his  ^^  Euthydemus." 

When  Glaucon  offered  him  some  slav^Mj^ihat  he  might 
make  a  profit  on  them,  he  did  not  tal^^^^^ 

He  praised  leisure  as  the  best  of  P^^^^^Hbl  Xenoph 
also  says  in  his  ^^  Symposium."   He  used^^^^^^Hbt  tiiere 
but  one  good  —  knowledge ;  and  one  i  "^ 

and   birth,  he  said,  had   no  value,  b 
wholly  an  evil.     So  when  some  one  told 
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was  a  Thracian,  ^  Did  yon  think,*'  quoth  he,  ^  so  fine  a  man 
must  be  the  child  of  two  Athenians  ?  "  When  Phaedo  had  been 
captured  in  war  and  shamefully  enslaved,  Socrates  bade  Crito 
ransom  him,  and  made  him  a  philosopher. 

He  also  learned,  when  already  an  old  man,  to  play  the  lyre, 
saying  there  was  no  absurdity  in  learning  what  one  did  not 
know.  He  used  to  dance  frequently,  too,  thinking  this  exercise 
helpful  to  health.    This  Xenophon  tells  us  in  the  ^'  Symposium.** 

He  used  to  say  that  his  Dsemon  foretold  future  events  :  and 
that  he  knew  nothing,  except  that  very  fact  that  he  did  know 
nothing.  Those  who  bought  at  a  great  price  what  was  out  of 
season,  he  said,  had  no  hope  of  living  till  the  season  came  around. 
Once  being  asked  what  was  virtue  in  a  young  man,  he  said, 
**  To  avoid  excess  in  all  things.^'  He  used  to  say  one  should 
study  geometry  (surveying)  just  enough  to  be  able  to  measure 
land  in  buying  and  selling  it. 

When  Euripides  in  the  ^^  Auge  "  said  of  virtue :  — 

''These  things  were  better  left  to  lie  untouched,* 

li0  rote  op  and  left  the  theatre,  saying  it  was  absurd  to  think  it 

|»roper  to  seek  for  a  slave  if  he  was  not  to  be  found,  but  to  let 

wirtoe  perish  unregarded.     When  his  advice  was  asked  whether 

to  marry  or  not,  he  said,  *'  Whichever  you  do,  you  will  regret  it ! " 

He  used  to  say  that  he  marvelled  that  those  who  made  stone 

Qtatoea  took  pains  to  make  the  stone  as  like  the  man  as  possible, 

Imt  took  none  with  themselves,  that  they  might  not  be  like  the 

atooe.     He  thought  it  proper  for  the  young  to  look  constantly  in 

the  Diirror,  so  that  if  they  had  beauty  they  might  prove  them- 

worthy  of  it,  and  if  they  were  ugly,  that  they  might  con- 

their  ugliness  by  their  accomplishments. 

When  he  had  invited  rich  friends  to  dinner,  and  Xanthippe 

ashamed,  he  said,  ^'  Do  not  be  troubled.     If  they  are  sensible, 

tbej  will  bear  with  us.     If  not,  we  shall  care  nothing  for  them.** 

Host  men,  he  said,  lived  to  eat ;  but  he  ate  to  live.     As  to  those 

who  showed  regard  for  the  opinions  of  the  ignoble  multitude,  he 

said  it  was  as  if  a  mau  should  reject  one  tetradrachm  [coin]  as 

worthless,  but  accept  a  heap  of  such  coins  as  good.     When 

|^.j|Mfaines  said,  *'  1  am  poor  and  have  nothing  else,  but  I  give  you 

Htafislf,'*  he  said.  ^'  Do  you  then  not  realize  you  are  offering  me 

^^^  neatest  of  gifts  ?  "     To  him  who  said, "  The  Athenians  have 

vnii  to  death,"  he  responded.  "  And  natnre  has  con- 
>  thereto:**  though  some  ascribe  this  to  Anas- 
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agoras.     When  his  wife  exclaimed,  ^'You  die  innocent!^ 
answered,  '*  Do  you  wish  I  were  guilty  ?  " 
When  a  vision  in  sleep  seemed  to  say  :  — 

**  Three  days  hence  thou  'It  come  to  the  fertile  region  of  Fhthia,** 

he  said  to  ^schines,  ^^  On  the  third  day  I  shall  die.''  When  he 
was  to  drink  the  hemlock,  Apollodorus  gave  him  a  fine  garment 
to  die  in :  **  But  why,"  quoth  he,  '^  is  this  garment  of  mine  good 
enough  to  live  in,  but  not  to  perish  in  ? "  To  him  who  said, 
^^  So-and-so  speaks  ill  of  you,"  he  answered,  '^  Yes,  he  has  not 
learned  to  speak  well."  When  Antisthenes  turned  the  ragged 
side  of  his  cloak  to  the  light,  he  remarked,  ^^  I  see  your  vanity 
through  your  cloak."  He  declared  we  ought  to  put  ourselves 
expressly  at  the  service  of  the  comedy  writers :  ^^  For  if  they  say 
anything  about  us  that  is  true,  they  will  correct  us ;  and  if  what 
they  say  be  untrue,  it  does  not  concern  us  at  all." 

When  Xanthippe  had  first  reviled  him,  then  drenched  him 
with  water, "  Did  n't  I  tell  you,"  said  he, "  it  was  thundering  and 
would  soon  rain  ?  "  To  Alcibiades,  who  said  Xanthippe's  scolding 
was  unbearable,  he  replied,  ^^  I  am  accustomed  to  it,  as  to  a  con- 
stantly creaking  pulley.  And  you,"  he  added, "  endure  the  cack* 
ling  of  geese."  Alcibiades  said,  "  Yes,  for  they  bring  me  eggs 
and  goslings."  "  And  Xanthippe,"  retorted  Socrates,  "  bears  me 
children."  Once  when  she  pulled  off  his  cloak  in  the  agora,  his 
friends  advised  him  to  defend  himself  with  force.  "  Yes,"  said 
he,  "  by  Jove,  so  that  as  we  fight,  each  of  you  may  cry, '  Well 
done,  Socrates  ! '  '  Good  for  you,  Xanthippe  ! '  "  He  used  to  say 
he  practised  on  Xanthippe  just  as  trainers  do  with  spirited  horses. 
^  Just  as  they  if  they  master  them  are  able  to  control  any  other 
horse,  so  I  who  am  accustomed  to  Xanthippe  shall  get  on  easily 
with  any  one  else." 

It  was  for  such  words  and  acts  as  this  that  the  Delphic  priest- 
ess bore  witness  in  his  honor,  giving  to  Ghairephon  that  famous 
response :  — 

**  Wisest  of  all  mankind  is  Socrates." 

He  became  extremely  unpopular  on  account  of  this  oracle ; 
l)ut  also  because  he  convicted  of  ignorance  those  who  had  a  great 
(»j)inion  of  themselves,  particularly  Anytus,  as  Plato  also  says  in 
the  "  Meno."  For  Anytus,  enraged  at  the  ridicule  Socrates  brought 
upon  him,  first  urged  Aristophanes  and  the  rest  on  to  attack 
him,  and  then  induced  Meletus  to  join  in  indicting  him  for  impi- 
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ftj  and  for  corrupting  the  voung  men.  Plato  in  the  ^^  Apologj  * 
laja  there  were  three  accusers,  —  Anjtus,  Ljcon,  and  Meletus: 
Anjtua  being  incensed  at  him  in  behalf  of  the  artisans  and  poli* 
ticians,  Lycon  for  the  orators,  and  Meletus  for  the  poets,  all  of 
whom  Socrates  pulled  to  pieces.  The  sworn  statement  of  the 
plaintiffs  ran  as  follows  ;  for  it  is  still  recorded,  Favorinus  saja, 
in  the  State  archives :  —  Socrates  is  guilty,  not  honoring  the 
gods  whom  the  State  honors,  but  introducing  other  strange  dirin* 
itiee;  and  he  is  further  guilty  of  corrupting  the  young.  Penalty, 
death.** 

When  Lysias  wrote  a  speech  for  his  defence,  he  read  it,  and 
•aid,  ^  A  fine  speech,  Lysias,  but  not  suited  to  me  ;  '*  for  indeed 
it  was  rather  a  lawyer's  plea  than  a  philosopher's.  Lysias  said, 
^Bot  why,  if  the  speech  is  a  fine  one,  should  it  not  be  suitable 
for  jouf  Socrates  replied,  *^  Would  not  fine  robes,  then,  and 
sandals,  be  unfitting  for  me?" 

While  ho  was  on  trial,  it  is  stated  that  Plato  ascended  the 
bema  and  began,  ^  Being  the  youngest,  0  men  of  Athens,  of  all 
who  erer  came  upon  the  bema  "  —  but  at  this  point  the  judges 
cried  out,  ^^  Come  down  !  come  down  !  "  So  he  was  conyicted  by 
two  hundred  and  eighty-one  votes  more  than  were  cast  for  his 
acquittal.  And  when  the  judges  considered  what  penalty  or  fine 
he  should  receive,  he  said  he  would  pay  five>and-twenty  drachms. 
Eobonlides  says  he  agreed  to  pay  a  hundred,  but  when  the 
judges  expressed  their  indignation  aloud,  he  said,  ^*  For  what  I 
have  done,  I  consider  the  proper  return  to  be  support  at  the 
pablic  expense  in  the  town  hall."  But  they  condemned  him  to 
death,  the  vote  being  larger  than  before  by  eighty. 

Not  many  days  later  he  drank  the  hemlock  in  the  prison, 
after  uttering  many  noble  words,  recorded  by  Plato  in  the 
'^Phedo.*'     According  to  some,  he  wrote  a  poem  beginning  — 

^Oreeting,  Apollo  of  Delos,  and  Artemis,  youthful  and  famous.'' 

He  also  versified,  not  very  successfully,  a  fable  of  iEsop*s 
which  began  — 

".^Isop  once  to  the  people  who  dwell  in  the  city  of  Corinth 
Said, '  Let  virtue  be  judged  not  by  the  popular  voice.' " 

So  he  passed  from  among  men  ;  but  straightway  the  Atheni- 
ans repented  of  their  nctiDU,  so  that  they  closed  the  gymnasia, 
and  exiling  the  other  accusers,  put  Meletus  to  death.  Socrates 
tbey  honored  with  a  statue  of  bronze,  the  work  of  Lysippus, 
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which  was  set  up  in  the  Pompeion.    Anytus  in  exile,  entering 
Heraclea,  was  warned  out  of  town  that  very  daj. 

The  Athenians  have  had  the  same  experience  not  only  in 
Socrates's  case,  but  with  many  others.  Indeed,  it  is  stated  that 
they  fined  Homer  as  a  madman,  and  adjudged  Tyrtseus  to  be 
crazy.    Euripides  reproves  them  in  the  "  Palamedes,"  saying  — 

**  Ye  have  slain,  ye  have  slain  the  all- wise,  the  harmless  night- 
ingale of  the  Muses.'' 

That  is  so.    But  Philochorus  says  Euripides  died  before  Socrates. 

Socrates  and  Euripides  were  both  disciples  of  Anaxagoras. 
It  appears  to  me,  too,  that  Socrates  did  talk  on  natural  philoso- 
phy. In  fact,  Xenophon  says  so,  though  he  states  that  Socrates 
held  discourse  only  upon  moral  questions.  Plato  indeed,  in  the 
*^  Apology,"  mentioning  Anaxagoras  and  other  natural  philoso- 
phers, himself  says  of  them  things  whereof  Socrates  denies  any 
knowledge;  yet  it  is  all  ascribed  to  Socrates. 

Aristotle  states  that  a  certain  mage  from  Syria  came  to 
Athens,  and  among  other  prophecies  concerning  Socrates  fore- 
told that  his  death  would  be  a  violent  one. 

The  following  verses  upon  him  are  our  own:  — 

Drink,  in  the  palace  of  Zeus,  O  Socrates,  seeing  that  truly 
Thou  by  a  god  wert  called  wise,  who  is  wisdom  itself. 
Foolish  Athenians,  who  to  thee  offered  the  potion  of  hemlock, 
Through  thy  lips  themselves  draining  the  cup  to  the  dregs  1 

Examples  of  Greek  Wit  and  Wisdom. 

BIAS. 

Once  he  was  on  a  voyage  with  some  impious  men.  The  ves- 
sel was  overtaken  by  a  storm,  and  they  began  to  call  upon  the 
gods  for  aid.  But  Bias  said,  ^'  Be  silent,  so  they  may  not  dis- 
cover that  you  are  aboard  our  ship!" 

He  declared  it  was  pleasaiiter  to  decide  a  dispute  between  his 
enemies  than  between  friends.  "For  of  two  friends,"  he  ex- 
plained, ^^  one  is  sure  to  become  my  enemy ;  but  of  two  enemies 
1  make  one  friend." 

PLATO. 

It  is  said  Socrates,  in  a  dream,  seemed  to  be  holding  on  his 
knees  a  cygnet,  which  suddenly  grew  wings  and  flew  aloft,  sing- 
ing sweetly.  Next  day  Plato  came  to  him ;  and  Socrates  said 
he  was  the  bird. 
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It  is  told  that  Plato,  once  seeing  a  man  playing  at  dice, 
reproved  hioL  ^^The  stake  is  but  a  trifle,"  said  the  other. 
^Yes,  but,"  responded  Plato,  *'the  habit  is  no  trifle." 

Once  when  Xenocrates  came  into  Plato^s  house,  the  latter 
bade  him  scourge  his  slave  for  him,  explaining  that  be  conld  not 
do  it  himself,  because  he  was  angrj.  Again  he  sud  to  one 
of  his  slares,  ^  You  would  have  had  a  beating  if  I  were  not 
angiy.'' 


ABIBTIFPna. 

Dionjrsins  once  asked  him  wbj  it  is  that  the  philosophen 
are  seen  at  rich  men^s  doors,  not  the  rich  men  at  tibe  doors  of 
the  sages.  Aristippus  replied,  *^  Because  the  wise  realize  what 
thej  lack,  but  the  rich  do  not"  On  a  repetition  of  the  taunt  on 
another  occasion  he  retorted,  ^^  Yes,  and  physicians  are  seen  at 
sick  men's  doors ;  yet  none  would  choose  to  be  the  patient  rather 
than  the  leech ! " 

Once  when  oTertaken  by  a  storm  on  a  Toyage  to  Corinth,  he 
was  badly  frightened  Somebody  said  to  him,  *^  We  ordinary 
folk  are  not  afraid,  but  you  philosophers  play  the  coward.** 
^  Yes,"  was  his  reply,  ^  we  are  not  risking  the  loss  of  any  such 
wretched  life  as  yours." 

Some  one  reproached  him  for  his  extraragance  in  food.  He 
answered,  *^  If  you  could  buy  these  same  things  for  threepenoe, 
would  n't  you  do  it  ?  "  —  "  Oh  yes."  —  "  Why,  then,  't  is  not  I  who 
am  too  fond  of  the  luxurious  food,  but  you  that  are  o?er-fond  of 
your  money  I " 

ARISTOTLB. 

Whon  asked,  "  What  is  Ho|>e?"  he  answered,  ^  The  dream 
of  a  man  awake."  Asked  what  ^rows  old  quickest,  he  replied, 
'*  Gratitude."  Whon  told  that  some  one  had  slandered  him  in 
his  absence,  he  said,  ^*  He  may  beat  me  too  —  in  my  absence ! " 
Being  asked  how  much  advantage  the  educated  have  over  the 
i^orant,  he  replied,  *'  As  much  as  the  living  over  the  dead«" 

Some  one  asked  him  why  we  spend  much  time  in  the  society 
of  the  beautiful.  ''  That,"  he  said,  ^^  is  a  proper  question  for  a 
blind  man  ! "     [Cf.  Emerson's  "  Rhodora."] 

Once  being  asked  how  wo  should  treat  our  friends,  he  said, 
^  As  we  would  wish  them  to  troat  us."  Asked  what  a  friend  iSy 
he  answered,  *^  One  soul  abidinir  in  two  bodies." 
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THEOFHBASTUB. 

To  a  man  who  at  a  feast  was  persistently  silent,  he  re- 
marked, ^^  If  you  are  ignorant,  you  are  acting  wisely ;  if  you 
are  intelligent,  you  are  behaving  foolishly/' 

DEMETBIUS. 

It  was  a  saying  of  his  that  to  friends  in  prosperity  we  should 
go  when  invited,  but  to  those  in  misfortune  unbidden. 

When  told  that  the  Athenians  had  thrown  down  his  statues, 
he  answered,  ^^  But  not  my  character,  for  which  they  erected 
them.'* 

ANTISTHENES. 

Some  one  asked  him  what  he  gained  from  philosophy.  He 
replied,  "  The  power  to  converse  with  myself." 

He  advised  the  Athenians  to  pass  a  vote  that  asses  were 
horses.  When  they  thought  that  irrational,  he  said,  "  But  cer- 
tainly your  generals  are  not  such  because  they  have  learned 
anything,  but  simply  because  you  have  elected  them ! " 

DIOGENES. 

He  used  to  say  that  when  in  the  course  of  his  life  he  saw 
pilots,  and  physicians,  and  philosophers,  he  thought  man  the 
most  sensible  of  animals  ;  but  when  he  saw  interpreters  of 
dreams,  and  soothsayers,  and  those  who  paid  attention  to  them, 
and  those  puffed  up  by  fame  or  wealth,  he  believed  no  creature 
was  sillier  than  man. 

Some  said  to  him,  "You  are  an  old  man.  Take  life  easy 
now."  He  replied,  "  And  if  I  were  running  the  long-distance 
race,  should  I  when  nearing  the  goal  slacken,  and  not  rather 
exert  myself  ?  " 

When  he  saw  a  child  drink  out  of  his  hands,  he  took  the  cup 
out  of  his  wallet  and  flung  it  away,  saying,  "  A  child  has  beaten 
me  in  simplicity." 

He  used  to  argue  thus,  "  All  thinp^  belong  to  the  gods. 
The  wise  are  the  friends  of  the  orods.  The  goods  of  friends  are 
common  property.     Therefore  all  things  belong  to  the  wise." 

To  one  who  argued  that  motion  was  impossible,  he  made 
no  answer,  but  rose  and  walked  awav. 

When  the  Athenians  urged  him  to  be  initiated  into  the  Myi- 


LIXRTIUS  DIOGENE&  1685 

teriM,  assuring  him  that  in  Hades  those  who  were  initiated  haro 
the  front  seats,  he  replied,  ^'  It  is  ludicrous,  if  Agesilaus  and 
E|iaminonda8  ure  to  abide  in  the  mud,  ;ind  some  ifrnoble  wretches 
who  arc  initiated  are  to  dwell  in  the  Isles  of  the  Blest!*' 

Plato  made  the  definition  ^'  Man  is  a  two-footed  featherleaa 
animal,"  and  was  much  praised  for  it.  Diogenes  plucked  a  fowl 
and  brought  it  into  his  school,  saying,  ^*  This  is  Plato's  man  !  " 
So  the  addition  was  made  to  the  definition,  *'*'  with  broad  nails.'' 

When  a  man  asked  him  what  was  the  proper  hour  for  lunch, 
be  said,  'Mf  you  are  rich,  whcu  you  please;  if  you  are  poor, 
when  you  can  get  it." 

He  used  often  to  shout  aloud  that  an  easy  life  had  been  giren 
by  the  gods  to  men,  hut  they  had  covered  it  from  sight  in  their 
search  for  honey-cakes  and  [lerfumes  and  such  things. 

The  musician  who  was  always  loft  alone  by  his  hearers  he 
greeted  with  ''Good  morning,  cock! "  When  the  other  asked 
him  the  reason,  he  said,  *'  Because  your  music  starts  everybody 
np. 

When  an  exceedingly  suftorstitious  man  said  to  him,  ^  With 
one  blow  I  will  break  your  hoatil"  he  retorted,  **  And  with  a 
sneeze  at  your  left  side  I  will  make  you  tremble." 

When  asked  what  animal  had  the  worst  bite,  he  said,  ^  Of 
wild  beasts  the  sycophant;  and  of  tamo  creaturos  the  flatterer." 

Being  asked  when  was  the  proftor  time  to  marry,  lie  responded, 
"For  young  men,  not  yet;  and  for  old  men,  not  at  all." 

When  he  was  asked  what  sort  of  wino  he  enjoyed  drink- 
ing, he  answered,  *'  Another  man's."  [Of  a  different  temper 
was  Dante,  who  knew  too  well  *'  how  bull  the  bread  of  others 
tastes ! "] 

Some  one  adviseil  him  to  hunt  up  his  nmaway  slaye.  But 
he  replied,^  It  is  ridiculous  if  Manes  lives  without  Diogenes, but 
Diogenes  cannot  without  Manes." 

When  asked  why  men  give  to  beggars,  but  not  to  philoso> 
phers,  he  said,  '*  Because  they  ex])ect  themselves  to  become  lame 
and  blind;  but  philosophers,  never!" 
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ISAAC  DlSBAELl. 

Disraeli,  Isaac,  an  English  writer;  born  at  Enfield,  near 
London,  in  1766 ;  died  in  1848.  His  father,  a  Venetian,  moved  to 
England  in  1748.  Isaac  was  intended  for  commercial  piirsuitSy  and 
he  was  sent  to  a  college  at  Amsterdam,  from  which  he  returned  at 
the  age  of  eighteen,  prepared  to  publish  a  poem  against  commerce. 
His  parents  then  sent  him  to  travel  in  France.  He  spent  much  of 
the  time  in  libraries  and  with  literary  men,  and  on  his  return^  in 
1789,  published  a  satire,  "  On  the  Abuse  of  Satire."  Through  the 
influence  of  Mr.  Pye,  the  elder  Disraeli  was  persuaded  to  cease 
opposing  the  literary  tastes  of  his  son,  who,  in  1790,  produced  a 
"Defence  of  Poetry,"  of  which  he  afterward  destroyed  all  the 
copies  he  could  obtain.  In  1791-1834  he  published  "  The  Curiosi- 
ties of  Literature,"  in  six  volumes.  "Miscellanies,  or  Literary 
Recreations,"  appeared  in  1796.  This  work  was  followed  by 
**  Vaurien,  or  Sketches  of  the  Times ",  (1797) ;  "  Romances,"  a 
volume  of  prose  tales  (1799)  ;  "  Narrative  Poems "  (1803)  ;  "  Flim- 
flams, or  the  Life  and  Errors  of  my  Uncle  and  the  Amours  of  my 
Aunt"  (1805);  "Despotism,  or  the  Fall  of  the  Jesuits,"  a  novel 
(1811) ;  "  The  Calamities  of  Authors  "  (1812-13)  ;  "  The  Quarrels 
of  Authors  "  (1814) ;  and  "  The  Literary  Character,  or  the  History 
of  Men  of  Genius "  (1795).  "  The  Life  and  Reign  of  Charles  I." 
(1828-51)  gained  for  him  from  Oxford  the  degree  of  D.  C.  L.  A 
selection  from  his  manuscripts  was  published  in  1841  under  the 
title  of  "The  Amenities  of  Literature." 

Palingenesis. 

(From  **  Curiosities  of  Literature.") 

Never  was  a  philosophical  imagination  more  beautiful  than 
that  exquisite  Palingenesis^  as  it  has  been  termed  from  the  Greek, 
or  a  re-generation :  or  rather,  the  apparitions  of  animals,  and 
plants.     Shoot,  Kircher,  Gaffar  Wt^lU  Digby,  and  the  whole 

of  that  admirable  school,  disc<  Htt^®  aslMMk^ants  their 

primitive  forms,  which  were  'irce  of 

heat.     Nothing,  they  say,  per  iK)ii- 
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tinuation,  or  a  revival.  The  9emina  of  resurrection  are  ooii* 
eealed  in  extinct  bodies,  as  in  the  blood  of  man ;  the  ashes  of 
roses  will  again  revive  into  roses,  though  smaller  and  paler  than 
if  thej  had  been  planted ;  unsubstantial  and  unodoriferous,  thej 
are  not  roses  which  grow  on  rose-trees,  but  their  delicate  appa- 
ritions ;  and  like  apparitions,  thej  are  seen  but  for  a  moment  I 
The  process  of  the  Palingeneiis^  this  picture  of  immortality,  is 
described.  These  philosophers  having  burnt  a  Uower,  by  cal- 
cination disengaged  the  salts  from  its  ashes,  and  deposited  them 
in  a  glass  phial ;  a  chemical  mixture  acted  on  it,  till  in  the  fer» 
mentation  they  assumed  a  bluish  and  spectral  hue.  lliis  dust, 
thns  excited  by  heat,  shoots  upward  into  its  primitive  forms ; 
by  sympathy  the  parts  unite,  and  while  each  is  returning  to  its 
destined  place,  we  see  distinctly  the  stalk,  the  leaves,  and  the 
flower  arise ;  it  is  the  pale  spectre  of  a  flower  coming  slowly 
forth  from  its  ashes.  The  heat  passes  away,  the  magical  scene 
declines,  till  the  whole  matter  again  precipitates  itself  into  the 
chaos  at  the  bottom.  This  vegetable  phoenix  lies  thus  concealed 
in  its  cold  ashes,  till  the  presence  of  heat  produces  its  resorreo* 
tion  —  in  its  absence  it  returns  to  its  death. 


Ths  Necessity  of  Solitude  to  Gshiub. 

(From  the  **  Uttnay  Cbanctar .*) 

It  is,  however,  only  in  solitude  that  the  genius  of  eminent 
men  has  been  formed.  There  their  first  thoughts  sprang,  and 
there  it  will  become  them  to  find  their  last:  for  the  solitude  of 
old  age  —  and  old  age  must  be  often  in  solitude  —  may  be  found 
the  happiest  with  tlie  literary  character.  Solitude  is  the  nurse 
of  enthusiasm,  and  enthusiasm  is  the  true  parent  of  genius. 
In  all  ages  solitude  has  been  called  for,  has  been  flown  to.  No 
considerable  work  was  ever  composed,  till  its  author,  like  an 
ancient  magician,  first  retired  to  the  grove,  or  to  the  closet, 
to  invocate.  When  genius  languishes  in  an  irksome  solitude 
among  crowds  —  that  is  the  moment  to  fly  into  seclusion  and 
meditation.  There  is  a  society  in  tlie  deepest  solitude ;  in  all 
ttie  men  of  genius  of  the  past 

"  First  of  your  kind.  Society  divine  I  ** 

aid  ill  tiiemselves:  for  there  only  can  they  indulge  in  the 
of  thoir  soul,  and  there  only  can  they  occupy  them- 
I  ift  tiieir  dreams  and  their  vipls,  and,  with  the  morning 
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fly  without  interrnption  to  the  labor  they  had  reluctantly  quitted. 
If  there  be  not  periods  when  they  shall  allow  their  days  to  melt 
harmoniously  into  each  other,  if  they  do  not  pass  whole  weeks 
together  in  their  study,  without  intervening  absences,  they  will 
not  be  admitted  into  the  last  recess  of  the  Muses.  Whether 
their  glory  comes  from  researches,  or  from  enthusiasm.  Time, 
with  not  a  feather  ruffled  on  his  wings.  Time  alone  opens  dis- 
coveries and  kindles  meditation.  This  desert  of  solitude,  so 
Tast  and  so  dreary  to  the  man  of  the  world,  to  the  man  of 
genius  is  the  magical  garden  of  Armida,  whose  enchantments 
arose  amidst  solitude,  while  solitude  was  everywhere  among 
those  enchantments. 

Whenever  Michelangelo,  that  ^'  divine  madman,**  as  Richard- 
son once  wrote  on  the  back  of  one  of  his  drawings,  was  meditat- 
ing on  some  great  design,  he  closed  himself  up  from  the  world. 
"  Why  do  you  lead  so  solitary  a  life  ?"  asked  a  friend.  "  Art,** 
replied  the  sublime  artist,  ^'  Art  is  a  jealous  god ;  it  requires  the 
whole  and  entire  man.'*  During  his  mighty  labor  in  the  Sistine 
Chapel  he  refused  to  have  any  communication  with  any  person 
even  at  his  own  house.  Such  undisturbed  and  solitary  attention 
is  demanded  even  by  undoubted  genius  as  the  price  of  perform- 
ance. How  then  shall  we  deem  of  that  feebler  race  who  exult  in 
occasional  excellence,  and  who  so  often  deceive  themselves  by 
mistaking  the  evanescent  flashes  of  genius  for  that  holier  flame 
which  burns  on  its  altar,  because  the  fuel  is  incessantly  applied  ? 

We  observe  men  of  genius,  in  public  situations,  sighing  for 
this  solitude.  Amidst  the  impediments  of  the  world,  they  are 
doomed  to  view  their  intellectual  banquet  often  rising  before 
them  like  some  fairy  delusion,  never  to  taste  it 

The  great  Verulam  often  complained  of  the  disturbances  of 
his  public  life,  and  rejoiced  in  the  occasional  retirement  he  stole 
from  public  affairs.  "  And  now,  because  I  am  in  the  country, 
I  will  send  you  some  of  my  country  fruits,  which  with  me  are 
good  meditations;  when  I  am  in  the  city,  they  are  choked  with 
business." 

Lord  Clarendon,  whose  life  so  happily  combined  the  contem- 
plative with  the  active  powers  of  man,  dwells  on  three  periods  of 
retirement  which  he  enjoyed  ;  he  always  took  pleasure  in  relat- 
ing the  great  tranquillity  of  spirit  experienced  during  his  soli- 
tude at  Jersey,  where,  for  more  than  two  years,  employed  on 
his  history,  he  daily  wrote  "  one  sheet  of  large  paper  with  his 
own  hand."     At  the  close  of  his  life,  his  literary  labort  ift 
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his  other  rrtirpments  are  detailed  with  a  pnmd  MtiaftetioB. 
Eacli  of  hJR  8(i1itiiilc8  occasioned  a  nev  acqiiisitioo ;  to  ooe  he 
oved  the  Spanish,  tu  another  the  French,  and  to  a  third  the 
Italian  literature.  The  public  are  not  yet  aoqaaioted  with  the 
fertility  uf  Lord  Clarendoii'H  literary  labors. 

It  was  not  vanity  that  induced  Scipio  to  declare  of  solitude, 
that  it  had  no  lonelincxs  tor  htm,  since  he  voluntarily  retired 
amidst  a  t£lo''i<>UH  'if<'  '^  his  Lintcrnum.  Cicero  was  uoeasy 
•mid  applamlins  R'lino,  and  has  distinij^ishcd  his  numerous 
works  by  the  title  of  his  various  villus.  Aulus  Gelliua  marked 
his  siilituile  by  hm  "Attic  Nii;bt8."  The  "  Golden  Grove"  of 
Jen'iiiy  Taylor  U  the  produce  of  his  retreat  at  the  Earl  of  Car- 
berry's  wat  in  Wiilcs ;  and  tlio  "  Divcniiuua  of  Purley  "  preserved 
a  man  of  );eniiiM  fur  puslority. 

Voltaire  had  talents,  well  adapted  for  society;  but  at  one 
period  of  his  life  he  passed  five  years  in  the  most  secret  seclu* 
sion,  and  indeeil  usiiully  lived  in  retirement.  Huntesquiea 
quittod  the  brilliant  circles  uf  Paris  fur  his  books  and  his  medi- 
tations, and  was  ridicitled  by  the  iray  triHers  he  deserted ;  "  but 
my  ^Tcal  work,"  ha  ob^frvt^s  in  tTinm^h,*' avaneei  pa$d4 giant." 
llarnn<rtnn.  to  compose  bin  "  Oceana,"  severed  himself  from  the 
Society  of  bis  friends.  Pi-»carle!i,  inllamcd  by  geniua,  hirea  aa 
obscure  house  in  nn  nnfre<i>ienlod  quarter  of  Paris,  and  there  be 
pas'fcs  two  years  unknown  to  bis  »cf)nainlances.  Adam  Smith, 
after  the  pnb)ic:ilion  of  bis  first  work,  withdrew  into  a  retire- 
mnit  that  lastfd  ten  veal's:  even  Hume  rallies  him  for  separating 
himself  from  the  world ;  but  by  this  moans  the  great  political 
inquirer  Hatisiied  the  world  by  his  preat  work.  And  thiw  it 
was  with  men  uf  geniua  long  ere  Petrarch  witlidrew  to  bis 
Valchiusa. 


Poets,  pHitosopiirjcs.  Asn  Artists  made  bt  AccmxiiT. 

tVruoi  "  PoriofiiiH  uf  I.iivmar*.') 

Accident  has  frequently  uccasiunod  the  most  eminent  gen- 
iuses I-i  dlAirliiy  thi'ir  (niwirs.  It  ^.i*.  .il  Uhuw,  »nyi  rjihboil, 
on  the  fi(t'  t'nih  uf  Octllb«n  1704,  us  1  ait  [jrihliit;  nmidst  the 
ruins  (if  tln' t'<t{iituLjJlB|h^U«fu(itiMi  ffinTii  were  siuKing 
TCSpi-ra  in  the  Teii|lH^^^^^^^HB|:tte  idtra  of  writing  the 
deeline  and  fall  of  LT^^^^^^^^^Qj^iQy  mind. 

Father  lld»bn, 
loMpbj  ukI  i' 
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ing  himBelf  to  some  religious  order,  little  expected  the  celebrity 
hit  vorka  acquired  for  him.  Loitering  in  an  idle  hour  in  the 
shop  of  a  bookseller,  and  turning  over  a  parcel  of  hooka, 
"L'Homme  de  Dencartes"  fell  into  his  hands.  Having  dipt 
into  some  parts,  be  read  with  ancb  delight  that  the  palpite- 
tions  of  his  heart  compelled  him  to  lay  the  volume  down.  It 
was  this  circnmatauce  that  produced  Uiose  profound  contem- 
plations which  made  him  the  Plato  of  bis  age. 

Cowley  became  a  poet  by  accident.  In  his  mother's  apart* 
ment  he  found,  when  very  young,  Spenser's  "Fairy  Queen," 
and  by  a  continual  study  of  poetry  be  became  so  enchanted  of 
the  Muae  that  he  grew  irrecoverably  a  poet. 

Dr.  Johnson  informs  us  that  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  had  the 
first  fondness  of  his  art  excited  by  the  perusal  of  Richardaon's 
Treatiae. 

TaucansoD  displayed  an  uncommon  geniua  for  mechanics. 
Hia  taate  was  first  determined  by  an  accident:  when  young,  he 
frequently  attended  his  mother  to  the  residence  of  her  confes- 
sor; and  while  she  wept  with  repentance,  he  wept  with  weari- 
ness! In  this  atate  of  disagreeable  vacation,  says  Helvetius, 
he  was  struck  with  the  uniform  motion  of  the  pendulum  of  the 
clock  in  the  hall.  His  curiosity  was  roused;  he  approached 
the  clock'CaBe,  and  studied  its  mechanism;  what  he  could  not 
discover  he  guessed  at.  He  then  projected  a  similar  machine, 
and  gradually  his  genius  produced  a  clock.  Encouraged  by 
this  first  success,  he  proceeded  in  his  various  attempts;  and 
the  genius  which  thus  could  form  a  clock,  in  time  formed  a 
fluting  automaton. 

If  Shakespeare's  imprudence  had  not  obliged  him  to  quit 
his  wool  trade  and  his  town;  if  he  bad  not  engaged  with  a 
company  of  actors,  and  at  length,  disgusted  with  being  an  in- 
different performer,  he  had  not  turned  author,  the  prudent 
wool-seller  bad  never  been  the  celebrated  poet 

Accident  dotormined  the  taste  of   Moli^re   for   the   stage. 
His  grandfather  loved  the  theaji 
there.     The  young  man   live " 
serving  it,  asked  in  an^er  if 
"Would  to  God,"  replied  the 
actor  as  Montrose. "     The  woi 
a  disgust  to  his  tapestry  tradj 
France  owes  her  greatest  comil 
Oomeille  loved;  he  made 
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poet,  composed  ^Mflite,^  and  afterwards  his  other  oelebrated 
works.     The  discreet  Comeille  had  remained  a  lawyer. 

Thus  it  is  that  the  devotion  of  a  mother,  the  death  of  Crom- 
well, deer-stealing,  the  exclamation  of  an  old  man,  and  the 
beauty  of  a  woman,  have  given  five  illustrious  characters  to 
Europe. 

We  owe  the  great  discovery  of  Newton  to  a  very  trivial 
accident  When  a  student  at  Cambridge,  he  had  retired  dur- 
ing the  time  of  the  plague  into  the  country.  As  he  was  read* 
ing  under  an  apple-tree,  one  of  the  fruit  fell,  and  struck  him  a 
smart  blow  on  the  head  When  he  observed  the  smallness  of 
the  apple,  he  was  surprised  at  the  force  of  the  stroke.  This 
led  him  to  consider  the  accelerating  motion  of  falling  bodies; 
from  whence  he  deduced  the  principle  of  gravity,  and  laid  the 
foundation  of  his  philosophy. 

Ignatius  Loyola  was  a  Spanish  gentleman,  who  was  danger- 
ously  wounded  at  tlie  siege  of  Pampeluna.  Having  heated  his 
imagination  by  reading  the  ^  Lives  of  the  Saints,"  which  were 
brought  to  him  in  his  illness  instead  of  a  romance,  he  con- 
ceived a  strong  ambition  to  be  the  founder  of  a  religious  order; 
whence  originated  the  celebrated  society  of  the  Jesuits. 

Rousseau  found  his  eccentric  powers  first  awakened  by  the 
advertisement  of  the  singular  annual  subject  which  the  Acad- 
emy of  Dijon  proposed  for  that  year,  in  which  he  wrote  his 
celebrated  Declamation  against  the  arts  and  sciences;  a  cir- 
cumstance which  determined  his  future  literary  efforts. 

La  Fontaine,  at  the  age  of  twenty-two,  had  not  taken  any 
profession  or  devoted  himself  to  any  pursuit  Having  acci- 
dentally heard  some  verses  of  Malherl>e,  he  felt  a  sudden  im- 
pulse, which  directed  his  future  life.  Ho  immediately  bought 
a  Malherbe,  and  was  so  exqiusitely  doliehted  with  tiiis  poet 
that,  after  imssinflr  the  nif^hts  in  treasuring  his  verses  in  his 
memory,  he  would  nm  in  the  daytime  to  the  woods,  where, 
concealing  himself,  he  would  recite  his  verses  to  the  surround- 
ing dryads. 

Flamsteed  was  an  astronomer  bv  accident  He  was  taken 
from  school  on  account  of  his  illness,  when  Sacrobosco*s  book 
**  De  Sphere ''  having  l)een  lent  to  him,  he  was  so  pleased  witfi 
it  that  he  immediately  began  a  course  of  astronomic  studies. 

Pennant *R  firMt  pro|)rn8ity  to  natural  history  was  the  pleas- 
ure he  received  from  an  accidental  per  ^  ^^*  Mdll^^t 
work  oo  birds;  the  same  accident.  sf 
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his  professor  Beaumur's  "History  of  Insects,'*  —  of  which  he 
read  more  than  he  attended  to  the  lecture,  —  and  having  been 
refused  the  loan,  gave  such  an  instant  turn  to  the  mind  of 
Bonnet  that  he  hastened  to  obtain  a  copy,  but  found  many 
difficulties  in  procuring  this  costly  work.  Its  possession  gave 
an  unalterable  direction  to  his  future  life :  this  naturalist  in- 
deed lost  the  use  of  his  sight  by  his  devotion  to  the  microscope. 

Dr.  Franklin  attributes  the  cast  of  his  genius  to  a  similar 
accident.  ^^I  found  a  work  of  Defoe's,  entitled  an  ^  Essay  on 
Projects,'  from  which  perhaps  I  derived  impressions  that  have 
since  influenced  some  of  the  principal  events  of  my  life. " 

I  shall  add  the  incident  which  occasioned  Roger  Ascham  to 
write  his  "  Schoolmaster, "  one  of  the  most  curious  and  useful 
treatises  among  our  elder  writers. 

At  a  dinner  given  by  Sir  William  Cecil  during  the  plague 
in  1563,  at  his  apartments  at  Windsor,  where  the  Queen  had 
taken  refuge,  a  number  of  ingenious  men  were  invited.  Secre- 
tary Cecil  communicated  the  news  of  the  morning,  that  several 
scholars  at  Eton  had  run  away  on  account  of  their  master's 
severity,  which  he  condemned  as  a  great  error  in  the  educa- 
tion of  youth.  Sir  William  Petre  maintained  the  contrary: 
severe  in  his  own  temper,  he  pleaded  warmly  in  defence  of 
hard  flogging.  Dr.  Wootton,  in  softer  tones,  sided  with  the 
Secretary.  Sir  John  Mason,  adopting  no  side,  bantered  both. 
Mr.  Haddon  seconded  the  hard-hearted  Sir  William  Petre,  and 
adduced  as  an  evidence  that  the  best  schoolmaster  then  in 
England  was  the  hardest  flogger.  Then  was  it  that  Roger 
Ascham  indignantly  exclaimed  that  if  such  a  master  had  an 
able  scholar  it  was  owing  to  the  boy's  genius  and  not  the  pre- 
ceptor's rod.  Secretary  Cecil  and  others  were  pleased  with 
Ascham's  notions.  Sir  Richard  Sackville  was  silent;  but 
when  Ascham  after  dinner  went  to  the  Queen  to  read  one  of 
the  orations  of  Demosthenes,  he  took  him  aside,  and  frankly 
told  him  that  though  he  had  taken  no  part  in  the  debate  he 
would  not  have  been  absent  from  that  conversation  for  a  great 
deal ;  that  he  knew  to  his  cost  the  truth  Ascham  had  supported, 
for  it  was  the  perpetual  flogging  of  such  a  schoolmaster  that 
had  given  him  an  unconquerable  aversion  to  study.  And  as 
he  wished  to  remedy  this  defect  in  his  own  children,  he  ear- 
nestly exhorted  Ascham  to  write  his  observations  on  so  interest- 
ing a  topic.  Such  was  the  circumstance  which  produced  th^ 
admirable  treatise  of  Roger  Ascham. 
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DoBELL,  Stdnbt  Thompsok,  En  English  poet,  bom  at  Cnuw 
brook,  Kent,  April  5, 1824 ;  died  at  Nailsworth,  Gloucest-er,  August 
22,  1874  In  1850  he  published  his  first  poem,  ''The  Bomao,** 
under  the  nom  deplume  of  ''Sydney  Yendys."  This  was  followed 
in  1854  by  "  Balder."  These  poems  found  numerous  admirers,  and 
the  author  was  looked  upon  for  a  while  by  many  as  the  ooming  poet 
of  his  day.  Mr.  Dobell's  subsequent  productions  were:  "Sonnets 
on  the  War,"  in  conjunction  with  Alexander  Smith  (1865);  ''Eng- 
land in  Time  of  War,"   (1866) ;  and  '*  England's  Day ''  (1871). 

Dobeil  occupied  a  foremast  place  among  the  modern  minor 
poets  of  England.  His  writings  are  marked  by  passionate  loTe  of 
nature  and  political  liberty,  originality,  and  an  absenoe  of  hniiior. 

H0W*8  HT   BOT? 

*Ho,  sailor  of  the  seal 

How 's  my  boy  —  my  boj  f  •  ^ 
*  What's  your  boy  's  name,  good  wife^ 
And  in  what  good  ship  sailed  he  f " 

«*  My  boy  John  — 
He  that  went  to  sea  — 
What  care  I  for  the  ship,  sailor  f 
My  boy 's  my  boy  to  me. 

^  Ton  come  back  from  the  sea, 
And  not  know  my  John  ? 
I  might  as  well  have  asked  some  landsman. 
Yonder  down  in  the  town. 
There 's  not  an  ass  in  all  the  parish 
But  knows  my  John. 

"  How's  my  boy  —  my  boy  t 

And  unless  you  let  me  know, 
I  Ml  swear  you  are  no  sailor, 

Blue  jacket  or  no  — 
Brass  buttons  or  no,  sailor, 

Anchor  and  crown  or  no«» 
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*  Sure,  his  ship  was  the  'Jolly  Briton  *—" 
'*  Speak  low,  woman,  speak  lowl " 

''And  why  should  I  speak  low,  sailor. 
About  my  own  boy  John  ? 
If  I  was  loud  as  I  am  proud 
I'd  sing  him  over  the  town  1 

Why  should  I  speak  low,  sailor? '*  ^ 
''That  good  ship  went  down." 

"  How  *8  my  boy  —  my  boy  ? 
What  care  I  for  the  ship,  sailor  ? 

I  was  never  aboard  her. 
Be  she  afloat  or  be  she  aground. 
Sinking  or  swimming,  I  '11  be  l)ound 
Her  owners  can  afford  her ! 
I  say,  how 's  my  John  ?  " — 
"  Every  man  on  board  went  down, 
Every  man  aboard  her,'' 

"  How  's  my  boy  —  my  boy  f 
What  care  I  for  the  men,  sailor  f 

1  'm  not  their  mother. 
How 's  my  boy  —  my  boy  ? 

Tell  me  of  him  and  no  other  I 
How 's  my  boy  —  my  boy  ?  " 


The  Sailok's  Retukn. 

This  morn  I  lay  a-dreaming. 
This  morn,  this  merry  morn; 
When  the  cock  crew  shrill  from  over  the  hill, 
I  heard  a  bugle  horn. 

And  through  the  dream  I  was  dreaming^ 

There  sighed  the  sigh  of  the  sea, 
And  through  the  dream  I  was  dreaming, 
This  voice  came  singing  to  me :  — 

"  High  over  the  breakers, 
Low  under  the  lee, 
Sing  ho ! 
The  billow, 
And  the  lash  of  the  rolling  sea  2 
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^  Boat,  boat,  to  the  billow, 

Boat,  boat,  to  the  lee! 
Love,  on  thy  pillow, 

Art  thou  dreaming  of  me  t 

<<  Billow,  billow,  breaking. 
Land  ut  low  on  the  lee ! 
For  sleeping  or  waking. 
Sweet  love,  I  am  ooming  to  thee  I 

^  High,  high,  o  'er  the  breakers. 
Low,  low,  on  the  lee, 

Sing  ho ! 

The  bUlow 
That  brings  me  back  to  thee!  '^ 

Afloat  Ain>  Ashorb. 

*  Tumble  and  rumble,  and  grumble  and  8nort« 
Like  a  whale  to  starboard,  a  whale  to  port; 
Tumble  and  rumble,  and  grumble  and  snor^ 

And  the  steamer  steams  thro'  the  sea,  lore  I  '^ 

**  I  see  the  ship  on  the  sea,  love ; 
I  stand  alone 

On  this  rock; 
The  sea  does  not  shock 
The  stone : 
The  waters  around  it  are  swirled, 
But  under  my  feet 
I  feel  it  go  down 
To  where  the  hemispheres  meet 
At  the  adamant  heart  of  the  world. 
Ob  that  the  rock  would  move ! 
Oh  that  the  rock  would  roll 
To  meet  thee  over  the  sea,  love  I 
Surely  my  mighty  love 
Should  fill  it  like  a  soul, 
And  it  should  bear  me  to  thee,  love; 

Like  a  ship  on  the  sea,  love. 
Bear  me,  bear  me,  to  thee,  love !  ** 

M  Oons  are  thundering,  seas  are  sundering,  crowds  are  wondaring^ 

Low  on  our  lee,  love. 
Over  and  over  the  cannon-clouds  cover  brother  and  lover,  but  over 
and  over 
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The  whirl-wheels  trandle  the  sea,  love ; 
And  on  through  the  load  pealiug  pomp  of  her  cloud 

The  great  ship  is  going  to  thee,  love. 
Blind  to  her  mark,  like  a  world  through  the  dark. 
Thundering,  sundering,  to  the  crowds  wondering^ 
Thundering  over  to  thee,  love.'' 

**  I  have  come  down  to  thee  coming  to  me^  loTt; 

I  stand,  I  stand 
On  the  solid  sand ; 
I  see  thee  coming  to  me,  love ; 
The  sea  runs  up  to  me  on  the  sand: 
I  start — 't  is  as  if  thou  hadst  stretched  thine  hand 
And  touched  me  through  the  sea,  love. 
I  feel  as  if  I  must  die. 
For  there 's  something  longs  to  fly, 

Fly  and  fly,  to  thee,  love. 
As  the  blood  of  the  flower  ere  she  blows 
Is  beating  up  to  the  sun, 
And  her  roots  do  hold  her  down, 
And  it  blushes  and  breaks  undone 

In  arose, 
80  my  blood  is  beating  in  me,  love  1 
I  see  thee  nigh  and  uigher ; 
And  my  soul  leaps  up  like  sudden  fire^ 
My  life 's  in  the  air 
To  meet  thee  there, 
To  meet  thee  coming  to  me,  love  I 
Over  the  sea, 
Coming  to  me. 
Coming,  and  coming  to  me,  love  1  * 

*  The  boats  are  lowered :  I  leap  in  first, 
Pull,  boys,  pull !  or  my  heart  will  burst  I 

More  !  more !  —  lend  me  an  oar !  — 
Pm  thro'  the  breakers  !     P  ra  on  the  shore  I 

I  see  thee  waiting  for  me,  love  1 " 

**  A  sudden  storm 

Of  sighs  and  tears, 
A  clenching  arm, 
A  look  of  years. 
In  my  bosom  a  thousand  cries, 
A  flash  like  light  before  my  eyea. 
And  I  am  lost  in  thee,  lovel " 


SYDNEY  THOMPSON  iX)B£LL.  $60? 


Thb  SoULb 

(From  "  Bftkkr.'O 

Ain>  as  the  moanting  and  descending  bark, 

Borne  on  exulting  by  the  under  deep, 

Qains  of  the  wild  wave  something  not  the  wmr%^ 

Catches  a  joy  of  going  and  a  will 

Besistless,  and  upon  the  last  lee  foam 

Leaps  into  air  beyond  it,  —  so  the  soul 

Upon  the  Alpine  ocean  mountain-tossed, 

Incessant  carried  up  to  heaven,  and  plunged 

To  darkness,  and,  still  wet  with  drops  of  death. 

Held  into  light  eternal,  and  again 

Cast  down,  to  be  again  uplift  in  vast 

And  infinite  succession,  cannot  stay 

The  mad  momentum* 


To  Aherioa« 

Ko  force  nor  fraud  shall  sunder  us  I    0  ye, 
Who  North  or  South,  on  East  or  Western  land. 
N^ative  to  noble  sounds,  say  Truth  for  truth, 

Freedom  for  freedom,  Love  for  love,  and  Ood 
For  God ;  O  ye  who  in  eternal  youth 

Speak,  with  a  living  and  creative  flood, 
This  universal  English,  and  do  stand 
Its  breathing  book  I  live  worthy  of  that  grand 

Heroic  utterance  —  parted,  yet  a  whole. 
Far,  yet  uiisevered  —  children  brave  and  free. 
Of  the  great  mother-tongue ;  and  ye  shall  be 

Lords  of  an  em])ire  wide  as  Shakespeare's  soul. 
Sublime  as  Milton's  immemorial  theme. 
And  rich  as  Chaucer's  speech,  and  fair  as  Spenser's  dream« 
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DoBSON,  Henbt  Austin,  English  critic,  poet,  and  biographer, 
born  at  Plymouth,  January  18,  1840.  He  was  educated  partly  in 
England,  partly  in  France  and  Germany,  with  the  purpose  of  be- 
coming a  civil  engineer ;  but  at  the  age  of  sixteen  he  was  appointed 
to  a  clerkship  in  the  Board  of  Trade.  His  writings  are  exceedingly 
clever  and  graceful;  his  verses  particularly  showing  a  cultivated 
imagination  and  much  tenderness  of  expression.  In  1873  he  col- 
lected his  scattered  lyrics  into  a  volume  entitled  ''Vignettes  in 
Bhyme  and  Vers  de  Soci^t^/'  which  was  followed  in  1877  by 
"Proverbs  in  Porcelain."  His  principal  prose  work  is  tiie 
"  Life  of  Fielding."  He  has  also  written  many  biographical  and 
critical  sketches,  of  Hogarth,  Prior,  Praed,  Gay,  and  Hood. 
Among  his  best  works  are :  "  After  Sedan,"  ^'The  Dead  Letter/'  and 
"The  young  Musician."  Among  his  later  works  are  "Thomas 
Bewick  and  his  Pupils"  (1884);  "Life  of  Steele"  (English 
Worthies,  1886);  "Life  of  Goldsmith"  (Great  Writers,  1888); 
"  Memoir  of  Horace  Walpole  »*  (1890) ;  "  Four  French  Womeu," 
essays  (1890) ;  an  enlarged  edition  of  "  Life  of  Hogarth »»  (1891) ; 
"Eighteenth  Century  Vignettes"  (1892),  a  second  series  (1894). 

More  Poets  Yet. 

"  More  Poets  yet  ?  "  I  hear  him  say. 

Arming  his  heavy  hand  to  slay ; 

"  Despite  my  skill  and  *  swashing  blow,' 
They  seem  to  sprout  where'er  I  go; 

I  killed  a  host  but  yesterday  I  " 

Slash  on,  0  Hercules  I    You  may : 
Your  task 's  at  best  a  Hydra-fray ; 
And,  though  you  cut,  not  less  will  grow 
More  Poets  yet ! 

Too  arrogant  I    For  who  shall  stay 
The  first  blind  motions  of  the'May  ? 

Who  shall  outblot  the  morning  glow» 

Or  stem  the  full  heart's  overflow  ? 
Who  ?    There  will  rise,  till  Time  decay, 
More  Poets  yet  I 
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Anqxl  Visitants. 

OvcB  at  the  Angelas  (ere  I  was  dead). 

Angels  all  glorious  oame  to  my  bed : 

Aiigels  in  blue  and  white,  crowned  on  the  head. 

One  was  the  friend  I  left  stark  in  the  snow ; 
One  was  the  wife  that  died  long,  long  ago ; 
One  was  the  lore  I  lost  —  how  could  she  know? 

One  bad  my  mother's  eyes,  wistful  and  mild; 
One  had  my  father's  face ;  one  was  a  child : 
All  of  them  bent  to  me ;  bent  down  and  smiled. 

GivB  us  BUT  Tkstbbdat. 

Prdtcss  I  and  you  most  valorouSi 

Nobles  and  Barons  of  all  degrees  I 
Hearken  awhile  to  the  prayer  of  U8| 

Prodigals  driven  by  the  DestiniesI 

Nothing  we  ask  or  of  gold  or  fees ; 
Harry  us  not  with  the  hounds,  we  pray; 

Lo  — for  the  surcoat's  hem  we  seise; 
^Gire  us  —  ah  I  give  us  —  but  Yesterday  I " 

Dames  most  delicate,  amorous  I 

Damosels  blithe  as  the  belted  bees  i 
Beggars  are  we  that  pray  you  thus ; 

Beggars  outworn  of  miseries ! 

Nothing  we  ask  of  the  things  that  pi 
Weary  are  we,  and  old,  and  gray; 

Lo  —  for  we  clutch,  and  we  clasp  your 
'^Give  us  —  ah  I  give  us  but  Yesterdlay  I " 

Damosels,  Dames,  be  piteous  I 

(But  tlie  Dames  rode  fast  by  the  roadway  trees.) 
Hear  us,  O  Knights  magnanimous  ! 

(Rut  the  Knights  pricked  on  in  their  panoplies.) 

Nothing  they  gat  of  hope  or  ease, 
Bnt  only  to  boat  on  the  breast  and  say : 

*'  Life  we  drank  to  the  dregs  and  lees ; 
Give  us  —  ah!  give  us  —  but  Yesterday  1  • 

Youth,  take  ))ee<!  to  the  prayer  of  these  I 

Many  thon*  Im»  hy  tlie  dusty  way, 
Many  that  cry  to  thi*  rrx»ks  and  seas, 

"  Give  us  —  ah  t  give  us  bat  Yestsrdsjl 
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A  SOKG  OF  THE  FOUB  SEASONS. 

When  Spring  comes  laughing,  by  vale  and  hilL 
By  wind-flower  walking,  and  daffodil. 
Sing  stars  of  morning,  sing  morning  skies. 
Sing  of  blue  speedwell,  and  my  Love's  eyes* 

When  comes  the  Summer,  full-leaved  and  strong, 
And  gay  birds  gossip,  the  orchard  long, 
Sing  hid,  sweet  honey,  that  no  bee  sips ; 
Sing  red,  red  roses,  and  my  Love's  lips. 

When  Autumn  scatters  the  leaves  again, 
And  piled  sheaves  bury  the  broad-wheeled  wain. 
Sing  flutes  of  harvests,  where  men  rejoice ; 
Sing  rounds  of  reapers,  and  my  Love's  voice. 

But  when  comes  Winter,  with  hail  and  storm. 
And  red  Are  roaring,  and  ingle  warm, 
Sing  first  sad  going  of  friends  that  part ; 
Then  sing  glad  meeting,  and  my  Love's  heart. 


On  a  Nankin  Plate. 

VILLANELLE. 

**  Ah  me,  but  it  might  have  been  I 
Was  there  ever  so  dismal  a  fate  ?  " 
Quoth  the  little  blue  mandarin. 

'*  Such  a  maid  as  was  never  seen : 

She  passed,  the*  I  cried  to  her,  '  Wait,*  — 

Ah  me,  but  it  might  have  been  I 

"  I  cried,  '  0  my  Flower,  my  Queen, 
Be  mine  ! '  —  'T  was  precipitate,** 
Quoth  the  little  blue  mandarin. 

"  But  then  .  .  .  she  was  just  sixteen,  — 
Long-eyed,  as  a  lily  straight,  — 
Ah  me,  but  it  might  have  been ! 

"  As  it  was,  from  her  palankeen 

She  laughed  —  *  You  *re  a  week  too  late  1*  * 

Quoth  the  little  blue  mandarin. 
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'•  That  is  why,  io  a  mist  of  spleen 
f  mourn  on  this  Nankin  Plate. 
Ah  me,  but  it  might  hare  been  t  ^ 
Quoth  the  little  blue  mandarin. 


Bkfors  Sedan. 

•  Th€  dead  hamd  datptd  a  ieiter,^ 

Special  CouutPOVDBVOi. 

Here,  in  this  leafy  place, 

Quiet  he  lies. 
Cold,  with  his  sightless  taob 

Turned  to  the  skies ; 
T  is  but  another  dead; 
All  you  can  say  is  said* 

Carry  his  boil y  hence,  — 

Kings  must  have  slaTes ; 
Kings  climb  to  eminence 

Over  men's  graves : 
So  this  man's  eye  is  dim  ;  — 
Throw  the  earth  over  him. 

What  was  the  white  you  touched. 

There,  at  his  side  ? 
Paper  his  hand  had  clutched 

Tight  ere  he  died ;  — 
Message  or  wish,  may  be;  — 
Smooth  the  folds  out  and  see. 

Hardly  the  worst  of  us 

Here  could  have  smiled  I  — 
Only  the  tremulous 

Wonis  of  a  child ;  — 
Prattle,  that  has  for  stops 
Just  a  few  niddy  drops. 

Look.    She  is  sad  to  miss. 

Morning  and  night, 
His  —  her  dead  father^s  -*  kits  | 

Tries  to  be  bright, 
Good  to  mamma,  and  sweet 
Tha*  is  alL    «  Margoerile^* 
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Ah)  if  beside  the  dead 
Slumbeied  the  paint 

Ah,  if  the  hearts  that  bled 
Slept  with  the  slain  I 

If  the  grief  died,  —  but  no; 

Death  will  not  have  it  so. 


A  Gentleman  of  the  Old  School. 

Hx  lived  in  that  past  Greorgian  day. 
When  men  were  less  inclined  to  say 
That  "  Time  is  Grold,"  and  overlay 

With  toil  their  pleasure ; 
He  held  some  land,  and  dwelt  thereon,  — 
Where,  I  forget,  —  the  house  is  gone ; 
His  Christian  name,  I  think,  was  John,  — 

His  surname.  Leisure. 

Key nolds  has  painted  him,  —  a  face 
Filled  with  a  fine,  old-fashioned  grace. 
Fresh-colored,  frank,  with  ne*er  a  trace 

Of  trouble  shaded ; 
The  eyes  are  blue,  the  hair  is  drest 
In  plainest  way, — one  hand  is  prest 
Deep  in  a  flapped  canary  vest, 

With  buds  brocaded. 

He  wears  a  brown  old  Brunswick  coat. 
With  silver  buttons,  —  round  his  throat, 
A  soft  cravat ;  —  in  all  you  note 

An  elder  fashion,  — 
A  strangeness,  which  to  us  who  shine 
In  shapely  hats,  — whose  coats  combine 
All  harmonies  of  hue  and  line, 

Inspires  compassion. 

He  lived  so  long  ago,  you  see ; 
Men  were  untravelled  then,  but  we, 
Like  Ariel,  post  o'er  land  and  sea 

With  careless  parting ; 
He  found  it  quite  enough  for  him 
To  smoke  his  pipe  in  "  garden  trim,*' 
And  watch,  about  the  fish  tank's  brim, 

The  swallows  darting. 
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He  liked  the  well-wheel's  creaking  tongoa, — 
He  liked  tlie  thniBh  that  stopped  and  sang;  — 
He  liked  the  drone  of  tiies  among 

His  netted  peaches ; 
He  liked  to  watch  the  sunlight  fall 
Athwart  his  ivied  orchard  wall ; 
Or  pause  to  catch  the  cuckoo's  call 

Beyond  the  beeches. 


were  the  times  of  Paint  and  Patch, 
And  jet  no  Banelagh  could  match 
The  sober  doves  that  round  his  thatch 

Spread  tails  and  sidled ; 
He  liked  their  rufBing,  puflfed  content,  — 
For  him  their  drowsy  wheelings  meant 
More  than  a  Mall  of  Beaux  that  ben^ 

Or  Belles  that  bridled. 

Not  that,  in  truth,  when  life  began 
He  shunned  the  flutter  of  the  fan ; 
He  too  had  maybe  "  pinked  his  man  "* 

In  Beauty's  quarrel ; 
But  now  hb  **  fervent  youth  "  had  flown 
Where  lost  things  go ;  and  he  was  grown 
As  staid  and  slow-paced  as  his  own 

Old  hunter,  SorreL 

Tet  still  he  loved  the  chase,  and  held 
That  no  composer's  score  excelled 
The  merry  horn,  when  8weetlip  swelled 

Its  jovial  riot ; 
But  most  his  measured  words  of  praise 
Caressed  the  angler's  easy  ways,  <— 
His  idly  meditative  days,  — 

His  rustic  diet 

Not  that  his  "  meditating  "  roae 
Beyond  a  sunny  summer  doze; 
He  never  troubleMl  his  ropose 

With  fruitless  prying ; 
as  law  for  high  and  low, 
-^thholds  no  man  can  know, 
nniry  so. 
Ting. 


3704  .   HENRI  ADbllN  DOBSON. 

We  read  —  alas,  how  much  we  read  I  -— 
The  jumbled  strifes  of  creed  and  creed 
With  endless  controversies  feed 

Our  groaning  tables ; 
His  books  — and  they  sufficed  bim  —  were 
Cotton's  "  Montaigne,"  "  The  Grave  "  of  Blair, 
A  "  Walton  "  —  much  the  worse  for  wear. 

And  **  iEsop's  Fables/* 

One  more,  —  "  The  Bible."    Not  that  he 
Had  searched  its  page  as  deep  as  we ; 
No  sophistries  could  make  him  see 

Its  slender  credit ; 
It  may  be  that  he  could  not  count 
The  sires  and  sons  to  Jesse's  fount,  — 
He  liked  the  "  Sermon  on  the  Mount,^ 

And  more,  he  read  it. 

Once  he  had  loved,  but  failed  to  wed, 
A  red-cheeked  lass  who  long  was  dead ; 
His  ways  were  far  too  slow,  he  said, 

To  quite  forget  her ; 
And  still  when  time  had  turned  him  gray, 
The  earliest  hawthorn  buds  in  May 
Would  find  his  lingering  feet  astray. 

Where  first  he  met  her. 

^In  Ccelo  Quies^^  heads  the  stone 

On  Leisure's  grave,  —  now  little  known, 

A  tangle  of  wild-rose  has  grown 

So  thick  across  it ; 
The  "Benefactions"  still  declare 
He  left  the  clerk  an  elbow-chair, 
And  "  12  Pence  Yearly  to  Prepare 

A  Christmas  Posset*' 

Lie  softly,  Leisure  !    Doubtless  you. 

With  too  serene  a  conscience  drew 

Your  easy  breath,  and  slumbered  through 

The  gravest  issue ; 
But  we,  to  whom  our  age  allows 
Scarce  space  to  wipe  our  weary  brows, 
Look  down  upon  your  narrow  house, 

Old  friend,  and  miss  yoa  I 


HENUY   AUSTIN  DOBSON.  t7ai 


A  Gentlewoman  of  the  Old  Schoou 

She  lired  in  Georgian  arm  too. 
Most  women  then,  if  bards  be  tmei 
Soocambed  to  Route  and  Cards,  or  grew 

DeTout  and  acid. 
Bat  hers  was  neither  fate.    She  came 
Of  good  west-country  folk,  whose  fame 
Has  faded  now.     For  us  her  name 

Is  **  Madam  Placid." 

Patience  or  Prudence,  —  what  yon  wil^ 
Some  prefix  faintly  fragrant  still 
As  those  old  musky  scents  that  fill 

Our  grandams'  pillows ; 
And  for  her  youthful  portrait  take 
Some  long-waist  rhild  of  Hudson's  make^ 
Stiffly  at  ease  beside  a  lake 

With  swans  and  willows. 

I  keep  her  later  semblance  placed 
Beside  my  desk,  —  't  is  lawned  and  laoed, 
In  shadowy  sanguine  stipple  traced 

By  Bartolozsi ; 
A  placid  face,  in  which  surprise 
Is  seldom  seen,  but  yet  there  lies 
Some  Testigc  of  the  laughing  eyes 

Of  arch  PiozzL 

For  her  e*en  Time  grew  debonair. 
He,  finding  cheeks  unclaimed  of  ears. 
With  late-delajed  faint  roses  there. 

And  lingering  dimples. 
Had  spared  to  touch  the  fair  old  face. 
And  only  kissed  with  Vauzhall  grace 
The  soft  white  hand  that  stroked  her  lao% 

Or  smoothed  her  wimples. 

So  left  her  beautiful.    Her  age 
Was  comely  as  her  youth  was  sage. 
And  yet  she  once  had  been  the  rage  |  — 

It  hath  been  hinted. 
Indeed,  affirmed  by  one  or  two, 
5k)me  spark  st  Bsf  h  (ss  sparks  will  do) 
Inscribed  a  song  to  **  LoTely  Pme,^ 

Whiek  Urban  printed. 
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I  know  she  thought ;  I  know  she  felt ; 
Perchance  could  sum^  I  doubt  she  spelt, 
She  knew  843  little  of  the  Celt 

As  of  the  Saxon ; 
I  know  she  played  and  sang,  for  yet 
We  keep  the  tumble-down  spinet 
To  which  she  quavered  ballads  set 

By  Ame  or  Jackson. 

Her  tastes  were  not  refined  as  ours. 
She  liked  plain  food  and  homely  flowers, 
Befused  to  paint,  kept  early  hours. 

Went  clad  demurely ; 
Her  art  was  sampler-work  design, 
Fireworks  for  her  were  "  vastly  fine/' 
Her  luxury  was  elder-wine,  — 

She  loved  that  "  purely.'^ 

She  was  renowned,  traditions  say, 

For  June  conserves,  for  curds  and  whey. 

For  finest  tea  (she  called  it  "tay  **), 

And  ratafia ; 
She  knew,  for  sprains,  what  bands  to  choose, 
Could  tell  the  sovereign  wash  to  use 
For  freckles,  and  was  learned  in  brews 

As  erst  Medea. 

Yet  studied  little.     She  would  read, 
On  Sundays,  "  Pearson  on  the  Creed,*' 
Though,  as  I  think,  she  could  not  heed 

His  text  profoundly ; 
Seeing  she  chose  for  her  retreat 
The  warm  west-looking  window-seat, 
Where,  if  you  chanced  to  raise  your  feel^ 

You  slumbered  soundly. 

This  'twixt  ourselves.    The  dear  old  dame* 
In  truth,  was  not  so  much  to  blame ; 
The  excellent  divine  I  name 

Is  scarcely  stirring; 
Her  plain-song  piety  preferred 
Pure  life  to  precept.     If  she  erred, 
She  knew  her  faults.     Her  softest  word 

Was  for  the  erring. 
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If  she  bad  lored,  or  if  the  kept 
Some  ancient  memory  green,  or  wepi 
Orer  the  shonlder-knot  that  slept 

Within  her  caff-boz, 
I  know  not.    Only  this  I  know. 
At  sixty-fire  she  *d  still  her  bean, 
A  lean  French  exile,  lame  and  slow. 

With  monstrous  sntt£F4xnL 

Toonger  than  she,  well*bom  and  bred. 
She  M  found  him  in  St.  Giles',  half  dead 
Of  teaching  French  for  nightly  bed 

And  daily  dinners ; 
Starring,  in  fact,  'twixt  want  and  pride  | 
And  so,  henceforth,  you  always  spied 
His  rusty  ^  pigeon-wings  "  bMide 

Her  Mechlin  pinners. 

He  worshipped  her,  you  may  suppose. 
She  gained  him  pupils,  gaTe  him  dothes^ 
Delighted  in  his  dry  bon-mots 

And  cackling  laughter; 
And  when,  at  last,  the  long  duet 
Of  conversation  and  picquet 
Ceased  with  her  death,  of  sheer  regiel 

He  died  soon  after. 

Dear  Madam  Placid  I  Others  knew 
Your  worth  as  well  as  he,  and  threw 
Their  flowers  upon  your  coffin  too, 

1  take  for  granted. 
Their  loves  are  lost ;  but  still  we  see 
Your  kind  and  gracious  memory 
Bloom  yearly  with  the  almond  tree 

The  Frenchman  planted. 
• 

The  Drama  of  the  Doctor's  Wvsmow. 

IX  TBSBB   ACTS,   WITH   A   rSOLOOUB. 

**  A  tedioui  hrie/feeme  of^foung  Pjfrawnu, 


And  ki»  iave  Tkishe  ;  rrty  tmpieal 

—  Mi[>st'MMBa*XiouT*s  Da 

Proloouk. 

«  Wbll,  I  must  wait ! "    The  Doctor^ 
Whf»rp  I  use<i  this  expression. 

Wore  tho  «f»vere  official  gloom 
Attached  to  that  profession ; 
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Rendered  severer  by  a  bald 
And  skinless  Gladiator, 

Whose  raw  robustness  first  appalled 
The  entering  spectator. 

Kg  one  would  call  **  The  Lancet '^  gay, 

Few  could  avoid  confessing 
That  Jones  **  On  Muscular  Decay  ^ 

Is,  as  a  rule,  depressing : 
So,  leaving  both,  to  change  the  scene^ 

I  turned  toward  the  shutter, 
And  peered  out  vacantly  between 

A  water-butt  and  gutter. 

Below,  the  Doctor's  garden  lay. 

If  thus  imagination 
May  dignify  a  square  of  clay 

Unused  to  vegetation, 
Filled  with  a  dismal-looking  swing  — 

That  brought  to  mind  a  gallows  — 
An  empty  kennel,  mouldering, 

And  two  dyspeptic  aloes. 

Ko  sparrow  chirped,  no  daisy  sprang^ 

About  the  place  deserted; 
Only  across  the  swing-board  hung 

A  battered  doll,  inverted, 
Which  sadly  seemed  to  disconcert 

The  vagrant  cat  that  scanned  it, 
Sniffed  doubtfully  around  the  skirt, 

But  failed  to  understand  it. 

A  dreary  spot  I    And  yet,  I  own. 

Half  hoping  that,  perchance,  it 
Might,  in  some  unknown  way,  atone 

For  Jones  and  for  "  The  Lancet,'' 
I  watched ;  and  by  especial  grace. 

Within  this  stage  contracted, 
Saw  presently  before  my  face 

A  classic  story  acted. 

Ah,  World  of  ours,  are  yon  so  gray 
And  weary^  World,  of  spinnings 

That  you  repeat  the  tales  to-day 
You  told  at  the  beginning  f 
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For  lo  I  the  same  old  myths  that  mads 

The  early  ^  stage  successes  '' 
Still ''  hold  the  boards,"  and  still  axe  played, 

**  With  new  effects  and  dresses.'* 

Small,  loDely,  ^  tnree-pair-baoks  ^  behold, 

To^y,  Aloestis  dying ; 
To^y,  in  farthest  Polar  cold, 

Ulysses'  bones  are  lying; 
Still  in  one's  morning  **  Times*  one  reads 

How  fell  an  Indian  Hector  ; 
Still  clubs  discoss  Achilles'  steeds, 

Briseis'  next  protector;  — 

Still  Menelaus  brings,  we  see. 

His  oft  remanded  case  on ; 
Still  somewhere  sad  Hypeipyle 

Bewails  a  faithless  Jason  ; 
And  here,  the  Doctor's  sill  beside. 

Do  I  not  now  discover 
A  Thisbe,  whom  the  walls  diride 

From  Pyramos,  her  lorer  f 

Act  thb  Fibst. 

Act  L  begaa.    Some  noise  bad  soared 

The  cat,  that  like  an  arrow 
Shot  up  the  wall  and  disappeared ; 

And  then  across  the  narrow, 
Un  weeded  path,  a  small  dark  things 

Hid  by  a  garden-bonnet, 
Passed  wearily  towards  the  swing. 

Paused,  turned,  and  climbed  upon  it 

A  child  of  fire,  with  eyes  that  were 

At  least  a  decade  older, 
A  mournful  mouth,  and  tangled  hair 

Flung  careless  round  her  shoulder. 
Dressed  in  a  stiff  ill-fitting  frock,  . 

Whose  black  uncomely  rigor 
Seemed  to  sardonicall?  mock 

The  plaintive,  slender  figure. 


What  was  it  t    Something  in  the 
That  told  the  girl  unmothered; 

Or  was  it  that  the  merciless 
Black  garb  of  mourning  smothered 
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Life  and  all  ligbtT — bat  rooking  ao^ 

In  the  dnll  garden-corner, 
The  lonely  swinger  seemed  to  gioir 

More  piteous  and  f orlomer. 

Then,  as  I  looked,  across  the  wall 

Of  ^  next-door's  "  garden,  that  is  — 
To  speak  correctly  —  through  its  tall 

Surmounting  fence  of  lattice, 
Peeped  a  boy's  face,  with  curling  hair, 

Bipe  lips  half  drawn  asunder. 
And  round,  bright  eyes,  that  wore  a  staxe 

Of  frankest  childish  wonder. 

Bounder  they  grew  by  slow  degrees^ 

Until  the  swinger,  swerving 
ICade,  all  at  once,  alive  to  these 

Intentest  orbs  observing 
Gaye  just  one  brie^  half-uttered  cry, 

And — as  with  gathered  kirtle. 
Nymphs  fly  from  Fto's  head  suddenly 

Thrust  through  the  budding  myrtle-* 

Fled  in  dismay.    A  moment's  space. 

The  eyes  looked  almost  tragic; 
Then,  when  they  caught  my  watching  face. 

Vanished  as  if  by  magic ; 
And,  like  some  sombre  thing  beguiled 

To  strange,  unwonted  laughter. 
The  gloomy  garden,  having  smiled^ 

Became  the  gloomier  after. 

Act  thb  Second. 

Tes :  they  were  gone,  the  stage  was  bare,  — 

Blank  as  before ;  and  therefore, 
Sinking  within  the  patient's  chair. 

Half  vexed,  I  knew  not  wherefore, 
I  dozed ;  till,  startled  by  some  call, 

A  glance  sufficed  to  show  me. 
The  boy  again  above  the  wall, 

The  girl  erect  below  me* 

The  boy,  it  seemed,  to  add  a  force 
To  words  found  unavailing, 

Had  pushed  a  striped  and  spotted  horse 
Half  through  the  blistered  paling. 
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Where  now  it  stack,  stifF-legged  And  ftraigbti 

While  he,  in  exultation^ 
Chattered  some  half-articulate 

Excited  explanation. 

Meanwhile,  the  girl,  with  upturned  hob, 

Stood  motionlesa,  and  listened ; 
The  ill-cut  frock  had  gained  a  grace, 

The  pale  hair  almost  glistened ; 
The  figure  looked  alert  and  brighti 

Buoyant  as  though  some  power 
Had  lifted  it,  as  rain  at  night 

Uplifts  a  drooping  flower. 

The  eyes  had  lost  their  listless  way, » 

The  old  life,  tired  and  faded, 
Had  slipped  down  with  the  doU  that  lay 

Before  her  feet,  degraded ; 
She  only,  yearning  upward,  found 

In  those  bright  eyes  abore  her 
The  ghost  of  some  enchanted  ground 

Where  even  Nurse  would  lore  her. 

Ah,  tyrant  Time !  you  hold  the  book. 

We,  sick  and  sad,  begin  it ; 
You  close  it  fast,  if  we  but  look 

Pleased  for  a  meagre  minute ; 
Tou  closed  it  now,  for,  out  of  sight. 

Some  warning  finger  beckoned ; 
Xxeunt  both  to  left  and  right;—- 

Thus  ended  Act  the  SeoondL 

Act  the  Thikd. 

Or  so  it  proved.     For  while  I  still 

Believed  them  gone  forever, 
Half  raised  above  the  window  sill, 

I  saw  the  lattice  quiver; 
And  lo,  once  more  appeared  the  head, 

Flushed,  while  the  round  mouth  pouted, 
*  Give  Tom  a  kiss/'  the  red  lipe  said. 

In  style  the  most  undoubted. 

Tho  girl  came  hark  without  a  thought, 

I>«'ar  Muse  of  May  fair,  pardon, 
If  more  restraint  had  not  been  taught 

In  this  neglected  garden; 
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For  these  your  code  was  all  too  stiff. 
So,  seeing  none  dissented. 

Their  unfeigned  faces  met  as  if 
Manners  were  not  invented. 

Then  on  the  scene,  — by  bappy  fate. 

When  lip  from  lip  had  parted, 
And,  therefore,  just  two  seconds  late,  • 

A  sharp-faced  nurse-maid  darted ; 
Swooped  on  the  boy,  as  swoops  a  kite 

Upon  a  rover  chicken, 
And  bore  him  sourly  off,  despite 

His  well  directed  kicking. 

The  girl  stood  silent,  with  a  look 

Too  subtle  to  unravel. 
Then,  with  a  sudden  gesture  took. 

The  torn  doll  from  the  gravel ; 
Hid  the  whole  face,  with  one  caress. 

Under  the  garden-bonnet. 
And,  passing  in,  I  saw  her  press 

Kiss  after  kiss  upon  it. 

Exeunt  omnes.     End  of  play. 

It  made  the  dull  room  brighter, 
The  Gladiator  almost  gay. 

And  e'en  «  The  Lancet "  lighter. 


An  Autumn  Idyll. 

**  Sweet  Tkemmes  !  runne  tq/ilyj  till  I  end  my  »ong,** 

—  Spkkskb. 
Lawbence.    Frank.    Jack. 

Lawbekcb. 

Hbkb,  where  the  beech-nuts  drop  among  the  grasses, 
Push  the  boat  in,  and  throw  the  rope  ashore. 

Jack,  hand  me  out  the  claret  and  the  glasses ; 
Here  let  ns  sit.    We  landed  here  before. 


Frank. 

Jack  *8  undecided.     Say,  formose  puer^ 
Bent  in  a  dream  above  the  "  water  wan,** 

Shall  we  row  higher,  for  the  reeds  are  fewer, 
There  by  the  pollards,  where  you  see  the  swan  f 
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Jack. 

HUt  I    That  'i  a  pike.     Look  —  nose  against  tha  fifw 

Oaont  as  a  wolf,  — the  sly  old  priTateer  I 
Enter  a  gudgeon.    Sna|>»  —  a  gulp,  a  shiTer  i — 

Bxit  the  gudgeon.    Let  us  anchor  here. 

Frahk  (in  ths  groMM). 

Jore,  what  a  day  I    Black  Cure  upon  the  crupper 

Kods  at  liis  iiost,  and  slumbers  in  the  sun ; 
Half  of  Theocritus,  with  a  touch  of  Tupper, 

Chums  in  my  head.    The  frensy  has  begun! 

Lawmencs. 

Sing  to  us  then.    Damoetas  in  a  choker. 
Much  out  of  tune,  will  edify  the  rooks. 

Sing  you  again.    So  musical  a  croaksr 
Surely  will  draw  the  fish  upon  the  hooka. 

Jack. 

Sing  while  you  may.    The  beard  of  manhood  still  Is 

Faint  on  your  cheeks,  but  1,  alas  I  am  old. 
Doubtless  you  yot  believe  in  Amaryllis ;  — 

Sing  me  of  Her,  whose  name  may  not  be  told. 

Frank. 

Listen,  O  Thames  I     His  budding  beard  is  ripoTp 
Say —  by  a  week.    Well,  Lawrence,  shall  we  siogf 

LAWaRNCB. 

Tes,  if  you  will.    But  ere  I  play  the  piper, 
Let  him  declare  the  prize  he  has  to  bring. 

Jxrx. 

Hear,  then,  my  Shephenls.     Lo,  to  him  aoooonfeed 

First  in  the  song,  a  Pipe  I  will  impart;  — 
This,  my  Ii«'lov^«1,  marvellously  mounted. 
Amber  and  foam,  —  a  miracle  of  art. 

Lawrknck. 

Lordly  tho  gift.     O  Muse  of  many  numbeiSi 
Grant  me  a  soft  alliterative  song  1 
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Fbaitk. 

Me  toO|  0  Muse  I    And  when  the  Umpire  slumbers 
Sting  him  with  gnats  a  summer  evening  long. 

Lawrskcx. 

Kot  in  a  cot,  begarlanded  of  spiders. 
Not  where  the  brook  traditionally  "purls,**  — 

No»  in  the  Kow»  supreme  among  the  riders. 
Seek  I  the  gem,  —  the  paragon  of  girls. 

Fbakk« 

Not  itt  the  waste  of  column  and  of  copings 
Not  iu  the  $ham  and  stucco  of  a  square  — 

No«  ou  a  June4awn«  to  the  water  sloping^ 
Stands  s^e  I  honor>  beautifully  fair. 


Dark-haired  is  mine,  with  splendid  tresses  plaited 
Baok  from  the  brows,  imperially  curled; 

C^lm  as  a  grand,  far-looking  Caryatid^ 
Holding  the  roof  that  covers  in  a  world* 

Fraxk. 

Dark-haired  is  mine,  with  breezy  ripples  swinging 
Loose  as  a  vine-branch  V>lowing  in  the  mom ; 

Eyes  like  the  morning,  mouth  for  ever  singing. 
Blithe  as  a  bird  new  risen  from  the  com. 

Lawbexcis. 

Best  is  the  song  with  music  interwoven: 
Mine  's  a  musician,  —  musical  at  heart,  — 

Throbs  to  the  gathered  grieving  of  Beethoven, 
Sways  to  the  light  coquetting  of  Mozart. 

Fraxk. 

Best?     You  should  hear  mine  trilling  out  a  ballad. 

Queen  at  a  pie-nic,  leader  of  the  glees. 
Not  too  divine  to  toss  you  up  a  salad, 

Great  in  Sir  Roger  danced  among  the  treea 

Lawrexce. 

Ah,  when  the  thick  night  flares  with  drooping  torches, 
Ah,  when  the  enish-room  empties  of  the  swarm. 

Pleasant  the  hand  that,  in  the  gusty  porches, 
Light  as  a  snow-flake,  settles  on  your  arm. 
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Fbakk. 

Better  the  twilight  and  the  cherry  chattinf ,  — 

Better  the  dim,  forgotUm  garden-seat, 
Where  one  may  lio,  and  watch  the  fingers  tatting. 

Lounging  with  Bran  or  Bevi«  at  her  feet» 

Lawkkmci. 

All  worship  mine.     Her  purity  dotli  hedge  her 

Round  with  5(o  delicate  divinity  that  men. 
Stained  to  the  soul  with  money-bag  and  ledger^ 

Bend  to  the  goddess,  manifest  again. 

Fbakk. 

None  worship  min«>.     But  some,  I  fancy,  love  her, 

Cynirs  to  boot     I  know  the  childn*n  run, 
Seeing  her  coine,  for  naught  that  I  discover, 

Save  that  she  brings  the  suuimt  r  and  the  son. 

Lawrbntk. 

Mine  is  a  Laily,  beautiful  and  queenly, 

Crowned  with  a  «wi'«»r,  continual  control. 
Grandly  forbearing,  lifting  life  serenely 

E'en  to  her  own  nobilitv  of  soul. 

Fraxk. 

Kine  is  a  Woman,  kindlv  bevond  measure, 

Fearlt»ss  in  praisini:,  faltering  in  blame; 
Simply  devoted  to  other  |)eople*s  pleasure, — 

Jack's  sister  Florence,  —  now  you  know  her  iiaflM* 

Lawrexcc. 

**  Jack's  sister  Florence  "  !     Never,  Francis,  nertr. 
Jack,  do  vou  hear  ?     Whv,  it  was  she  I  meant. 
She  like  the  country  !     Ah,  she 's  far  too  clever  — 

Fr%xk. 
There  you  are  wronij.     I  know  her  down  in  Kent 

Lawkkntr. 

You'll  get  a  sunstrok«\  stindin?  with  your  head  bare* 
Sorry  to  differ.     Jaik,  —  the  word *s  with  you. 

Frank. 
How  is  it,  Umpire  ?    Thou^ch  the  motto 's  threadbare^ 
**  Calum,  non  animum^  is,  I  take  it|  true. 
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Jack. 

*^  Sauvent  femme  varie/^  as  a  rule,  is  truer ; 

Flattered,  I'm  sure,  —  but  both  of  you  romance. 
Happy  to  further  suit  of  either  wooer, 

Merely  observing  —  you  have  n't  got  a  chance. 

Lawbsncs. 
Tes.    But  the  Pipe  — 

Frakk. 
The  Pipe  is  what  we  care  for,  - 

Jack. 

Well,  in  this  case,  I  scarcely  need  explain, 
Judgment  of  mine  were  indiscreet,  and  therefore, - 
Peace  to  you  both.    The  Pipe  I  shall  retain. 


The  Child-Musiciak. 

Hb  had  played  for  his  lordship's  levee, 
He  had  played  for  her  ladyship's  whim. 

Till  the  poor  little  head  was  heavy, 
And  the  poor  little  brain  would  swim. 

And  the  face  grew  peaked  and  eerie, 
And  the  large  eyes  strange  and  bright. 

And  they  said  —  too  late  —  "  He  is  weary  I 
He  shall  rest  for,  at  least,  to-night !  " 

But  at  dawn,  when  the  birds  were  waking. 
As  they  watched  in  the  silent  room, 

With  the  sound  of  a  strained  cord  breaking, 
A  something  snapped  in  the  gloom. 

'T  was  a  string  of  his  violoncello, 

And  they  heard  him  stir  in  the  bed :  — 

"Make  room  for  a  tired  little  fellow, 
Kind  Grod  !  —  "  was  the  last  that  he  said. 
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iisbed  in  1802-1805. 


ViNDIOATIOK  OP  Hl8  ReUGIOUB  OFDaOHS. 
(From  Lettsr  to  tlie  Rev.  Mr.  Boone,  1741.) 

Had  the  letter  which  I  received  from  you  so  many  montha 
ago  been  merely  an  address  of  conmion  friendship,  I  hope  no 
hnrry  of  business  would  have  led  me  to  delay  so  long  the  answer 
which  civility  and  gratitude  would  in  that  case  have  required ; 
or  had  it  been  to  request  any  service  in  my  power  to  yon,  sir,  or 
to  any  of  your  family  or  friends,  I  would  not  willingly  bare 
neglected  it  so  many  days  or  hours;  but  when  it  contained 
nothing  material,  except  an  unkind  insinuation  that  you  es- 
teemed me  a  dishonest  man,  who,  out  of  a  design  to  please  a 
party,  had  written  what  he  did  not  believe,  or,  as  you  thought 
fit  to  express  yourself,  had  '*  trimmed  it  a  little  with  the  gospel 
of  Christ,^  I  thon^lit  all  that  was  neco8s.iry  — after  having  fully 
satisfied  mv  own  conscionro  on  that  head,  which,  I  bless  Ood,  I 
very  easily  did  —  was  to  forjrivo  and  pray  for  the  mistaken 
faffotber  who  had  done  me  the  injury,  and  to  endeavor  to  forget 
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it,  bj  turning  my  thoughts  to  some  more  pleasant,  important, 
and  useful  subject.  .  •  .  But  I  have  been  certainly  informed 
that  you,  interpreting  my  silence  as  an  acknowledgment  of  the 
justice  of  your  charge  have  sent  copies  of  your  letter  to  several 
of  your  friends,  who  have  been  industrious  to  propagate  them 
far  and  near.  •  .  • 

Tiiough  it  was  unkind  readily  to  entertain  the  suspicions  you 
express,  I  do  not  so  much  complain  of  your  acquainting  me  with 
them ;  but  on  what  imaginable  humane  or  Christian  principle 
could  you  communicate  such  a  letter,  and  grant  copies  of  it  ? 
With  what  purpose  could  it  be  done,  but  with  a  design  of  aspers- 
ing my  character  ?  and  to  what  purpose  could  you  desire  my 
character  to  be  reproached  ?  Arc  you  sure,  sir,  that  I  am  not 
intending  the  honor  of  God,  and  the  good  of  souls,  by  my  various 
labors  of  one  kind  and  another  —  so  sure  of  it,  that  you  will 
venture  to  maintain  at  the  bar  of  Christ,  before  the  throne  of 
God,  that  I  was  a  person  whom  it  was  your  duty  to  endeavor  to 
discredit  ?  for,  considering  me  as  a  Christian,  a  minister,  and  a 
tutor,  it  could  not  be  merely  an  indifferent  action;  nay,  con- 
sidering me  as  a  man,  if  it  was  not  a  duty,  it  was  a  crime. 

I  will  do  you  the  justice,  sir,  to  suppose  you  have  really  an 
ill  opinion  of  me,  and  believe  I  mean  otherwise  than  I  write ;  but 
let  me  ask,  what  reason  have  you  f(ir  that  opinion  ?  Is  it  because 
you  cannot  think  me  a  downright  fool,  and  conclude  that  every 
one  who  is  not,  must  be  of  your  opinion,  and  is  a  knave  if  he 
does  not  declare  that  he  is  so  ?  or  is  it  from  anything  particular 
which  you  apprehend  you  know  of  my  sentiments  contrary  to 
what  my  writings  declare  ?  He  that  searches  my  heart,  is  wit- 
ness that  what  I  wrote  on  the  very  passage  you  except  against, 
I  wrote  as  what  appeared  to  me  most  agreeable  to  truth,  and 
most  subservient  to  the  purposes  of  His  glory  and  the  edification 
of  my  readers ;  and  I  see  no  reason  to  alter  it  in  a  second  edition, 
if  I  should  reprint  ray  Exposition,  though  I  had  infinitely  rather 
the  book  should  perish  than  advance  anything  contrary  to  the 
tenor  of  the  gospel,  and  subversive  to  the  souls  of  men.  I  guard 
against  apprehending  Christ  to  be  a  mere  creature,  or  another 
God,  inferior  to  the  Father,  or  co-ordinate  with  him.  And  you 
will  maintain  that  I  believe  him  to  be  so ;  from  whence,  sir,  does 
your  evidence  of  that  arise  ?  If  from  my  writings,  I  apprehend 
it  must  be  in  consequence  of  some  inference  you  draw  from  them, 
of  laying  any  just  foundation  for  which  I  am  not  at  present  aware ; 
nor  did  I  ever  intend,  I  am  sure,  to  say  or  intimate  anything  of 
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the  kind.  If  from  report,  I  must  caution  jon  afrainst  rashly  be- 
lieving such  reports.  I  have  heard  some  stories  of  mc«  echoed 
back  from  your  neighborhood,  which  God  knows  to  be  as  false 
as  if  I  had  been  reported  to  have  asserted  the  divine  authority  of 
the  Alcoran!  or  to  have  written  Ilobbes^s  ^Leviathan;*'  and  I 
can  account  for  them  in  no  other  way  than  by  supposing,  either 
that  coming  through  several  hands,  every  one  mistook  a  little,  or 
else  that  some  i>eople  have  such  vivid  dreams,  that  they  cannot 
distinguish  them  from  realities,  and  so  rei>ort  them  as  facts; 
though  how  to  account  for  their  profmgating  such  rei>orts  so  zeaU 
ously,  on  any  principles  of  Christianity  or  common  humanity* 
especially  Ciuisideriug  how  far  I  am  from  havintr  offenMi  them 
any  personal  injury,  would  ama/e  me,  if  1  did  nut  know  how  far 
partly  zeal  debases  the  understandings  of  those  who  in  other 
matters  are  wise  and  good.  All  I  shall  add  with  regard  to  such 
persons  is,  that  1  pray  God  this  evil  may  not  be  laid  to  their 
charge.  1  have  seriously  reflected  with  myself  whence  it  should 
come  that  such  suspicions  should  arise  of  my  being  in  what  is 
generally  called  the  Arian  scheme,  and  the  chief  causes  I  can 
discover  are  these  two:  my  not  seeing  the  arguments  which  some 
of  my  hrethron  have  seiMi  against  it  in  some  disputed  texts,  and 
my  tenderness  and  rcpird  to  those*  who,  1  have  reason  to  believe, 
do  es[K>usc  it,  and  whom  1  dare  not  in  conscience  raise  a  popular 
cry  against !  Nor  am  1  at  all  fond  of  urging  the  controversy, 
lest  it  should  divide  ehurrhes,  and  drive  some  who  are  wavering, 
as  indeed  I  mvself  once  was,  to  an  extn^mitv  to  which  I  should 
be  sorry  to  see  such  worthy  persons,  as  some  of  them  are,  reduced. 

Hark,  the  Gijid  Sound. 

UiEK,  the  glad  sound  I  the  Saviour  eometi 

The  Saviour  promised  long; 
Let  every  heart  pro|>are  a  throne. 

And  every  voice  a  song  !  .  •  . 

He  comes,  the  prisoners  to  release. 

In  Satan's  l)0!nlai»e  held ; 
The  gates  of  brass  before  him  bunt, 

The  iron  fetters  vield. 

lie  comes,  from  thickest  films  of  Tios 

To  cl«*ar  the  mental  ray, 
And  on  the  eyelids  of  the  blind 

To  pour  celestial  day. 
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He  oomesy  the  broken  heart  to  bind. 
The  bleeding  soul  to  cure. 

And  with  the  treasures  of  his  grace 
To  enrich  the  humble  poor.  •  •  • 

Our  glad  hosannas.  Prince  of  Peace, 
Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim. 

And  Heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  thy  beloved  name. 

Awake,  yb  Saints. 

AwAKB,  ye  saints,  and  raise  your  eyes, 
And  raise  your  voices  high ; 

Awake  and  praise  that  sovereign  love 
That  shows  salvation  nigh. 

On  all  the  wings  of  time  it  flies, 
Each  moment  brings  it  near ; 

Then  welcome  each  declining  day, 
Welcome  each  closing  year  1 

Kot  many  years  their  round  shall  run, 
Not  many  mornings  rise, 

Ere  all  its  glories  stand  revealed 
To  our  admiring  eyes  I 

Ye  wheels  of  nature,  speed  your  course  I 
Ye  mortal  powers,  decay  I 

Fast  as  ye  bring  the  night  of  death, 
Ye  bring  eternal  day  I 

Yb  Golden  Lamps. 

Ye  golden  lamps  of  heaven,  farewell, 
With  all  your  feebler  light ; 

Farewell,  thou  ever-changing  moon, 
Pale  empress  of  the  night. 

And  thou,  refulgent  orb  of  day. 
In  brighter  flames  arrayed  I 

My  soul,  that  springs  beyond  thy  sphere^ 
No  more  demands  thine  aid. 

Ye  stars  are  but  the  shining  dust 

Of  my  divine  abode, 
The  pavement  of  those  heavenly  courts 

Where  I  shall  reign  with  God. 
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The  Father  of  eternal  light 

Shall  there  his  beams  diaplajf 
Kor  shall  one  moment's  darkness  mis 

With  that  unvaried  day. 

No  more  the  drops  of  piercing  grief 

Shall  swell  into  mine  eyes; 
Kor  the  meridian  sun  decline 

Amid  those  brighter  skies. 

There  all  the  millions  of  his  saints 

Shall  in  one  song  unite. 
And  each  the  bliss  of  all  shall  new 

With  infinite  delight 
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The  Mysterious  Ruby. 

Inquisitiye  friends  and  even  strangers  have  often  besieged 
me  with  questions  regarding  a  ruby  ring  that  I  wear.  I  have 
always  evaded  a  direct  answer  as  to  its  origin,  because  I  have  a 
reputation  for  honesty  and  veracity  to  sustain,  and  the  circum- 
stances attending  its  transfer  into  my  possession  were  so  mys- 
terious and  extraordinary  that  credence  would  seem  to  be  almost 
impossible.  A  man  may  relate  an  event  and  believe  that  he  is 
telling  the  truth  regarding  it,  and  yet  he  may  be  the  victim  of  a 
delusion.  Men  under  the  influence  of  alcohol  or  opium  have 
dreams  that  afterwards  seem  to  them  realities.  But  I  have 
never  smoked  or  tasted  opium  in  any  form,  and  my  life-long 
stand  on  the  total  abstinence  question  ought,  at  least,  to  spare 
me  from  innuendoes  upon  my  sobriety.  As  for  insanity,  a  long 
line  of  ancestors  on  both  sides  have  been  distinguished  for  their 
sound  health,  bodily  and  mental,  and  their  priceless  heritage 
has  been  received  by  me,  who  have  every  hope  of  transmitting  it 
to  my  own  descendants.  I  have  never  lost  a  day  by  illness  since 
I  was  a  boy. 

I  must  confess,  however,  that  only  the  possession  of  the  gem 
enables  me  to  realize  that  I  was  not  the  dupe  of  some  tricksy 
dream.  But  there  is  the  ring  on  my  finger,  and  its  wonderful 
powers  have  never  as  yet  failed  to  respond  to  their  legitimate 
use.  You  can  imagine  with  what  solicitous  care  I  guard  the 
talisman ;  f or,  were  it  lost  or  stolen,  I  should  not  only  be  de- 
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privcd  of  my  dearest  treasure,  but,  in  all  probabflitj,  be  driTen 
into  some  meutal  disorder  by  the  removal  of  the  chief  prop  of 
mj  faith. 

I  have  decided  that  it  is  best,  whilo  the  rin^  still  bears  wit- 
ness to  my  story,  to  gratify  the  CMriosity  of  the  world  and  to 
relieve  mv  breast  of  a  heavy  scH^ret.  I^*t  mc  oiilv  add  that  1  am 
of  the  most  prosaic  and  matter -of  fact  natun*.  Ideality  exists 
m  me  only  in  my  passion  for  musir.  Not  that  I  am  a  musician; 
the  circle  of  that  Art  reflects  on  inv  mind  onlv  a  short  arc;  I 
can  neither  prodtict*  nor  repnKiuce  th(*  mehxlitA  and  harmonies 
which  so  thrill  and  entnmoo  my  spirit.  Hut  I  go  to  many  con« 
certs,  and  often  regret  that  I  cannot  be  in  two  or  three  places  at 
onci\  so  as  to  bear  all  that  is  iroing  on. 

A  year  ago,  on  an  extremely  cold  winters  evening,  I  went  to 
the  o|iera  alone.  I  was  provided  with  two  tickets,  but  at  the 
last  moment  my  wife  was  prevented  from  accompanying  me.  I 
dislike  to  go  without  her,  and  almost  decided  to  forego  the 
pleasure  of  hearing  a  new  light  0()era  billed  for  that  evening. 
She  urjed  me  to  use  the  ticket,  and  my  inborn  Yankee  hatred  of 
«rust«^  seconded  her  argimifut.  So,  putting  on  my  fur-lined 
overcoat,  I  sallied  forth.  The  audience  was  particularly  large 
and  brilliant,  an<i  as  I  sat  alone  next  the  unoccupied  scat,  the 
check  for  which  I  hehl,  I  filt  twinir«s  of  e«»nj»cience  for  mv  self- 
ishness  in  not  invitintr  some  one  of  the  **  standees**  that  packed 
the  back  of  th<*  theatre  to  share  my  comfort.  T  said  to  myself 
that  during  the  first  vnfr'tirt**  I  would  try  to  find  some  con 
genial  fwrson  and  i^ivc  him  the  s<»at.  Having  thus  decided^  I 
gave  myself  up  to  my  enjt)yment  of  the  music. 

Suddenly  I  iK'came  aware  that  the  vacant  place  was  oeen- 
pied.  I  had  not  notieetl  that  the  usher  brought  any  one  down 
the  aisli',  nor  was  then'  nny  disturbance  in  crowding  bj  tlie 
threr  or  four  list«.iurs  in  the  n>\v. 

I  was  so  amazed  at  the  audacity  of  the  stranger  that  for  a 
moment  I  lost  all  knowledge  of  the  action  on  the  stage;  then  I 
becamo  still  more  ama/tMl  at  tht*  a(»|H*arance  of  my  uninvited 
guest,  and  finally  eviMi  more  ama7«*d  tliat  no  one  near  us  seemed 
amazed.     I  was  the  only  fHTson  who  seemed  to  see  him  at  all. 

I  am  not  very  ol>servinir.  and  1  am  still  less  gifted  with  the 
power  of  describing  what  I  havt*  s«mmi.  My  wife  often  reproaches 
me  with  mv  inabilitv  to  tell  htr  what  such  and  such  ladies  hare 
worn  at  (mrties  where  sh«»  was  abs#*nt.  I  am  always  impressed 
with  anything  inharmonious,  but.  on  the  contrary,  if  the  geoenl 
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e£Fect  of  a  lady's  attire  is  artistic  I  do  not  afterwards  recall  the 
specific  colors  or  style  of  her  gown. 

The  stranger  who  so  distracted  my  attention  from  the  opera 
was  positively  the  ugliest  man  I  ever  saw.  He  was  perfectly 
bald  save  for  two  little  tufts  of  yellowish-gray  hair  growing  like 
boms  just  back  of  his  enormously  long  and  wrinkled  ears.  An 
iron-gray  ledge  of  shaggy  eyebrows  overhung  his  small,  keen, 
penetrating  greenish-gray  eyes.  His  mouth  was  large  but  not 
repulsive ;  the  nose  shapeless,  wide  and  squat ;  the  chin  massive 
and  square ;  the  cheeks  had  an  ashen  tint,  with  not  a  suspicion 
of  that  apple-rosiness  sometimes  seen  in  old  age.  I  instantly 
thought  of  the  Wandering  Jew ;  the  impression  of  immense  age 
made  itself  felt  palpably.  Not  a  century  but  a  millennium 
seemed  to  have  flung  its  immemorial  spell  over  him.  So  might 
Methuselah  have  appeared  to  his  youngest  generations  of  de- 
scendants just  before  he  was  about  to  vanish  from  earth.  But 
this  aged  person  was  not  Jewish.  The  Greek  attire  was  that  of 
Athens  during  her  prime,  but  he  wore  no  sandala  His  wrinkled 
feet  were  bare. 

I  have  purposely  left  to  the  last,  mention  of  the  one  feature 
that  more  than  all  else  filled  me  with  uncanny  wonder,  -*  on  the 
forefinger  of  his  right  hand  he  wore  a  ring  like  a  coiled  ser- 
pent, the  head  of  which  was  made  of  a  small  but  extremely 
brilliant  ruby,  —  a  glowing,  palpitating,  fiery  red  ruby. 

A  cold  shiver  ran  down  my  back.  Was  I  the  only  person  in 
that  crowded  auditorium  that  saw  this  apparition  ?  Was  I  los- 
ing my  mind  ?  I  was  alarmed  at  this  suggestion,  and  all  the 
more  by  the  evident  fact  that  my  nearest  neighbor,  a  lady  with 
whom  I  had  a  bowing  acquaintance,  seemed  to  be  struck  with 
the  oddity  of  my  behavior  and  looked  sharply  at  me  several 
times.  I  noticed  that  she  seemed  not  to  see  my  aged  seat-mate, 
but  rather  to  look  right  through  him. 

What  was  my  terror,  as  the  first  act  ended  and  the  curtain 
fell,  to  discover  that  the  apparition  had  vanished,  and  that  this 
friendly  lady  of  my  acquaintance,  after  remarking  upon  certain 
peculiarities  of  the  music,  asked  me  point  blank  why  I  kept 
waving  my  ruby  over  my  vacant  seat. 

"  It  must  be  a  very  brilliant  jewel,"  she  added,  "  for  it 
flashed  into  my  eyes  several  times." 

You  may  imagine  that  now  I  even  doubted  my  own  ears. 
Was  I  the  victim  of  some  terrible  hallucination  in  which  all  my 
seven  senses  were  conspiring  to  ruin  me  ?    I  pinched  myself,  I 
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took  account  of  my  faeulties.  Yes,  there  were  the  members  of 
the  orchestra  returning  to  their  places  from  the  door  under  the 
stage.  Casting  my  eyes  about  over  the  audience,  I  saw  and 
recognized  many  familiar  faces.  Harry  Barton,  dressed  fault- 
lessly as  usual,  was  talking  with  the  b^utiful  Miss  Dunbar.  I 
could  see  the  diamonds  flash  as  they  rose  and  fell  on  her  lovely 
breast.  There  were  the  usual  group  of  musical  critics  compar- 
ing notes,  —  in  a  menagerie  such  a  group  of  fierce  claw-and- 
tecth-gifted  animals  would  be  sarcastically  termed  ^the  happy 
family  ;^  the  wolf,  the  bear,  the  lion,  the  fox,  and  the  crocodibi 
were  represented.  No,  I  had  no  reason  to  be  alarmed  for  my 
sanitr. 

The  second  act  passed  without  repetition  of  the  mystery,  hot 
about  the  middle  of  the  last  act  I  saw  that  my  seat  was  once 
more  occupied.  This  time  the  aged  visitor  spoke  to  me  in  a 
loud  tone  of  voice.  I  forgot  the  duty  of  youth  toward  age,  and 
putting  up  my  finger  hastily  uttered  a  warning  t A-A-A-«A.  The 
prima  douna,  who  was  struggling  with  a  high  note,  heard  it,  and 
thought  that  I  was  hissing  her.  It  confused  her  so  that  she 
almost  broke  down.  I  was  utterly  overwhelmed  by  the  disap- 
proving glances  of  the  audience.  Some  applauded  to  encourage 
the  actress  ;  others  hissed  to  express  their  opinion  of  my  rude- 
ness. It  was  evident  that  not  even  my  nearest  neighbor  had 
heard  a  word  s[»oken.  When  I  thought  it  over,  I  myself  could 
not  remen)l)cr  that  the  stranger,  though  his  voice  sounded  so 
loud  and  distinct,  had  spoken  a  word;  or  at  least  I  could  not 
for  the  life  of  mo  tell  whether  he  spoke  in  English  or  in  soma 
foreign  tongue. 

The  ballet  came  upon  the  stage.  T  remembered  how  Emer- 
son and  Margaret  Fuller  found  even  religion  in  the  evolotions 
of  the  ballerina,  and  I  trust  that  I  used  my  opera-glass  with  the 
same  lofty  and  spiritual  intent.  Again  the  voice  of  my  strange 
visitor  came  to  the  ears  -  yes,  I  will  risk  the  absurdity  and  say 
what  I  mean  —  came  to  the  ears  of  my  brain,  and  I  knew  that 
he  said :  — 

^  I  also,  formerly,  O  friend,  was  accustomed  to  dance  naked 
in  my  garden  at  Athens.  No  true  education  can  be  acquired 
without  rhythm.     Music  —  harmonv  —  " 

^  Socrates?^  I  exclaimed  loud  enough  to  be  heard  across 
the  aisle,  hut  fortunately  for  me  a  crescendo  from  the  orebestra 
drowned  mv  voice,  and  mv  neiehhors  scarcely  noticed  it;  or,  if 
they  did,  attributed  it  to  the  fact  of  one  of  the  premidres  oatch* 
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ing  her  toe  uid  almost  precipitating  herself  through  a  trap.  A 
number  of  people  in  the  same  way  uttered  half  breathlaaa 
exclamations. 

But  the  figure  next  me  went  on  calmly  :  — 

^^Thou  needst  not  speak  with  thy  material  tongue.  I  am 
perfectly  able  to  converse  with  thee  through  ideas  only,  and  bo 
not  surprised  at  my  appearance  again.  It  is  permitted  to  me 
twice  more  to  enjoy  thy  company,  and  my  sole  desire  is  to  confer 
some  benefit  upon  thee.  ...  I  will  answer  thy  question.  .  .  . 
No,  I  am  not  Socrates.  Such  a  person  as  Socrates  once  existed 
in  Athens,  and  he,  like  me,  was  not  gifted  with  that  physical 
beauty  which  the  Greeks  so  much  worshipped.  But  the  mod- 
em concept  of  Socrates  is  mainly  derived  from  the  fictions  of 
Plato  and  Xenophon.  I  confess  that  I  contributed  no  little  to 
suggest  to  those  immortal  writers  their  picture  of  the  man  who 
perished  by  drinking  hemlock  four  hundred  years  before  Christ. 
He  had  his  daimon  or  familiar  spirit  of  Wisdom  to  guide  him. 
I,  as  you  see,  am  gifted  with  the  Ruby  of  Discrimination,  which 
was  found  under  the  dark  prophecy  tree  when  the  land  of  Teridu 
was  ravaged,  and  the  famous  tree  was  torn  up  by  the  roots. 
Thence,  when  set  in  this  ring,  it  came  to  Sakuntal&.  It  hath 
ever  been  my  blessing.     But  more  anon." 

I  was  looking  at  him  with  open-mouthed  wonder  when  he 
grew  dimmer  and  dimmer  and  vanished  away.  Only  the  glow 
of  the  ruby  for  an  instant  lingered,  as  the  red  lingers  in  the  loop 
of  an  incandescent  light  after  the  current  is  turned  off.  Then 
that  vanished  also.  I  could  not  have  been  mistaken  about  the 
matter,  because  after  the  opera  was  over  at  least  a  dozen  persons 
asked  me  regarding  that  brilliant  ring  which  I  had  been  flourish- 
ing about  during  the  opera.  I  avoided  all  reply  by  turning  the 
conversation  to  the  opera  itself,  though  I  must  confess  that  mv 
ideas  of  the  work  as  a  whole  were  exceedingly  confused.  Bu» 
my  disgust  may  be  imagined  when  I  read  in  the  society  columns 
of  a  gossipy  Sunday  newspaper  an  item  animadverting  on  my 
display  of  a  new  ruby  ring  at  the  opera,  and  my  evident  desire 
that  the  audience  should  mark  its  brilliancy.  My  wife  saw  it 
first  in  the  paper :  the  reference  was  obvious,  and  I  had  some 
difficulty  in  making  her  believe  my  absolute  denial  of  the  charge, 
especially  when  the  very  next  day  Mrs.  St.  John  Jones  (who  had 
been  my  immediate  neighbor  at  the  theatre),  meeting  my  wife  at 
an  afternoon  tea,  remarked  on  the  beautiful  ruby  which  she  hac 
:Ttn  me  wear. 
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Several  weeks  passed,  and  there  was  no  sig^  or  symptom 
of  mj  prehistoric  visitant  The  circumstances  began  to  grow 
Tisionary  in  my  recollection,  and  I  asked  myself  more  than  once 
if  I  had  not  dreamed  the  whole  story.  One  night  we  were  to 
have  company  to  dinner.  It  had  been  a  lovely  forenoon,  but  a 
sudden  and  very  violent  storm  of  snow  and  wind  came  on  about 
n'xm,  and  our  expected  guests  failed  to  ap|»ear.  The  table  was 
\U  set,  and  my  wife  and  I  sat  down  in  solitary  state  to  devour 
par  disappointment  and  our  extra  nice  roast. 

^Our  Mediterranean  oysteis  were  far  smaller  than  these/* 
said  a  very  distinct  voice  at  my  left.  Again  I  could  not  have 
told  the  next  instant  whether  the  words  were  English  or  German 
or  Oraek. 

But  I  was  intent  on  squeezing  a  half  lemon  on  the  fat  and 
hiscious  Blue  Points,  and  did  not  think  but  that  1  had  mia» 
nnderstood  some  remark  made  by  my  wife. 

^  Elxcuse  me,'*  said  I,  ^'  please  re|)cat  what  you  said.** 

**  I  did  not  say  anvtiiing  at  all,  but  1  should  like  to  feel  satis- 
fied about  that  ruby  ring,**  she  rejoined.  ^'  1  met  Ned  Parker  at 
market  this  morning  **  (my  wife,  angel  that  she  is,  does  all  tha 
mariteting  for  my  establishment),  ''and  he  remarked  having 
teen  it  flashing  that  night  at  the  opera.** 

Before  I  had  a  chance  to  protest,  I  discovered  that  the  arm- 
chair  at  one  side  of  the  table  was  occupied.  A  faint  odor  as  of 
very  delicately  spiritualized  attar  of  nmes  came  to  my  nostrils. 

^  Tes.  1  am  here/*  said  the  voice  that  was  not  a  voice  ;  and 
it,  yet  not  in  the  least  degree  interrupting  it,  I  heard  my 
saying :  — 

**Did  yon  bring  me  home  some  roses?  What  a  deliciona 
scent!" 

•*  I  am  here,**  said  the  voice,  **  and  in  a  moment  yon  will  be 
enabled  to  see  me  distinctly,  but  I  will  beg  you  not  to  betray  my 
pretence  to  your  wife.    It  will  require  peculiar  tact  on  your  part.** 

Now,  I  was  not  at  that  tinio  remarkably  gifted  with  that 
divine  quality,  and  I  trembled  for  the  consequences  in  case  my 
wife  should  nee  the  ruby  which  was  beginning  to  glow  in  the  air 
like  an  erening  star  at  sunset. 

**  How  strangely  you  act !  **  exclaimed  my  wife,  with  «*  Jiadc 
of  acerbity  in  her  voice.     *'  Are  you  going  crazy  ?** 

I  had  delil)erfltely  filled  a  plate  with  cream-of-ccMrj  ^ 
and  placed  it  in  front  of  our  invisible  guest. 

•  Thara  is  the  baby  crying,**  I  replied. 
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My  wife  looked  at  me  scornfully.  "  Bridget  is  perfectly 
capable  of  pacifying  the  baby,  but  perhaps  you  had  better  go.'* 

^^  No,  thank  you,  baby-tending  is  not  my  forte,  I  prefer  to 
leave  it  to  the  weaker  sex,"  I  replied  loftily. 

^^  I  think  you  are  perfectly  horrid,  and  I  will  not  eat  dinner 
with  such  a  man,"  exclaimed  my  wife,  rising  from  her  seat  and 
rushing  from  the  room  with  her  handkerchief  at  her  eyes.  I 
knew  that  she  was  crying  as  much  from  disappointment  at 
having  her  fine  dinner  wasted  as  at  my  rudeness,  and  I  felt 
immensely  relieved  to  be  free  of  her  presence  during  the  trying 
scene  with  my  mysterious  guest. 

He  was  now  perfectly  distinct  to  me;  but,  except  for  the 
ruby  that  adorned  his  index  finger,  I  should  not  have  recognized 
him  as  the  same  individual.  If  before  he  wore  a  Greek  peplon 
and  was  bald  and  barefooted,  he  now  had  an  abundance  of  curlv 
dark  hair,  and  wore  a  Roman  toga.  If  I  had  met  him  in  an 
Art  Museum,  I  should  instantly  have  recognized  him  as  a  statue 
of  Cato  endowed  with  life. 

He  immediately  answered  my  unspoken  question :  — 

^^  Just  as  you  appear  on  various  occasions  in  evening  dress 
or  cutaway  or  Prince  Albert,  so  we  may  manifest  ourselves  to 
mortal  vision  in  any  of  our  previous  incarnations.  I  make  use 
of  many,  but  chiefly  those  two  which  you  have  already  seen, 
and  on  especial  occasions  that  of  the  Sage  Bharata,  from  whom, 
by  Sakuntald,  I  once  (as  Bharata)  received  with  the  maternal 
blessing  the  famous  lost  ring  that  so  long  separated  Sakuntal& 
from  her  loving  lord,  Dushanta.  The  ruby  with  its  wondrous 
power  serves  as  the  connecting  link  in  my  identities.  It  is  one 
of  the  world-jewels,  historic  in  every  age.  It  has  a  talismanio 
influence.  Thus  worn  as  you  see  it,  I  am  warned  by  it  of 
danger.  When  I  am  pleased,  it  shares  my  pleasure  and  glows 
with  increased  energy.  As  I  told  you  before,  it  has  in  it  the 
virtue  of  the  '  dark  prophecy-tree  of  Teridu.'  If  consulted 
aright,  it  tells  the  future.  It  told  me  that  your  wife  would  leave 
the  room  long  enough  for  me  to  inform  you  that  I  am  con- 
nected with  your  happiness  and  prosperity.  Even  if  the  ruby 
should  pass  from  my  possession  into  yours,  I  should  be  content, 
for,  in  a  sense,  we  —  you  and  I  —  are  one.  But  here  comes 
your  wife." 

I  saw  that  he  was  vanishing. 

"I  implore  thee,  tell  me,"  I  cried,  "have  you  been  speak- 
ing in  Greek,  in  Latin,  or  in  Sanskrit  ?" 
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I  was  staring  so  fixedly  at  the  rabj,  growing  fainter  and 
\  that  I  did  not  hear  my  wife^s  footfall  on  the  inlaid 
flkwr.    I  was  wakened  rudely  by  my  wife  exclaiming :  «— 

''Oreek,  Latin,  or  Sanskrit?  What  do  yon  mean?  I  am 
beooming  afraid  of  you/*  she  continued  anxiously.  ^I  wish 
jour  brother  would  come  in.  But  why  did  you  eat  two  |datea 
ci  soup  when  we  are  going  to  have  such  a  nice  roast  ?** 

I  had  eaten  only  one  shallow  plateful  of  soup,  but  the  one 
which  I  had  put  in  front  of  my  friend  of  the  many  incamatioiis 
was  dry  as  though  a  cat  had  lapped  it  I  knew  it  oould  not 
hare  OTmporated.  Consequently  I  felt  that  this  cireumstanoe 
established  my  sanity.     1  felt  safe. 

My  gayety  returned.  I  quickly  conyinced  my  wife  that  I 
had  not  meant  to  offend  her,  and  the  dinner  passed  off  as 
happily  as  though  it  were  the  first  of  our  honeymoon. 

I  knew  now  that  I  should  once  more  see  my  immemorial 
kinsman,  and  I  was  constantly  alert  to  catch  the  first  ^eam 
of  that  marvellous  ruby.    The  time  came. 

I  am  not  superstitious.  My  wife  is.  One  night  as  we  were 
going  out  she  discovered  a  lonpr  and  curiously  elaborated  heavy 
silken  scarf  tied  into  a  wonderfully  intricate  knot  on  the  pillow 
of  my  bed :  it  illustrated  the  powers  of  the  fourth  dimension  in 
three  dimensional  space. 

**Why!**  she  exclaimed,  '*  What  is  the  meaning  of  tills  T 
Did  you  bring  it  to  me  ?** 

I  was  in  my  dressing-room,  and  seeing  that  I  had  a  fair 
ehance  of  retaliation  for  many  charges  of  craziness,  though,  as 
I  have  said,  I  am  one  of  the  mo8t  methodical  and  prosaic  of 
men,  I  replied  to  my  wife*s  exclamation  by  saying :  — 

^  Bring  what  ?  I  have  not  brou^t  you  anything !  Are  joo 
losing  your  senses  ?  " 

**  Come  here,  quick !  "  she  cried. 

I  went  into  her  room,  but  before  I  fairly  saw  what  she  was 
examining,  the  gas  suddenly  went  out. 

^  What  did  you  do  that  for  ?  **  she  asked,  with  tears  in  her 
voice. 

^  Do  what  for  ?**  said  I,  ^*  I  have  not  done  anything.  It  was 
only  the  ^s  went  out.** 

**  Well,  ploase  light  it  afrain.** 

I  struck  a  match  and  wont  to  the  bracket.  2%#  9U>p'^oek  had 
lf€n  turned :  the  ga$  had  heen  9hut  off.  But  we  were  the  only 
persons  in  the  room  !    I  instantly  lighted  the  gas,  but  the  silkeQ 

VOL.  TIL  — 18 


S780  NAIHAIV  HASKELL  DOLK. 

scarf  had  disappeared.    My  wife  fainted  dead  awaj,  and  we  had 
to  forego  a  concert  from  which  we  had  anticipated  great  pleasure. 

The  following  evening  I  heard  my  wife  scream,  and  rushed  to 
her  room.  The  scarf,  as  before,  lay  on  the  pillow,  woven  and 
twisted  into  the  strangest  knot  that  eye  of  man  ever  saw.  Once 
more  the  gas  went  out. 

^^  What  a  strange  flash  of  ruby  light  just  went  through  the 
room,"  said  my  wife,  in  trembling  tones.  ^  I  believe  we  are  both 
going  mad." 

I  now  saw  standing  by  the  gas-bracket  a  tall  figure  with  an 
Indian  turban  on  its  head  and  an  aspect  of  more  than  regal 
majesty.  And  the  ears  of  my  mind  distinctly  heard  tones  that 
conveyed  to  my  brain  this  impression  of  speech :  — 

^^  I  bring  the  sacred  sash  of  Sakuntal&  to  thy  wife  :  to-morrow 
the  ruby  will  be  thine." 

I  lighted  the  gas  as  if  nothing  had  happened,  and  took  the 
sash  from  the  bed,  saying  to  my  wife,  whose  nerves  were  some- 
what unstrung,  and  wlio  certainly  would  have  swooned  again  if 
the  sash  had  been  wanting :  — 

^*  This  is  a  present  for  you.  It  is  a  beautiful  specimen  of  East 
Indian  work,  and  very  ancient.  Those  characters  woven  into  it 
are  Sanskrit,  and  the  person  from  whom  I  got  it  says  it  means, 
*  The  belt  that  girdles  the  lily  waist  of  i5akuntal&,  pearl  of  India, 
best  and  loveliest  of  women.'  " 

Those  words  were  put  into  ray  mouth,  and  I  could  no  more  help 
saying  them  than  I  could  resist  the  loving  kiss  that  cut  them  short. 

The  next  day  the  ruby  came  into  my  possession,  but  under 
circumstances  so  bizarre  that  I  hesitate  to  relate  the  story. 

I  went  to  the  French  restaurant  to  get  my  usual  noon  lun- 
cheon. It  was  capital  but  very  simple,  and  unaccompanied  by 
wine  of  any  description.  In  this  statement  I  shall  be  borne  out 
by  two  acquaintances  who  tried  to  tempt  me  with  a  glass  of 
sparkling  moselle.  After  luncheon  I  walked  into  the  reading- 
room.  I  found  no  one  there.  A  large  plate-glass  mirror  oddly 
decorates  the  reverse  of  an  apparent  door,  giving,  of  course,  a  full- 
length  reflection  of  the  person  standing  in  front  of  it. 

I  am  not  vain,  but  as  I  was  alone  I  ventured  to  survey  myself 
in  this  glass.  I  remember  quoting  with  approbation  Scripture 
words  to  the  effect  that  a  man  who  regards  himself  in  a  mirror 
goes  away  and  quickly  forgetteth  what  manner  of  man  he  is. 

As  I  stood  there  quite  contented  with  the  general  fit  of  my 
winter  clothes,  and  the  serenity  of  my  face  smoothed  of  care  by 
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tbt  ooDBcioQsness  of  repletion,  I  became  aware  that  tn  th$  mdrror 
I  had  a  compauiou.  Just  beside  uiy  image  stood  a  figure  that 
bod  not  been  there  a  moment  before.  1  looked  around  I  was 
absolutely  alone.  I  stepped  up  close  to  the  ^lass  and  examined 
it  carefully :  my  retiection  advanced  to  meet  me.  Its  com- 
pttiion  tit  t/u:  mirror  stixxl  motionless  a  short  distance  back  of 
the  light-engendered  reflection.  Again  I  scrutinized  the  room. 
It  was  perfectly  silent,  perfectly  vacant  of  human  beings  beside 
mvself.  1  heard  the  rumble  of  the  streets  outside.  I  heard  the 
lire  crackling  in  the  grute.  1  was  not  deceived.  The  figure  in 
the  mirrored  room  o|>ened  its  mouth  to  speak,  and,  just  as  its 
mouth  seemed  immaterial  though  real,  so  the  voice  that  pro* 
ceeded  from  the  glass  to  my  bruin  was  a  siUnt  voice.  I  recog* 
nized  the  same  tones  that  I  had  heard  twice  U^fore  :  — 

^  I  have  come  to  bid   vou  farewell.     We  shall  never  meet 

m 

again  under  terrestrial  conditions.  I  am  you  and  you  are  I,  and 
we  have  always  been  and  always  shall  be  interdependent  Everj 
person  is  a  duality :  I  am  the  many-times  incarnated  personality 
of  your  oversoul.  It  has  existed  through  the  ages,  and  will 
exist  when  this  earth  shall  cease  to  be.  I  leave  with  you  the 
ruby  ring  which  has  been  found  and  lost,  not  once,  but  a  score 
of  times,  since  it  glittered  on  the  finger  of  Sakuntal&*s  king  and 
lord.  It  will  warn  you  of  danger;  it  will  grow  bright  in  the 
presence  of  friends,  and  turn  turbid  when  an  enemy  approaches. 
Consult  it  as  an  oracle,  and  it  will  tell  you  when  your  course 
is  right  or  wrong.     And  now,  farewell !  ** 

As  I  watched  the  glass  1  saw  what  seemed  to  be  a  procession 
of  strange  and  yet  strangely  familiar  ti^ures  and  faces.  One 
after  the  other  they  came  to  the  inner  edge  of  the  mirror,  gave 
me  an  inquiring  and  recognizing  look,  liowed,  spoke  mute  words 
of  farewell  in  what  may  have  been  a  dozen  different  languages. 
Yet  I  understood  them  nil.  Singularly  identical,  yet  dissimilar, 
were  the  individuals  com{Kming  the  train,  and  the  most  marvel* 
lous  thing  about  it  was  that  in  spite  of  its  length  it  took  no  more 
time  to  pass  than  it  takes  a  drowning  [lerson  to  review  all  the 
events  of  his  life,  or  for  one  in  a  dream  to  live  through  a  life- 
lime  of  agtmy  or  joy.  And  on  the  finger  of  each  sparkled  the 
jewel  that  I  knew  was  di^sionding  to  me. 

I  heard  a  ringing  sound  <>n  the  floor.  The  ring  came  through 
the  glass  without  bhattcrin^  or  even  scratching  it;  and  at  my 
feet  Uy  this  spK  ndid  jewel,  which  1  have  since  worn,  and  which 
I  shall  carry  with  me  to  the  grave.     After  that  the  mirror 
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guned  its  ordinary  appearance.  But  how  bitterly  I  regretted 
not  making  better  use  of  mj  opportunities  and  learning  more 
about  the  unseen  world !  Now  the  chance  is  gone  forever.  But 
I  have  the  ring.  What  effect  it  has  had  for  the  better  on  my 
character  I  will  not  say.  But  my  fortunes,  since  I  began  to 
wear  it,  have  distinctly  mended.  OfiSces  of  trust  have  come  to 
me,  and  I  have  filled  them,  so  I  am  told,  acceptably.  I  have 
related  the  story  with  no  garnitui*e  of  imagination,  simply  as 
it  happened.  It  seems  to  me  almost  incredible,  but,  kind  friends, 
and  you,  my  dear  wife,  regard  the  ring.  Is  it  not  indeed  curi- 
ously wrought  ?  Does  it  not  silently  by  its  undimmed  and  even 
enhanced  glow  confirm  my  veracity  ?  Do  you  acquit  me  of 
deception,  of  exaggeration  ?  —  I  thank  you  I 


How  Hans  Pickel  saw  the  Brooklyn  Biodgb. 

(a  true  8TORT.) 

Haks  Pickel  vas  mine  faf er's  name ;  Hans  Pickel,  id  vas  mine; 
He  kvit  der  fat'erland  mit  me  in  achtzen-forty-nine. 
I  vas  a  liddle  bubchen  denn,  and  now  I  'm  olt  und  gray, 
Und  schtill  don'  spik  die  English  veil,  I  'm  very  zad  to  zay. 
Die  poys  I  spielt  mit  almost  all  vas  liddle  Gherman  poys, 
Egcept  die  liddle  Gherman  girls  who  helpt  to  roaig  die  noise ; 
Und  von  of  dem  now  pears  mine  name  —  I  gall  her  mine  schweet 

Pickel, 
XJnd  such  a  shoak  id  maig  her  laugh  und  say  dat  I  'm  ridickeL 
I  vent  to  school  a  year  or  doO;  und  denn  I  learnt  mine  dxade ; 
I  vas  a  gleffer  blumber,  und  a  vortune  I  haf  made. 
Bud  all  dis  dime  of  doil  und  moil  I  schtuck  right  straight  to  pees- 

ness, 
Und  neffer  vonce  haf  took  a  day  but  Zundays  for  mine  ease-ness. 
Now  Elspet  (dat 's  mine  frau)  she  zay  I  'd  ought  to  haf  a  schange, 
Und  zo  to  go  avay  a  vile  I  manetch  to  arrange. 
I  pought  a  dicket  for  New  York,  and  had  a  lofly  ride, 
Und  zaw  die  level  landschaft  all  dat  schmiled  on  efery  zide ; 
Bud  Venn  I  reach  die  zitty  I  vas  marvel  at  her  zize  — 
I  neffer  zee  such  hurrying  growds,  such  schplendit  pilding^  rise. 
I  velt  dat  I  vas  almost  lost,  dough  I  veigh  zwei-hundret  pound  I 
Mine  poor  olt  ears  vas  deafened  by  die  Niagara  zound. 
'T  vas  most  of  all  dat  Prooklyn  Pritch  I  vantet  to  peholt, 
For  of  her  vondrous  maknitut  I  'd  many  dimes  peen  tolt. 
Und  zo  I  vent  down  Vulton  schtreet,  und  kvickly  bay  mine  vare, 
To  see  it  vrom  beneat'  at  first,  zoospended  in  die  air. 
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A  ferry-poat  yoost  loaded  vas  tree-fonr  feet  tioiii  der  tdUip-i- 

I  bad  to  liddle  dime  to  schpare,  I  gould  not  loee  dat  trip. 

Und  so  I  ran  mit  all  mine  strengt'  und  gif  a  mighty  achnmpl 

Yot  say  yoa?  Miss  it?  Aoh  1  not  zo I    I  landet  all  kaflomp. 

I  achtrack  a  pird*gage,  und  mine  veight  vas  too  much,  on  mine  TOids 

It  orosh  it  flatter  denn  mine  hat|  und  kilt  dat  liddle  pinL 

Und  denn  against  die  gabin-door  I  roUt  und  schmaaht  it  froogh^ 

I  neffer,  neffer  zaw  die  vay  doee  proken  klassas  flew  1 

Zwei  purly  teck-hants  krapt  me,  und,  t'inking  me  insane, 

Pegan  to  bound  me  mit  deir  lists  mit  all  deir  might  and  main. 

I  lose  mine  demper,  I  gonfcss,  und  knockt  dose  zwei  men  downi 

I  do  teolare  I  vas  in  troot  der  angr'est  man  in  town. 

Die  voman  of  der  pird-gage  she  game  und  zaid  I  *d  bay 

For  gilling  of  her  liddle  pird,  before  I  vent  avay. 

Der  gaptain  of  der  ferry-poat  he  game  und  schvore  profanep 

Und  dolt  me  I  must  go  to  schail  or  mend  dat  proken  pane. 

Die  teck-hants  sohrampled  to  deir  veet,  und  schoutet  to  egsplaia: 

I  moss  pe  trunk  pecause  I  run  und  gif  dat  fearful  leap» 

Und  lantet  on  der  pird-gage  in  such  a  glumsy  heap. 

Und  so  to  sohpare  more  droupple,  I  dakes  mine  roil  of  pills^ 

Und  hands  den  tollars  to  der  frau  whose  liddle  pird  I  gills, 

I  gifs  den  tollars  to  dose  men  whose  nose  I  make  to  pieed 

(Mine  frau,  she  dells  me  aftervonls  I  bay  more  as  vas  need) 

Uad  I  gifs  der  gaptain  twenty-von  to  mend  dat  proken  door^ 

Aeh !  t  vas  a  gostly  trip  I  had,  und  I  schpoilt  die  glose  I  vora. 

Und  denn  as  I  did  look  me  round,  die  beoples  all  did  krin : 

**  Vat  vas  die  hurry  ? ''  zo  dey  ask,  **  die  poat  vas  gomimg  in/^ 

But  denn  I  zaw  die  Prooklyn  Priteh,  for  ven  der  poat  vent  beekt 

I  schtoot  ufmn  der  ferry  eut  und  almost  straint  mine  neck 

Und  saw  dat  schplendit  arch  of  sohteel  dat  crosses  through  die  sohky, 

As  kraceful  as  der  regen-bow  und,  achi  zo  proad  und  high  I 

Ach  Ja !  es  freut  me  dat  I  vent ;  I  do  not  krudge  die  gosl^  «- 

I  might  haf  schpent  it  besser,  but  I  gan  not  gount  it  lost; 

For  I  learnt  a  lot  of  visdom  vrom  der  droupple  I  vas  bin<^ 

Since  denn  I  neffer  hurries  venn  die  poat  is  goming  in  I 

How  Hakb  Pickel's  Doo  had  Himbklp  Photoqbafsed. 

Vk  haf  a  gunnink  loedlc  tog  — 

So  Kchmall  ve  galls  him  Pollyvog, 

DtT  prijjhteat,  glefferest,  schmartest  velloVi 

Mit  vur  of  zoinedimes  pl.ick  unt  yellow, 

Utit  7.(MM*h  a  gomigal  tvistet  dail 

I>:it  7u  ontvist  vere  no  afail. 
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Uiit  leedle  goal-plack  tvingling  eyes 
Like  zwei  tvin  tog-schtars  in  der  sohkies. 
liein  Fran  on  dot  schmall  tog  schooet  dottto 
Unt  qvite-zu-much  schpare  dime  devotet 
In  maiging  vonny  golored  goats 
For  him  zu  year  in  vintry  vedder; 
Und  Ten  dey  goes  to  valluk  zugedder 
She 's  balluf  der  dime  in  zad  anxiety 
Dot  he  should  schoose  die  low  sozie^ 
Off  some  blebeian  mongrel  cur 
Inschtead  of  schtickink  dos't  py  her  :— 
She  iss  not  happy  tay  or  night 
Ven  Folly vog  iss  out  off  zight. 

She 's  drained  him  zo  dot  he  vould  schpring 

Eight  t'rough  a  leedle  vooden  ring, 

Und  yen  she  tolds  him  he  moos  zing 

He  '11  schtand  on  der  piauo-schair 

Ucd  baw  die  geys  unt  howl  an  air 

Not  wholly  Bach  or  Wagner  wholly, 

Bud  you  vould  zay  dot  id  vos  huUyl 

He  had  a  dutzend  dricks  so  vonny 

Dot  on  der  schtage  't  would  made  him  money. 

Von  tay  mein  Frau  she  maig  me  laff. 

"  I  vant,"  say  she,  "  die  photograph 

Of  dot  schmall  tog  pefore  he  ties.** 

"  Vot  an  idea !  "  I  kvick  replies ; 

"Vait  dill  he's  tead  und  haff  him  schtuft.* 

Mein  Frau  she  vould  not  pe  repuft. 

"  Subbose,"  says  she,  "  dot  some  von  schtole  him  1 

**  Ach  I  den,"  says  I,  "  meminisse  olim  ^  — 

(Mein  leedle  knowledge  of  die  Latin 

In  dis  gonnection  game  qvite  pat  in)  — 

"  A  din-dype  vill  do  schoost  as  petter 

Und  du  canst  zend  him  in  a  letter/' 

Dot  ferry  tay  mein  Frau  vent  town 

To  our  aid  photographer  Braun ; 

She  dold  him  vot  a  tog  vos  he 

As  zubschects  for  phodography. 

She  dried  to  maig  him  do  his  dricki 

But  he  vos  schtubborn  —  vould  do  nix. 

Unt  denn  she  bosed  him  in  a  schair 

Unt  dolt  him  he  muss  tchtay  right  dexe. 

But  Pollyvog  voi  up  to  raeeschief 

Ut^  vould  not  boee ;  I  tink  dot  hm  obiof 
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Indention  vcs  zu  blague  his  mistress 

Unt  gause  her  schust  a  le«Hlle  distress. 

Zix  dimes  she  bosed  dot  tog  und  more. 

Each  dimes  he  sohumpt  down  on  der  floor; 

Schust  as  der  man  had  iixt  die  focus 

Dot  tog  schtirred  up  ein  hocus-pocus. 

At  last  mein  Fniu  loose  all  her  patience 

(Unt  she  ffun  schold  on  such  oggasions ; 

Zu  oftendimes  dey  gomes  I  fear)  — 

**  Iht  hint  fin  nrhit-rhtes  kleinr*  'J'itrJ 

Karh  HauMtl  Grh  !    \Va4  th\ut  Du  hUftf^ 

She  8ohi)oke  in  Cherman  mit  zeferity, 

Und  home  dot  tog  view  mit  celerity; 

His  gorkschrew  dail  for  vonce  almost 

Ungurled ;  he  hun^  ^  s  head ;  he  loast 

Dot  saucy  look,  his  broaudest  poast ; 

Und  through  die  door  vent  like  a  ghosk 

All  tay  dot  tog  vould  nottings  eat ; 

He  actet  zif  he  hat  peen  peat; 

Und  ven  der  Morgen  game  he  ▼anishti 

Und  no  von  knew  how  he  had  manesht. 

Mein  boor  olt  Frau  vos  unconsolable ; 

Mein  schmal  |x>y'8  krief  vos  uncontrollable: 

Ve  mourned  dot  tog  as  he  vos  died, 

Ve  t'ought  he'd  c*mitte<l  suicide. 

Hut  as  die  Uhr  vos  schtrikiuk  tvelTe 

In  game  dot  Polly vog  himselve. 

A  happier  Hund  you  neffer  saw. 

His  dail  vagged  like  a  dynamo; 

He  gut  up  effery  gind  of  gaper; 

Unt  round  his  neck  ho  vore  a  paper  <— 

Ja  I  you  haff  guessed  it :  —  *t  vos  his  bild  — > 

A  dinnlype  ass  mein  Frau  had  Tilled, 

In  yoost  der  forry  attitut 

In  vich  she  bosed  him  :  —  It  tos  gut  I 

Der  photognipher  afdervord 

Dolt  vot  a  foonv  t*in;^  o::inirrei 

**  Dot  Morgen,"  said  he,  •*  venn  I  game 

To  (teesness  early  sohtood  dis  aame 

Schmall  tog  availing  for  me  dere, 

Unt  zoomed  to  vant  to  get  up  schtair. 

I  made  pelief  bay  no  addention :  — 

Ach  1  he  's  a  \.o;^  of  vise  invention : 

He  sohumpt  tin  on  d'^r  srhtool  unt  schtood 

Tooet  as  his  mistr^es  «lolt  he  schould, 
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Und  den  schampt  down  unt  parked  at  ma 
Unt  gampeld  rount  yoost  f ranticly ; 
Unt  Ten  at  last  I  fought  I  'd  dry  it, 
He  bosed  liimsellve  unt  schtood  so  kviet 
IX>t  in  zen  minute  he  yos  done : 
I  neffer  had  a  petter  vonP' 

Hein  Fran  vas  broud  enuf  pefore ; 
But  now  she 's  broud  six  dimes  as  more^ 
Unt  yen  she  effer  gets  a  schence 
She  dells  apout  dot  tog's  fine  sense, 
Unt  many  beobles  often  laught 
To  hear  how  he  yas  photographt. 


Sunset  Comfobt. 

GoLDBN  clouds  in  radiance  shining 
Guard  the  portals  of  the  West, 

Where  the  glorious  sun  declining 
Enters  to  enjoy  his  rest. 

Yet  those  clouds  are  damp  and  chilling 
As  they  drift  in  from  the  sea. 

And  the  spirit  is  unwilling 
To  be  wrapt  in  misery. 

From  the  clouds  then  comfort  borrow  t 
Let  them  giye  thee  peace  and  calm  1 

Memory  will  brighten  sorrow, 
Setting  suns  will  pour  their  balm. 
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ALFRED  DOMETT. 

DoMKTT,  Alfred,  an  English  poet;  bom  at  Camberwell  GhroTe, 
Surrey,  May  20, 1811 ;  died  Nov.  2,  1887.  He  entered  St.  John's 
College,  Cambridge,  in  1829,  but  left  without  a  degree.  He  trar- 
elled  in  America  for  a  couple  of  years,  returning  to  England  in 
1836,  and  subsequently  resided  in  Italy  and  Switzerland.  In  1841 
he  was  called  to  the  bar  at  Middle  Temple.  In  1842  he  went  to 
New  ZiCaland,  where  he  resided  until  1871.  He  is  understood  to  be 
the  hero  of  Robert  Browning's  poem  "Waring."  He  put  forth 
seyeral  volumes  of  poems;  the  earliest  appearing  in  1833;  then 
appeared  "Venice"  (1839).  After  his  return  from  New  Zealand 
he  published  "  Eanolf  and  Amohia"  (1872),  a  poem  descriptive  of 
the  scenery  of  New  Zealand  and  its  aboriginal  inhabitants.  In  1877 
he  made  a  collection  of  his  poems  under  the  title  of  "  Flotsam  and 
Jetsam,  Rhymes  Old  and  New."  His  "  Christmas  Hymn,"  the  most 
admired  of  all  his  poems,  appeared  originally  in  "Blackwood's 
Magazine"  in  1837. 

A  Chbistbcas  Hymn. 
I. 

It  was  the  calm  and  silent  night  t 

Seven  hundred  years  and  fifty-three 
Had  Rome  been  growing  up  to  might, 

And  now  was  Queen  of  land  and  sea. 
No  sound  was  heard  of  clashing  wars, 

Peace  brooded  o'er  the  hushed  domain ; 
Apollo,  Pallas,  Jove,  and  Mars, 

Held  undisturbed  their  ancient  reign 
In  the  solemn  midnight, 
Centuries  ago. 

IL 

T  was  in  the  calm  and  silent  night ! 

The  senator  of  haughty  Rome 
Impatient  urged  his  chariot's  flight. 

From  lordly  revel  rolling  home ; 
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TriampluJ  arches,  gleaming,  swell 

His  breast  with  thoughts  of  boundless 
What  recked  the  Boman  what  befell 
A  paltry  province  far  away. 
In  the  solemn  midnight. 
Centuries  ago  ? 


Within  that  prorince  far  away 

Went  plodding  home  a  weary  boor : 
A  streak  of  light  before  him  lay, 

Fallen  through  a  halfHshut  stable  door 
Across  his  path.     He  passed,  for  naught 

Told  what  was  going  on  within ; 
How  keen  the  stars,  his  only  thought  — 

The  air,  how  calm,  and  cold  and  thin. 
In  the  solemn  midnight, 
Centuries  ago ! 

IV. 

O  strange  indifference  I  — low  and  high 

Drows'd  over  common  joys  and  cares : 
The  earth  was  still  —  but  knew  not  why ; 

The  world  was  listening  —  unawares. 
How  calm  a  moment  may  precede 

One  that  shall  thrill  the  world  forever  I 
To  that  still  moment  none  would  heed; 

Man's  doom  was  link'd,  no  more  to  sever. 
In  the  solemn  midnight, 
Centuries  ago  1 

V. 

It  is  the  calm  and  silent  night ! 

A  thousand  bells  ring  out,  and  throw 
Their  joyous  peals  abroad,  and  smite 

The  darkness  —  charmed  and  holy  now! 
The  night  that  erst  no  name  had  worn — 

To  it  a  happy  name  is  given ; 
For  in  that  stable  lay,  new-born, 

The  peaceful  Prince  of  earth  and  heaTsn^ 
In  the  solemn  midnight, 
Centuries  a^o  I 


Sij» 


JOHN  DONNE. 

Doim,  JoRX,  an  eminent  English  olergrroan  and  poet;  bom  in 
London  in  1573;  died  there  in  1631.  He  studied  at  Oxford  and 
Cambridge,  being  designed  for  the  legal  profession,  but  in  hit  nin^ 
teenth  year  he  abandoned  law  for  theology.  In  1610  he  wrote  the 
•*  Pseudo-Martyr,"  which  procured  him  tht»  f;ivor  of  James  L,  who 
persuaded  him  to  take  holy  orders,  and  about  1614  maiie  him  oneot 
his  chaplains.  He  distinguished  himself  a.s  a  preacher,  and  wae 
later  made  Dean  of  St.  Paul's.  Donne  wrote  sermons,  devotional 
and  controversial  treatises,  poetical  satires,  elegies  and  epigrams. 
A.  complete  edition  of  his  works  was  issued  in  1S39,  under  the 
editorial  care  of  Dean  Alford.  A  collection  of  his  sermonSy  with  a 
memoir,  was  issued  in  1897  by  Augustus  Jessopp.  Donne  wae  the 
first  and  Cowper  the  second  of  the  school  which  Johnson  denomi* 
nated  **  metaphysical "  poets,  who  labored  after  conceits  and  nofel 
toma  of  thought. 

Thb  Soul'8  Flight  to  Hkavsv. 

Thtick  in  how  poor  a  prison  thou  didst  lie;  •  •  • 

But  think  that  death  hath  now  enfranchised  thee  I  •  •  • 

And  think  this  slow.poced  Soul,  which  late  did  eleav* 

To  a  body,  and  went  but  by  that  body's  leavOy 

Twenty,  perchance,  or  thirty  miles  a  day. 

Dispatches  in  a  minute  all  the  way 

'Twixt  heaven  and  earth !     She  stars  not  in  the  air. 

To  look  what  meteors  there  theniselTcs  prepare; 

She  carries  no  desire  to  know,  nor  sense. 

Whether  the  air*s  middle  region  be  intense 

For  the  element  of  6re,  she  doth  not  know 

Whether  she  passed  by  snob  a  plac«»  or  nn; 

She  baits  not  at  the  nuNin.  nor  <'ar»*s  to  try 

Whether  in  that  new  world  men  live  and  die; 

Venus  retartls  her  not  to  inquirt*  how  she 

Clan  —  being  one  star  —  Hesper  and  Vesper  be. 

He  that  charmed  Argus's  eyes,  sweet  Mereuxyy 

Woriu  not  oo  her  who  now  is  (rrowii  all  eye ; 
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WhOy  if  she  meet  the  body  of  the  Sun, 

Ck>e8  through,  not  staying  till  her  course  be  ron; ' 

Who  finds  in  Mars's  camp  no  corps  of  guard ; 

Kor  is  by  Joye,  nor  by  his  Father  barred ; 

Buty  ere  she  can  consider  how  she  went. 

At  once  is  at,  and  through,  the  firmament : 

And,  as  these  stars  were  but  so  many  beads 

Strung  on  one  string,  speed  undistinguished  leads 

Her  through  those  spheres,  as  through  those  beads  a  stringy 

Whose  quick  succession  makes  it  still  one  thing ; 

As  doth  the  pith  which,  lest  our  bodies  slack, 

Strings  fast  the  little  bones  of  neck  and  back. 

So  by  the  Soul  doth  Death  string  Heaven  and  Earth. 


Sonnet  to  Death. 

Death,  be  not  proud,  though  some  have  callkl  thee 

Mighty  and  dreadful ;  for  thou  art  not  so: 

For  those  whom  thou  think'st  thou  dost  overthrow 
Die  not — poor  Death ;  nor  yet  canst  thou  kill  me. 
From  Best  and  Sleep,  which  but  thy  picture  be, 

Much  pleasure,  then  from  thee  much  more  must  flow. 

And  soonest  our  best  men  with  thee  do  go. 
Rest  of  their  bones,  and  souPs  delivery  ! 

Thou  'rt  slave  to  Fate,  Chance,  Kings,  and  desperate  Men, 
And  dost  with  roison,  War,  and  Sickness  dwell ; 
And  poppy  or  cliarms  can  make  us  sleep  as  well, 

And  better,  than  thy  stroke  :  Why  swell'st  thou  then  t 
One  short  sleep  past,  we  wake  eternally. 
And  Death  shall  be  no  more :  Death,  thou  slialt  die  1 


Elegy  on  Mistress  Elizabeth  Dbubt. 

She  who  had  here  so  much  essential  joy, 

As  no  chance  could  distract,  much  less  destroy ; 

Who  with  God's  presence  was  acquainted  so 

(Hearing  and  speaking  to  him)  as  to  know 

His  face  in  any  natural  stone  or  tree 

Better  than  when  in  images  they  be ; 

Who  kept,  by  diligent  devotion 

God's  image  in  such  reparation 

Within  her  heart,  that  what  decay  was  grown 

Was  her  first  Parents'  fault,  and  not  her  own ; 
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Who  beiDg  solicited  to  any  act, 
Still  heard  God  pleading  his  safe  pre-contract; 
Who  by  a  faithful  confidence  was  here 
Betrothed  to  God,  and  now  is  married  there  ^ 
Whose  twilights  were  more  clear  than  our  midday; 
Who  dreamed  devoutlior  than  most  use  to  praj; 
Who,  being  here  filled  with  grace,  yet  strove  to  ba^ 
Both  where  more  grace  and  more  capacity 
At  once  is  given.    She  to  heaven  is  gone, 
Who  made  this  world  in  some  proportion 
A  heaven,  and  here  became  unto  us  all 
Joy  (as  our  joys  admit)  essential. 

A  Valediction  Forbiddino  Moubninq^ 

As  virtuous  men  pass  mildly  away. 

And  whisper  to  their  souls  to  go ; 
Whilst  some  of  their  sad  friends  do  say 

The  breath  goes  now  —  and  some  say,  Ko ; 

So  let  us  melt,  and  make  no  noise, 

No  tear-floods  nor  sigh-tempests  move ; 
T  were  profanation  of  our  joys 

To  tell  the  laity  our  love.     •    •     . 

Our  two  souls,  therefore  —  which  are  one—* 

Though  I  must  go,  endure  not  yet 
A  breach,  but  an  expansion, 

Like  gold  to  airy  thinness  beat. 

If  they  be  two,  they  are  two  so 

As  stiff  twin  compasses  are  two : 
Thy  soul,  the  fixed  foot,  makes  no  show 

To  move,  but  doth,  if  the  other  do. 

Such  wilt  thou  he  to  me,  who  must, 

Like  the  other  foot,  obliquely  run ; 
Thy  firmness  makes  my  circle  just. 

And  makes  me  end  where  I  begun. 

The  Will. 

BsroEB  I  sigh  my  last  gasp,  let  me  breathe, 
Qieat  Love,  acme  legacies :  Here  I  bequeath 
lOiie  ^yw  to  Afgtts,  if  miM  ajM  can  tee; 
I<  "^  ^ive  dMB  thee ; 
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My  tongue  to  Fame ;  to  Ambassadors  mine  ean; 

To  Women,  or  the  Sea,  my  tears ; 
Thou,  Love,  hast  taught  me  heretofore, 
By  making  me  serve  her  who  had  twenty  more. 
That  I  should  give  to  none  but  such  as  had  too  much  befora. 

My  constancyiJ  to  the  Planets  give : 
My  truth  to  them  who  at  Court  do  live ; 
Mine  ingenuity  and  openness 
To  Jesuits  I  to  Buffoons  my  pensiveness ; 
My  silence  to  any  who  abroad  have  been; 

My  money  to  a  Capuchin  ; 
Thou,  Love,  taught'st  me,  by  appointing  me 
To  love  there  where  no  love  received  can  be. 
Only  to  give  to  such  as  have  no  good  capacity. 

My  faith  I  give  to  Roman  Catholics ; 
All  my  good  works  unto  the  Schismatics 
Of  Amsterdam ;  my  best  civility 
And  courtship  to  an  University ; 
My  modesty  I  give  to  Soldiers  bare ; 
My  patience  let  Gamesters  share ; 
Thou,  Love,  taught'st  me    by  making  me 
Love  her  that  holds  my  .eve  d'sparity. 
Only  to  give  to  those  that  count  my  gifts  indignity. 

I  give  my  reputation  to  those 

Which  were  my  Friends  ;  mine  industry  to  Foes; 

To  Schoolmen  I  bequeath  my  doubtfulness. 

My  sickness  to  Physicians,  or  Excess ; 

To  Nature  all  that  I  in  rhyme  have  writ; 

And  to  my  Company  my  wit. 
Thou,  Love,  by  making  me  adore 
Her  who  begot  this  love  in  me  before, 
Taught'st  me  to  make  as  though  I  gave,  when  I  do  bat  restore. 

To  him  for  whom  the  Passing-bell  next  tolls 
I  give  my  physic-books ;  my  written  rolls 
Of  moral  councils  I  do  to  Bedlam  give ; 
My  brazen  medals  unto  them  which  live 
In  Want  of  Bread ;  to  them  which  pass  among 

All  Foreigners,  my  English  tongue. 
Thou,  Love,  by  making  me  love  one 
Who  thinks  her  friendship  a  fit  portion 
For  younger  lovers,  dost  my  gifts  thus 
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Therefore  I  *11  give  no  more,  but  I  '11  undo 
The  world  by  dying,  because  love  dies  too. 
Then  all  your  beauties  will  be  no  more  worth 
Than  gold  in  mines,  where  none  doth  draw  it  forth  s 
And  all  your  graces  no  more  use  shall  have 

Than  a  sun-dial  in  a  grave. 
Thou,  Love,  taught'st  me,  by  making  me 
Love  her  who  doth  neglect  both  me  and  thee. 
To  practise  this  one  way  to  annihilate  all  three. 

Thb  Undbbtakinq. 

I  HAVE  done  one  braver  thing 

Than  all  the  Worthies  did, 
And  yet  a  braver  thence  doth  spring, 

Which  is,  to  keep  that  hid. 

It  were  but  madness  now  t'  impart 

The  skill  of  specular  stone, 
When  he  which  can  have  learned  the  art 

To  cut  it,  can  find  none. 

So,  if  I  now  should  utter  thisi 

Others  (because  no  more 
Such  stuff  to  work  upon  there  it) 

Would  love  but  as  before: 

But  he  who  loveliness  within 

Hath  found,  all  outward  loathes ; 
For  he  who  color  loves,  and  skin, 

Loves  but  their  oldest  clothes. 

If,  as  I  have,  you  also  do 

Virtue  attired  in  woman  see. 
And  dare  love  that  and  say  so  too, 

And  forget  the  He  and  She ; 

And  if  this  love,  though  placed  so, 

From  profane  men  you  hide. 
Which  will  no  faith  on  this  bestow. 

Or,  if  they  do,  deride ; 

Then  you  have  done  a  braver  thing 

Than  all  the  Worthies  did, 
And  a  braver  thence  will  spring. 

Which  is,  to  keep  that  hid. 
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DosTOYXYSKT,  Feodob  Mikhailoyitch,  a  Russian  noyelist  and 
journalist,  was  born  at  Moscow,  Kovember  11, 1822;  died  at  St. 
Petersburg,  February  9,  1881.  His  first  novel,  entitled  "Poor 
Folk,''  issued  in  1846,  is  a  vivid  and  pathetic  description  of  the 
life  of  the  Russian  poor.  In  1849  he  was  arrested  and  condemned 
to  death;  but  on  the  very  scaffold  a  commutation  reached  him, 
and  he  was  sent  to  Siberia  for  six  years ;  arriving  home  four  years 
later.  He  then  recommenced,  penniless,  the  life  of  an  author  writ- 
ing for  bread.  The  '<  Downtrodden  and  Oppressed ''  appeared 
within  a  year  after  his  return.  '<  Evil  Hearts ''  was  published  in 
1867;  and  ^^ Crime  and  Punishment"  the  same  year.  His  later 
works  include,  "The  Idiot *'  (1869);  "Podrostok''  (1875);  "The 
Brothers  Karamazov"  (1875);  " Krotkaia "  (1875) ;  "The  Under- 
ground  Spirit "  (1875) ;  "  An  Author's  Journal,"  a  periodical  which 
Dostoyevsky  founded  in  1876,  and  of  which  he  was  editor  and 
publisher. 

The  Biblb  RsADma 

(From  **  Crime  and  Ponishment.'') 

Raskolnikoff  went  straight  to  the  water-side,  where  Souia 
was  living.  The  three-storied  house  was  an  old  building,  painted 
green.  The  young  man  had  some  difficulty  in  finding  the 
dvornik,  and  got  from  him  vague  information  about  the  quarters 
of  the  tailor  Kapernasumoff.  After  having  discovered  in  a  comer 
of  the  yard  the  foot  of  a  steep  and  gloomy  staircase,  he  ascended 
to  the  second  floor,  and  followed  the  gallery  facing  the  court- 
yard. Whilst  groping  in  the  dark,  and  asking  himself  how 
KapernasumofiTs  lodgings  could  be  reached,  a  door  opened  close 
to  him  ;  he  seized  it  mechanically. 

"  Who  is  there  ?  "  asked  a  timid  female  voice. 

^  It  is  I.  I  am  coming  to  see  you,"  replied  Raskolnikoff,  oa 
entering  a  small  anteroom.  There  on  a  wretched  table  ilood 
a  candle,  fixed  in  a  candlestick  of  twisted  metal. 
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"  Ib  that  j'ou  ?  Good  hearcna  ! "  feebly  replied  Sonia,  who 
M>L>iDt:d  not  tu  have  strengtb  enough  to  more  from  the  spot. 

"  Whrre  do  you  live?  Is  it  here?"  And  RaskolnikofF 
paased  (juickly  into  the  room,  trying  not  to  look  the  girl  in  the 
face. 

A  moment  afterwards  Sonia  rejoined  him  with  the  candle, 
and  remained  stock  still  before  him,  a  prey  to  an  indescribable 
«intati<m.  This  iiuex|iectcd  visit  had  upset  her  —  nay,  ercn 
frit;hteucd  her.  All  of  a  sudden  her  pale  face  colored  up,  and 
U'ars  came  into  her  eyes.  She  experienced  extreme  cunfusion, 
united  with  a  certain  gentle  feeling.  Raskoluikoff  turned  aside 
with  a  rapid  movement  and  oiit  down  on  a  chair,  close  to  the 
table.  In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  he  took  stock  of  everything 
in  the  room. 

Tliis  room  was  large,  with  a  very  low  ceiling,  and  waa  the 
only  one  let  out  by  the  KapernasumofTs;  in  the  wall,  on  the 
left-band  side,  wait  a  door  giving;  acoi-sa  to  theirs.  On  the  oppo 
site  side,  in  the  wall  on  the  right,  there  wait  another  door,  which 
was  alwavs  locked.  That  was  anotlier  lodging,  having  another 
number.  Soiiia's  room  was  more  like  an  outhouse,  of  irregular 
rectangular  shape,  which  gave  it  an  uncommon  character.  The 
wall,  with  its  three  windnwa  facing  the  canal,  cut  it  obliquely, 
forming  thux  an  extremely  acute  angle,  in  the  Inck  portion  of 
which  ntitliiu!;  oiuld  be  seen,  considering  the  feeble  light  of  tlie 
caudlf.  (Ill  thi-  ittht'r  hand,  the  other  angle  was  an  extremely 
obtuse  •■»■■.  This  large  room  enntaincd  scarcely  any  furniture. 
In  the  riuht-liaiid  corner  was  the  bed  ;  h<>twecn  thi>  bed  and  the 
dixir,  a  cliuir;  nn  the  same  side,  facing  the  door  of  the  next  set, 
Bloud  a  d<-al  table,  covered  with  a  blue  cloth  :  close  to  the  table 
werv  two  rush  chairs.  Against  the  opposite  wall,  near  the  acute 
angle,  was  plitot)  a  small  chest  of  drawers  of  unvarnished 
woud,  which  sei-med  mit  of  place  in  thin  vacant  B)>ot.  This  waa 
the  whole  of  the  furniture.  The  yellowish  and  worn  paper  had 
everywhere  assumed  a  darkish  color,  probably  the  effect  of  the 
damp  and  coal  smoke.  Everything  in  the  place  denoted  pov- 
erty. Even  the  bed  had  no  curtains.  Sonia  silently  considered 
the  visitor,  who  examined  ber  room  to  attentive!/  nnd  m 
onccremonioualf. 
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especiallj  repellent  to  him,  bat  skeptic  as  he  was,  he  could  not 
help  believing  it  a  possibility.  ^^  Is  it  possible  that  sach  is  really 
the  case  ?"  he  asked  himself.  ^^  Is  it  possible  that  this  creature, 
who  still  retains  a  pare  mind,  should  end  by  becoming  deliber- 
ately mire-like  ?  Has  she  not  already  become  familiar  with  it, 
and  if  up  to  the  present  she  has  been  able  to  bear  with  such  a 
life,  has  it  not  been  so  because  vice  has  already  lost  its  hideous- 
ness  in  her  eyes  ?  Impossible  again !  "  cried  he,  on  his  part,  in 
the  same  way  as  Sonia  had  cried  a  moment  ago.  ^^No,  that 
which  up  to  the  present  has  prevented  her  from  throwing  her- 
self into  the  canal  has  been  the  fear  of  sin  and  its  punishment 
May  she  not  be  mad  after  all  ?  Who  says  she  is  not  so  ?  Is  she 
in  full  possession  of  all  her  faculties  ?  Is  it  possible  to  speak  as 
she  does  ?  Do  people  of  sound  judgment  reason  as  she  reasons  ? 
Can  people  anticipate  future  destruction  with  such  tranquillity, 
turning  a  deaf  ear  to  warnings  and  forebodings?  Does  she 
expect  a  miracle  ?  It  must  be  so.  And  does  not  all  this  seem 
like  signs  of  mental  derangement  ?" 

To  this  idea  he  clung  obstinately.  Sonia  mad !  Such  a  pros- 
pect displeased  him  less  than  the  other  ones.  Once  more  he 
examined  the  girl  attentively.  "  And  you  —  you  often  pray  to 
God,  Sonia  ?  "  he  asked  her. 

No  answer.  Standing  by  her  side,  he  waited  for  a  reply. 
"What  could  I  be,  what  should  I  be  without  God  ?"  cried  she  in 
a  low-toned  but  energetic  voice,  and  whilst  casting  on  Baskolni- 
koff  a  rapid  glance  of  her  brilliant  eyes,  she  gripped  his  hand. 

"Come,  I  was  not  mistaken!"  he  muttered  to  himself. — 
"  And  what  does  God  do  for  you  ?  '*  asked  he,  anxious  to  clear 
his  doubts  yet  more. 

For  a  long  time  the  girl  remained  silent,  as  if  incapable  of 
reply.  Emotion  made  her  bosom  heave.  "  Stay,  do  not  ques- 
tion me!  You  have  no  such  right!"  exclaimed  she,  all  of  a 
sudden,  with  looks  of  anger. 

"  I  expected  as  much  ! "  was  the  man's  thought. 

"  God  does  everything  for  me ! "  murmured  the  girl  rapidly, 
and  her  eyes  sank. 

"At  last  I  have  the  explanation!"  he  finished  mentally, 
whilst  eagerly  looking  at  her. 

He  experienced  a  new,  strange,  almost  unhealthy  feeling  on 
watching  this  pale,  thin,  hard-featured  face,  these  blue  and  soft 
eyes  which  could  yet  dart  such  lights  and  give  utterance  to  such 
passion ;  in  a  word,  this  feeble  frame,  yet  trembling  with  indig- 
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nation  and  anger,  struck  him  as  weird,  —  naj,  almost  fuitattie. 
^Mad!  she  must  be  mad!''  he  muttered  once  more.  A  book 
was  lying  on  the  chest  of  drawers.  Raskoluikoff  had  noticed  it 
more  than  once  whilst  moving  about  the  room.  He  took  it  and 
examined  it.  It  was  a  Russian  translation  of  the  Ooepels,  a 
well-thumbed  leather-bound  book. 

^  Where  does  that  come  from  ? "  asked  he  of  Sonia,  from  the 
other  end  of  the  room. 

The  girl  still  held  the  same  {>osition,  a  pace  or  two  from  the 
table.  ^  It  was  lent  me,"  replied  Sonia  somewhat  loth,  without 
looking  at  Raskolnikoff. 

«*  Who  lent  it  you  ?  " 

<*  Elizabeth  ~  I  asked  her  to !  ** 

^  Elizabeth.  How  strange ! "  he  thought  Ererytidng  with 
Sonia  assumed  to  his  mind  an  increasingly  extraordinary  aspect. 
He  took  the  book  to  the  light,  and  turned  it  over.  **  Where  is 
mention  made  of  Lazarus  ?  '*  asked  he  abruptly. 

Sonia,  looking  hard  on  the  ground,  preterred  sQenoet  whilil 
moring  somewhat  from  the  table. 

**  Where  is  mention  made  of  the  resnrreetion  of  LaamisT 
Find  me  the  passage,  Sonia.** 

The  latter  looked  askance  at  her  interlocutor.  '^Tliatis  not 
the  place  —  it  is  the  Fourth  Gospel,"  said  she  drylj,  without 
moring  from  the  spot. 

^  Knd  me  the  passage  and  read  it  out !  **  he  repeated,  and 
sitting  down  again  rested  his  elbow  on  the  table,  his  head  on 
his  hand,  and  glancing  sideways  with  gloomy  look,  prepared  to 
listen. 

Sonia  at  first  hesitated  to  draw  nearer  to  the  table.  The 
singular  wish  uttered  by  RaskolnikofT  scarcely  seemed  sinoere. 
Nevertheless  she  took  the  book.  ^^  Have  yoa  ever  read  the  paa* 
sage?"  she  asked  him,  looking  at  him  from  out  the  oomeri  of 
her  eyes.     Her  voice  was  getting  harder  and  harder. 

^Once  upon  a  time.     In  my  chiIdh<K>d.     Read  P 

•*  Have  you  never  heard  it  in  church  ?" 

•*  I  —  I  never  go  there.    Do  you  go  often  yourself?* 

^  No,"  stammered  Sonia. 

RaskolnikofT  smiled.  ^*I  understand,  then,  jon  won't  go 
to-morrow  to  vour  father's  funeral  service?" 

^  Oh,  yes !  I  was  at  church  last  week.  I  was  prsMat  at  a 
requiem  mass.'* 

"*  ^ose  was  that  T  " 
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<<  Elizabeth's.    She  was  assassinated  bj  means  of  an  axe.** 

Baskolnikoff's  nervous  system  became  more  and  more  irri- 
tated.   He  was  getting  giddy.    "  Were  you  friends  with  her?" 

^^  Yes.  She  was  straightforward.  She  ased  to  come  and  see 
me  —  but  not  often.  She  was  not  able.  She  used  to  read  and 
chat.    She  sees  God." 

Basolnikoff  became  thoughtful.  ^^  What,"  asked  he  him- 
self, ^  could  be  the  meaning  of  the  mysterious  interview  of  two 
such  idiots  as  Sonia  and  Elizabeth  ?  Why,  I  should  go  mad  here 
myself ! "  thought  he.  ^^  Madness  seems  to  be  in  the  atmosphere 
of  the  place  !  —  Read !  "  he  cried  all  of  a  sudden,  irritably. 

Sonia  kept  hesitating.  Her  heart  beat  loud.  She  seemed 
afraid  to  read.  He  considered  ^Uhis  poor  demented  creature" 
with  an  almost  sad  expression.  ''  How  can  that  interest  you, 
since  you  do  not  believe  ?  "  she  muttered  in  a  choking  voice. 

^'Bead!  I  insist  upon  it!  Used  you  not  to  read  to 
Elizabeth?" 

Sonia  opened  the  book  and  looked  for  the  passage.  Her 
hands  trembled.  The  words  stuck  in  her  throat.  Twice  did 
she  try  to  read  without  being  able  to  utter  the  first  syllable. 

<'  Now  a  certain  man  was  sick,  named  Lazarus,  of  Bethany," 

she  read  at  last,  with  an  effort ;  but  suddenly,  at  the  third  word, 
her  voice  grew  wheezy,  and  gave  way  like  an  overstretched 
chord.  Breath  was  deficient  in  her  oppressed  bosom.  Baskol- 
nikoff  partly  explained  to  himself  Soma's  hesitation  to  obey 
him ;  and  in  proportion  as  he  understood  her  better,  he  insisted 
still  more  imperiously  on  her  reading.  He  felt  what  it  must 
cost  the  girl  to  lay  bare  to  him,  to  some  extent,  her  heart  of 
hearts.  She  evidently  could  not,  without  difficulty,  make  up  her 
mind  to  confide  to  a  stranger  the  sentiments  which  probably 
since  her  teens  had  been  her  support,  her  viaticum — when,  what 
with  a  sottish  father  and  a  stepmother  demented  by  misfortune, 
to  say  nothing  of  starving  children,  she  heard  nothing  but  re- 
proach and  offensive  clamor.  He  saw  all  this,  but  he  likewise 
saw  that  notwithstanding  this  repugnance,  she  was  most  anxious 
to  read,  —  to  read  to  him,  and  that  now,  —  let  the  consequences 
be  what  they  may  !  The  girl's  look,  the  agitation  to  which  she 
was  a  prey,  told  him  as  much,  and  by  a  violent  effort  over  her* 
self  Sonia  conquered  the  spasm  which  parched  her  throat,  and 
continued  to  read  the  eleventh  chapter  of  the  Gospel  according 
to  St.  John.    She  thus  reached  the  nineteenth  verse :  — 
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*  And  many  of  the  Jews  came  to  Martha  and  Mary,  to  comfort 
them  oonceming  their  brother.  Then  Martha,  as  soon  as  she  heard 
that  Jesus  was  ooming,  went  and  met  him ;  but  Mary  sat  still  in  the 
house.  Then  said  Martha  unto  Jesus,  Lord,  if  thou  hadst  been  here, 
my  brother  had  not  died.  But  I  know  that  even  now,  whatsoever 
thoo  wilt  ask  of  Gkni,  Qod  will  give  it  thee.*' 

Here  she  paused,  to  overcome  the  emotion  which  once  more 
caused  her  voice  to  tremble. 

**  Jesus  saith  unto  her,  Thy  brother  shall  rise  again.  Martha  saith 
unto  him,  I  know  that  he  shall  rise  again  in  the  resurrection  at  the 
last  day.  Jesus  said  unto  her,  I  am  the  Resurrection  and  the  Life : 
he  that  believeth  in  me,  though  he  were  dead,  yet  shall  he  live ; 
and  whosoever  liveth  and  believeth  in  me  shall  never  die.  Believest 
thou  this  ?    She  saith  unto  him,"  — 

and  although  she  had  difficulty  in  breathing,  Sonia  raised  her 
voice,  as  if  in  reading  the  words  of  Martha  she  was  making  her 
own  confession  of  faith  :  — 

^  Tea,  Lord :  I  believe  that  thou  art  the  Christi  the  son  of  Qod, 
which  should  come  into  the  world." 

8he  stopped,  raised  her  eyes  rapidly  on  him,  but  cast  thenoi 
down  on  her  book,  and  continued  to  read.  Raskolnikoff  listened 
without  stirring,  without  turning  toward  her,  his  elbows  resting 
CO  the  table,  looking  aside.  Thus  the  reading  continued  till  the 
thirty-second  verse. 

^  Then  when  Mary  was  come  where  Jesus  was,  and  saw  him,  she 
fell  down  at  his  feet,  saying  unto  him,  Tx)rd,  if  thou  hadst  been  here, 
By  brother  had  not  died.  When  Jt'sus  therefore  saw  her  weeping, 
and  the  Jews  also  weeping  which  came  with  her,  he  groaned  in  the 
spirit  and  was  troubled,  and  said,  Where  have  ye  laid  him  ?  They 
nid  nnto  him,  Lord,  come  and  see.  Jesus  wept  Then  said  the 
Jews,  Behold  how  he  loved  him.  And  some  of  them  said,  Could  not 
this  man,  which  opened  the  eyes  of  the  blind,  have  caused  that  even 
this  man  should  not  have  died  ?  " 


turned  towards  her  and  looked  at  her  with  agita- 
tioo.  His  suspicion  was  a  correct  one.  She  was  trembling  in  all 
her  limbs,  a  prey  to  fever.  He  had  expected  this.  She  was  get- 
ting to  the  miraculous  story,  and  a  feeling  of  triumph  was  taking 
possession  of  her.  Her  voice,  strenprthened  by  joy,  had  a  metal- 
lic ring.  The  lines  became  misty  to  her  troubled  eyes,  but  for> 
tnnatelj  she  knew  the  passage  by  heart.    At  the  last  line. 
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^  Could  not  this  man,  which  opened  the  eyes  of  tiie  blind — ^ 
the  lowered  her  voice,  emphasizing  passionately  the  donbt,  tiie 
blame,  the  reproach  of  these  unbelieving  and  blind  Jews,  who  a 
moment  after  fell  as  if  struck  by  lightning  on  their  knees,  to 
sob,  and  to  believe.  '^  Yes,"  thought  she,  deeply  affected  by  this 
joyful  hope, "  yes,  he  —  he  who  is  blind,  who  dares  not  believe  — 
he  also  will  hear  —  will  believe  in  an  instant,  immediately,  now, 
this  very  moment ! " 

''  Jesus  therefore,  again  groaning  in  himself,  cometh  to  the  graveu 
It  was  a  cave,  and  a  stone  lay  upon  it.  Jesus  said,  Take  ye  away 
the  stone.  Martha,  the  sister  of  him  that  was  dead,  saith  unto  him. 
Lord,  by  this  time  he  stinketh :  for  he  hath  been  dead  four  days.** 

She  strongly  emphasized  the  word /our. 

'^  Jesus  saith  unto  her,  Said  I  not  unto  thee,  that  if  thou  wouldst 
believe,  thou  shouldst  see  the  glory  of  God  ?  Then  they  took  away 
the  stone  from  the  place  where  the  dead  was  laid.  And  Jesus  lifted 
up  his  eyes,  and  said,  Father,  I  thank  thee  that  thou  hast  heard  me. 
And  I  knew  that  thou  hearest  me  always ;  but  because  of  the  people 
which  stand  by  I  said  it,  that  they  may  believe  that  thou  hast  sent 
me.  And  when  he  thus  had  spoken,  he  cried  with  a  loud  voice, 
Lazarus,  come  forth.     And  he  that  wds  dead  came  forth/* 

(on  reading  these  words  Sonia  shuddered,  as  if  she  herself  had 
been  witness  to  the  miracle) 

"  bound  hand  and  foot  with  grave-clothes  ;  and  his  face  was  bound 
about  with  a  napkin.  Jesus  saith  unto  them,  Loose  him,  and  let  him 
go.  Then  many  of  the  Jews  which  came  to  Mary^  and  ha^i  seen  the 
things  which  Jesus  didy  believed  on  himJ' 

She  read  no  more,  —  such  a  thing  would  have  been  impossible 
to  her,  —  closed  the  book,  and  briskly  rising,  said  in  a  low-toned 
and  choking  voice,  without  turning  toward  the  man  she  was 
talking  to,  "  So  much  for  the  resurrection  of  Lazarus."  She 
seemed  afraid  to  raise  her  eves  on  Raskolnikoff,  whilst  her  fever- 
ish  trembling  continued.  Tlie  dying  piece  of  candle  dimly  lit  up 
this  low-ceiled  room,  in  which  an  assassin  and  a  harlot  had  just 
read  the  Book  of  books. 
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DoTLK,  A.  CoKAN,  BHtish  physician  and  noTelist;  bom  at  Edin« 
borgh  in  1859.  He  was  carefully  trained  for  a  physician,  but  went  to 
London  at  twenty  and  adopted  literature  as  a  profession.  His  first 
book  was  ''The  Mystery  of  the  Sassassa  Valley,"  published  at  the 
age  of  nineteen.  His  greatest  success  was  won  with  the  seriee  of 
detective  tales  known  as  the  Sherlock  Holmes  stories  :  ''  The  Ad- 
ventures of  Sherlock  Holmes/'  etc.  In  1894  Mr.  Doyle  visited  the 
United  States,  where  his  books  are  very  popular,  and  lectured  in  the 
principal  cities.  Doyle  has,  published:  ''Mystery  of  Cloomber'* 
and  "Study  in  Scarlet"  (1888) ;  "  Mieah  Clarke,  His  Statement  to 
His  Three  Grandchildren  "  (1889) ;  "  Captain  of  the  Polestar»  and 
Other  Tales,  Mysteries,  and  Adventures,"  and  '^Sign  of  Four'* 
(1890);  "White  Company"  (1891);  *•  Adventure  of  Sherlock 
Holmes,"  "Doings  of  Raffles  Haw,"  "Firm of  Girdlestone,"  ^'Oreat 
Shadow,"  and  "  Gully  of  Blut-mansdyke,  and  Other  Stories  "  (1892)  j 
«  Beyond  the  City"  and  "Refugees,  a  Tale  of  Two  Continents'* 
(1893);  "An  Actor's  Duel,"  "The  Winning  Shot," "The  Parasite,'* 
^  Round  the  Red  I^amp"  and  "  The  Slapping  Sal,  and  Other  Tales  ** 
(1894);  "The  Adventures  of  Brigadier  Gerani "  (1896);  «Tlie 
Stark-Munro  Letters  "  (1895),  and  '*  Uncle  Bemao"  (1897). 

Our  Perilous  Advknturb  on  ths  Plaxv. 

(From  "  Micah  Clarke.") 

Wb  were  not  half  a  mile  from  the  town  before  the  roll  of 
kettledrums  and  the  blare  of  bugles  swellinc:  up  musicallj 
through  the  darkness  announced  the  arrival  of  the  regiment  of 
horse  which  our  friends  at  the  inn  had  been  expecting. 

**lt  is  as  well,  perhafm,"  said  Saxon,  ^that  we  gave  them 
the  slip,  for  that  young  springald  might  have  smelt  a  rat  and 
played  ns  some  ill  turn.  IlaTe  yon  chanced  to  see  my  silkea 
kerchief  T  ** 

^  Not  I,  ^  I  answered. 

^Naj,  then,  it  must  have  fallen  from  my  boeom  dnrfnif  our 
iTiffle.     I  can  ill  afford  to  leave  it,  tor  I  travel  light  in  snob 
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matters.  Eight  hundred  men,  quoth  the  major,  and  throe 
thousand  to  follow.  Should  I  meet  this  same  Oglethorpe  or 
Ogilvy  when  the  little  business  is  over,  I  shall  read  him  a  les- 
son on  thinking  less  of  chemistry  and  more  of  the  need  of  pre- 
serving military  precautions.  It  is  well  always  to  be  courteouB 
to  strangers,  and  to  give  them  information,  but  it  is  well,  also, 
that  the  information  should  be  false." 

^  As  his  may  have  been, "  I  suggested. 

^^Nay,  nay,  the  words  came  too  glibly  from  his  tongne.  So 
ho,  Chloe,  so  ho !  She  is  full  of  oats,  and  would  fain  gallop, 
but  it  is  so  plaguy  dark  that  we  can  scarce  see  where  we  are 
going." 

We  had  been  trotting  down  the  broad  high-road,  shimmer- 
ing vaguely  white  in  the  gloom,  with  the  shadowy  trees  danc- 
ing past  us  on  either  side,  scarce  outlined  against  the  dark 
background  of  cloud.  We  were  now  coming  upon  the  eastern 
edge  of  the  great  plain  which  extends  forty  miles  one  way  and 
twenty  the  other,  over  the  greater  part  of  Wiltshire  and  past 
the  boundaries  of  Somersetshire.  The  main  road  to  the  west 
skirts  this  wilderness,  but  we  had  agreed  to  follow  a  less  im- 
portant track,  which  would  lead  us  to  our  goal  though  in  n 
more  tedious  manner.  Its  insignificance  would,  we  hoped, 
prevent  it  from  being  guarded  by  the  king's  horse.  We  had 
come  to  the  point  where  this  by-road  branches  off  from  the 
main  highway,  when  we  heard  the  clatter  of  horses'  hoofs  be- 
hind us. 

^^Here  comes  some  one  who  is  not  afraid  to  gallop^**  I 
remarked. 

"Halt  here  in  the  shadow!"  cried  Saxon,  in  a  short,  quick 
whisper.  "  Have  your  blade  loose  in  the  scabbard.  He  must 
have  a  set  errand  who  rides  so  fast  o'  night." 

Looking  down  the  road,  we  could  make  out,  through  the 
darkness,  a  shadowy  blur,  which  soon  resolved  Itself  into  man 
and  horse.  The  rider  was  well-nigh  abreast  of  us  before  he 
was  aware  of  our  presence,  when  he  pulled  up  his  steed  in  a 
strange,  awkward  fashion  and  faced  round  in  our  direction. 

"Is  Micah  Clarke  there?"  he  said,  in  a  voice  which  was 
strangely  familiar  to  my  ears. 

"I  am  Micah  Clarke,"  said  I. 

"And  I  am  Reuben  Lockarby,"  cried  our  pursuer,  in  a 
mock-heroic  voice.  "Ah,  Micah,  lad,  I'd  embrace  you  were 
it  not  that  I  should  assuredly  fall  out  of  the  saddle  if  I  at- 
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tempted  it,  and  perchance  drag  you  along.  That  sudden  pall 
up  well-uigh  landed  me  on  the  roadway.  I  have  been  sliding 
off  and  clambering  on  ever  since  1  bade  good-bjre  to  UavanU 
Sure,  such  a  horse  for  slipping  from  under  one  was  never 
bestridden  by  man." 

""Good  heavens,  Reuben!**  I  cried,  in  amaxement,  ""what 
brings  vou  all  this  way  from  home?*' 

^The  very  same  cause  which  brings  you,  Micah,  and  also 
Don  Decimo  Saxon^  late  of  the  Solent,  whom  methinks  I  see 
in  the  shadow  behind  you.     How  fares  it,  O  illustrious  one  ?  ** 

"  It  is  you,  tlien,  young  cock  of  the  woods !  **  growled  Saxon, 
in  no  very  overjoyed  voice. 

^No  less  a  person,**  said  Reuben.  ^And  now,  my  gay 
eavalieros,  round  with  your  horses  and  trot  on  your  way,  for 
there  is  no  time  to  be  lost.  We  ought  all  to  be  at  Taunton 
to-morrow.  ** 

^  But,  my  dear  Reuben/*  said  I,  ^  it  cannot  be  that  yon  are 
coming  with  us  to  join  Monmouth.  What  would  your  father 
say  ?  This  is  no  holiday  jaunt,  but  one  that  may  have  a  sad 
and  stem  ending.  At  the  best,  victory  can  only  come  through 
much  bloodshed  and  danfrer.  At  the  worst,  we  are  as  like  to 
wind  up  u(H>n  a  scaffold  as  not** 

^  Forward,  lads,  forward !  **  cried  he,  spurring  on  his  horse. 
''It  is  all  arranired  and  settled.  I  am  about  to  offer  my  august 
person,  t'>gether  with  a  sword  which  I  borrowed  and  a  horse 
which  I  stole,  to  his  most  Protestant  highness,  James,  Duke 
of  Monmouth/* 

^  But  how  comes  it  all  ?  **  I  asked,  as  we  rode  on  together. 
^  It  warms  my  very  heart  to  see  you,  but  you  were  never  con- 
eemed  either  in  religion  or  in  politics.  Whence,  then,  this 
sudden  resolution  ?  ** 

••Well,  truth  to  tell,**  he  replied,  "I  am  neither  a  king's 
man,  nor  a  duke's  man,  nor  would  I  ^ive  a  button  which  sat 
upon  the  throne.  I  do  not  suppose  that  either  one  or  the  other 
would  increase  the  custom  of  the  Wheatsheaf,  or  want  Reuben 
Lockarby  for  a  councillor.  I  am  a  Micah  Clarke  man,  though, 
from  the  crown  of  my  head  to  the  soles  of  my  feet;  and,  if  he 
rid(^  to  the  wars,  may  the  platnie  strike  me  if  I  don*t  stick  to 
his  (*lbow!"  He  raised  his  hand  excitedly  as  he  spoke,  and, 
instantly  losing  his  halanc<\  he  shot  into  a  dense  clump  of 
bushes  by  the  roadside,  whence  his  legs  flapped  helplessly  in 
the  darkness. 


8754  A.  CONAN  DOYLE. 

"  That  makes  the  tenth, "  said  he,  scrambling  out  and  clam- 
bering into  his  saddle  once  more.  ^  My  father  used  to  tell  me 
not  to  sit  a  horse  too  closely.  *'  A  gentle  rise  and  fall, '  said 
the  old  man.  Egad!  there  is  more  fall  than  rise,  and  it  is 
anything  but  gentle." 

^  Odd's  truth ! "  exclaimed  Saxon.  ^  How,  in  the  name  of 
all  the  saints  in  the  calendar,  do  you  expect  to  keep  your  seat 
in  the  presence  of  an  enemy  if  you  lose  it  on  a  peaceful  high- 
road?^» 

"1  can  but  try,  my  illustrious,"  he  answered,  rearranging 
his  ruffled  clothing.  ^  Perchance  the  sudden  and  unexpected 
character  of  mj  movements  may  disconcert  the  said  enemy." 

"  Well,  well,  there  may  be  more  truth  in  that  than  you  are 
aware  of,"  quoth  Saxon,  riding  upon  Lockarby's  bridle  arm, 
so  that  there  was  scarce  room  for  him  to  fall  between  us.  ^  I 
had  sooner  fight  a  man  like  that  young  fool  at  the  inn,  who 
knew  a  little  of  the  use  of  his  weapon,  than  one  like  Micah 
here,  or  yourself,  who  know  nothing.  You  can  tell  what  the 
one  is  after,  but  the  other  will  invent  a  system  of  his  own 
which  will  serve  his  turn  for  the  nonce.  Ober-hauptmann 
Muller  was  reckoned  to  be  the  finest  player  at  the  small-sword 
in  the  kaiser's  army,  and  could  for  a  wager  snick  any  button 
from  an  opponent's  vest  without  cutting  the  cloth.  Yet  was 
he  slain  in  an  encounter  with  Fahnfiihrer  Zollner,  who  was  a 
comet  in  our  own  Pandour  corps,  and  who  knew  as  much  of. 
the  rapier  as  you  do  of  horsemanship.  For  the  rapier,  be  it 
understood,  is  designed  to  thrust,  and  not  to  cut,  so  that  no 
man  wielding  it  ever  thinks  of  guarding  a  side-stroke.  But 
Zollner,  being  a  long-armed  man,  smote  his  antagonist  across 
the  face  with  his  weapon,  as  though  it  had  been  a  cane,  and 
then,  ere  he  had  time  to  recover  himself,  fairly  pinked  him. 
Doubtless,  if  the  matter  were  to  do  again,  the  ober-hauptmann 
would  have  got  his  thrust  in  sooner,  but  as  it  was,  no  explana- 
tion or  excuse  could  get  over  the  fact  that  the  man  was  dead." 

**If  want  of  knowledge  maketh  a  dangerous  swordsman," 
quotii  Reuben,  *^then  am  I  even  more  deadly  than  the  unpro- 
nounceable gentleman  whom  you  have  mentioned.     To  con- 
tinue my  story,  however,  which  I  broke  off  in  order  to  step 
^own  from  my  horse^  I  found  out  early  in  the  morning  that  ye 
ere  gone,  and  Zachary  Palmer  was  able  to  tell  me  whither, 
made  up  my  mind,  therefore,  that  I  would  out  into  the  world 
sa     To  this  end  I  borrowed  a  sword  from  Solomon  Sprent, 
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and,  xnj  father  having  gone  to  Ooeport,  I  helped  mjaelf  to  the 
beat  nag  in  hia  atablea  —  for  I  have  too  much  reapect  for  the 
old  man  to  allow  one  of  hia  fleah  and  blood  to  go  iU*proTided 
to  the  wara.  All  daj  I  have  ridden,  aince  earlj  morning, 
being  twice  atopped  on  auapicion  of  being  ill-affected,  but  haT- 
ing  the  good  luck  to  get  away  each  time.  I  knew  that  I  waa 
cloae  at  your  heela,  for  1  found  tliem  aearching  for  yon  at  the 
Saliabury  inn«" 

Decimua  whistled.     ^  Searching  for  ua  7  "  aaid  he. 

^  Tea.  It  aeems  that  they  had  some  notion  that  ye  were 
not  what  ye  professed  to  be,  so  the  inn  waa  aurrounded  aa  I 
paaaed,  but  none  knew  which  road  ye  had  taken.  ** 

^Said  I  not  so?*'  cried  Saxon.  ^That  young  viper  hath 
atirred  up  the  regiment  against  us.  We  must  puah  on,  for  they 
may  aend  a  party  on  our  track/' 

^We  are  off  the  main  road  now/'  I  remarked:  ^eren 
should  they  pursue  us,  they  would  be  unlikely  to  follow  this 
aide-track. " 

^  Yet  it  would  be  wise  to  show  them  a  clean  pair  of  heela,** 
stiid  Saxon,  spurring  his  mare  into  a  gallop.  Lockarby  and  I 
followed  his  example,  and  we  all  three  rode  awiftly  along  the 
rough  moorland  track. 

We  passed  through  scattered  belts  of  pinewood,  where  the 
wildcat  howled  and  the  owl  screeched,  and  acroaa  broad 
atretchea  of  fenland  and  moor,  where  the  ailence  waa  only 
broken  by  the  booming  cry  of  the  bittern  or  the  fluttering  of 
wild  ducks  far  above  our  heads.  The  road  waa,  in  parta,  over* 
grown  with  brambles,  and  was  so  deeply  rutted  and  ao  atodded 
with  aharp  and  dangerous  hollows  that  our  horses  came  mora 
than  once  u{>on  their  knees.  In  one  place  the  wooden  bridge 
which  led  over  a  stream  had  broken  down,  and  no  attempt  had 
been  made  to  repair  it,  so  that  we  were  compelled  to  ride  oar 
horacs  girth  deep  through  the  torrent  At  first  aome  acattered 
lights  had  shown  that  we  were  in  the  neighborhood  of  human 
habitations,  but  these  iM^came  fewer  as  we  advanced,  until  the 
last  died  away,  and  wo  found  ourselvrs  u[K>n  the  desolate  moor, 
which  stretched  away  in  unbroken  solitude  to  the  shadowy  hori- 
zon. The  moon  had  broken  through  the  clouds,  and  now  shone 
hazily  through  wreaths  of  mist,  throwing  a  dim  light  orer  the 
wild  scene,  and  enabling  us  to  kiM'p  to  the  track,  which  waa 
not  fenced  in  in  any  way,  and  could  scarce  be  distinguished 
from  the  plain  around  it 
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We  had  slackened  our  pace,  under  the  impression  that  all 
fear  of  pursuit  was  at  an  end,  and  Reuben  was  amusing  us  bjr 
an  account  of  the  excitement  which  had  been  caused  in  Havant 
by  our  disappearance,  when,  through  the  stillness  of  the  nighty 
a  dull,  muffled  rat-tat-tat  struck  upon  my  ear.  At  the  same 
moment  Saxon  sprang  from  his  horse  and  listened  intently, 
with  sidelong  head. 

^'  Boot  and  saddle ! "  he  cried,  springing  into  his  seat  again. 
"  They  are  after  us,  as  sure  as  fate.  A  dozen  troopers,  by  the 
sound.     We  must  shake  them  off,  or  good-bye  to  Monmouth." 

"Give  them  their  heads,"  I  answered,  and,  striking  spurs 
into  our  steeds,  we  thundered  on  through  the  darkness.  Cov- 
enant and  Ghloe  were  as  fresh  as  could  be  wished,  and  soon 
settled  down  into  a  long,  springy  gallop.  Our  friend's  horse, 
however,  had  been  travelling  all  day,  and  its  long-drawn, 
labored  breathing  showed  that  it  could  not  hold  out  for  long. 
Through  the  clatter  of  our  horses'  hoofs  I  could  still,  from 
time  to  time,  hear  the  ominous  murmur  from  behind  us. 

"This  will  never  do,  Reuben,"  said  I,  anxiously,  as  the 
weary  creature  stumbled,  and  the  rider  came  perilously  near  to 
shooting  over  its  head. 

"The  old  horse  is  nearly  foundered,"  he  answered,  rue- 
fully. "  We  are  off  the  road  now,  and  the  rough  ground  is  too 
much  for  her. " 

"Yes,  we  are  off  the  track,"  cried  Saxon,  over  his  shoulder 
— for  he  led  us  by  a  few  paces.  "  Bear  in  mind  that  the  Blue- 
coats  have  been  on  the  march  all  day,  so  that  their  horses  may 
also  be  blown.  How  in  Himmel  came  they  to  know  which 
road  we  took  ?  " 

As  if  in  answer  to  his  ejaculation,  there  rose  out  of  the 
still  night  behind  us  a  single  clear,  bell-like  note,  swelling  and 
increasing  in  volume,  until  it  seemed  to  fill  the  whole  air  with 
its  harmony. 

"  A  bloodhound ! "  cried  Saxon. 

A  second,  sharper,  keener  note,  ending  in  an  unmistakable 
howl,  answered  the  first. 

"Another  of  them,"  said  he.  "They  have  loosed  the  brutes 
that  we  saw  near  the  cathedral.  Gad !  we  little  thought  when 
we  peered  over  the  rails  at  them,  a  few  hours  ago,  that  they 
would  so  soon  be  on  our  track.  Keep  a  firm  knee  and  a  steady 
seat,  for  a  slip  now  would  be  your  last." 

"Holy  mother!"  cried  Reuben,  "I  had  steeled  myself  to 
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die  in  battle  —  but  to  be  dog's-meat!    It  is  something  outside 
the  contract** 

"They  hold  them  in  leash,"  said  Saxon,  between  his  teeth; 
^else  they  would  outstrip  the  horses  and  be  lost  in  the  dark- 
ness. Could  we  but  come  on  running  water,  we  might  put 
them  off  our  track.** 

^  My  horse  cannot  hold  on  at  this  pace  for  more  than  a  very 
few  minutes,'*  Reuben  cried.  ''If  1  break  down  do  ye  go  on, 
for  ye  must  remember  that  they  are  Ufnm  your  track  and  not 
mine.  They  have  found  cause  for  suspicion  of  the  two 
strangers  of  the  inn,  but  none  of  me.*' 

**Nay,  Rouhen,  we  shijll  stand  or  fall  together,**  said  I, 
sadly,  for  at  every  Rtc»p  his  horse  grew  more  and  more  feeble. 
^In  this  darkness  they  will  make  little  distinction  between 
persons. " 

"Keep  a  good  heart,"  shouted  the  old  soldier,  who  was  now 
leading  us  by  twenty  yards  or  more.  **  We  can  hear  them  be- 
cause the  wind  blows  from  that  way,  but  it  *s  odds  whether 
thej  have  heard  us.     Methiiiks  thoy  slacken  in  their  pursuit.** 

"The  sound  of  their  horses  has  indeed  grown  fainter/*  said 
1,  joyfully. 

"So  faint  that  I  can  hear  it  no  longer,**  my  companion 
cried. 

We  reined  up  our  panting  steeds  and  strained  our  ears,  but 
not  a  sound  could  we  hear  save  the  gentle  murmur  of  the  breeze 
among  the  whin-bushes,  and  the  melanrholy  cry  of  the  night- 
jar. Behind  us  the  broad,  rolling  plain,  half  lieht  and  half 
shadow,  stn*tched  away  to  tlie  dim  horizon  without  sign  of  life 
or  movement. 

"  We  have  either  outstripped  them  completely,  or  else  they 
bare  given  up  the  chase,"  said  I.  '*  What  ails  the  horses  that 
thev  should  tremble  and  snort  ?  " 

"My  poor  l>ea8t  is  nearly  done  for,"  Reuben  remarked, 
leaning  forward  and  passing  his  hand  down  the  creature*s 
reeking  neck. 

"For  all  that,  we  cannot  rest,"  said  Saxon.  "We  mav  not 
be  out  of  danger  yet  Another  mile  or  two  may  shake  us 
clear.     But  I  like' it  not" 

"  Like  not  what  ?  " 

"These  horses  and  their  terrors.  Tlie  l)easts  can  at  timers 
both  see  and  hear  more  than  we,  as  1  could  show  bT  divers 
examples  drawn  from  my  own  vxpi'ricnce  on  the  Danube  and 
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in  the  Palatinate,  were  the  time  and  place  more  fitting.     Let 
us  on,  then,  before  we  rest." 

The  weary  horses  responded  bravely  to  the  call,  and  strug- 
gled onwards  over  the  broken  ground  for  a  considerable  time. 
At  last  we  were  thinking  of  pulling  up  in  good  earnest,  and  of 
congratulating  ourselves  upon  having  tired  out  our  pursuers, 
when  of  a  sudden  a  bell-like  baying  broke  upon  our  ears  far 
louder  than  it  had  been  before  —  so  loud,  indeed,  that  it  was 
evident  that  the  dogs  were  close  upon  our  heels. 

^^  The  accursed  hounds ! "  cried  Saxon,  putting  spurs  to  his 
horse  and  shooting  ahead  of  us ;  '^  I  feared  as  much.  They  have 
freed  them  from  the  leash.  There  is  no  escape  from  the  devils, 
but  we  can  choose  the  spot  where  we  shall  make  our  stand. '^ 

"  Come  on,  Reuben, "  I  shouted.  "  We  have  only  to  reckon 
with  the  dogs  now.  Their  masters  have  let  them  loose,  and 
turned  back  for  Salisbury. " 

"Pray  Heaven  they  break  their  necks  before  they  get 
there!'*  he  cried.  "They  set  dogs  on  us  as  though  we  were 
rats  in  a  cock-pit  Yet  they  call  England  a  Christian  coun- 
try!   It's  no  use,  Micah.     Poor  Dido  can't  stir  another  step.'' 

As  he  spoke,  the  sharp,  fierce  bay  of  the  hounds  rose  again, 
clear  and  stem,  on  the  night  air,  swelling  up  from  a  low, 
hoarse  growl,  to  a  high,  angry  yelp.  There  seemed  to  be  a 
ring  of  exultation  in  their  wild  cry,  as  though  they  knew  that 
their  quarry  was  almost  run  to  earth. 

"  Not  another  step ! "  said  Reuben  Lockarby,  pulling  up  and 
drawing  his  sword.     "  K  I  must  fight  I  shall  fight  here. " 

"There  could  be  no  better  place,"  I  replied.  Two  great, 
jagged  rocks  rose  before  us,  jutting  abruptly  out  of  the  ground, 
and  leaving  a  space  of  twelve  or  fifteen  feet  between  them. 
Through  this  gap  we  rode,  and  I  shouted  loudly  for  Saxon  to 
join  us.  His  horse,  however,  had  been  steadily  gaining  upon 
ours,  and  at  the  renewed  alarm  had  darted  off  again,  so  that 
he  was  already  some  hundred  yards  from  us.  It  was  useless  to 
summon  him,  even  could  he  hear  our  voices,  for  the  hounds 
would  be  upon  us  before  he  could  return. 

"Never  heed  him,"  I  said  hurriedly.  "Do  you  rein  your 
steed  behind  that  rock,  and  I  behind  this.  They  will  serve  to 
break  the  force  of  the  attack.  Dismount  not,  but  strike  down 
and  strike  hard ! " 

On  either  side  in  the  shadow  of  the  rock  we  waited  In 
silence  for  our  terrible  pursuers.     Looking  back  at  it,  my  dear 
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children,  I  cannot  but  think  it  was  a  great  trial  on  ouch  young 
loldiers  aa  Reuben  and  myself  to  be  put,  on  the  first  occasion 
of  drawing  our  swords,  into  such  a  position.  For  I  haTe  found, 
and  others  have  confirmed  my  opinion,  that  of  all  dangers  that 
a  man  is  called  upon  to  face,  that  arising  from  savage  and 
determined  animals  is  the  most  unnerving.  For  with  men 
there  is  ever  the  chance  that  some  trait  of  weakness  or  of  want 
of  courage  may  give  you  an  advantage  over  them,  but  with 
fierce  beasts  there  is  no  such  hope.  We  knew  that  the  crea* 
tnres  to  whom  we  were  opposed  could  never  be  turned  from  oar 
throats  while  there  was  breath  in  their  bodies.  One  feels  in 
one's  heart,  too,  that  the  combat  is  an  unequal  one,  for  your 
life  is  precious,  at  least  to  your  friends,  while  their  Uvea,  what 
are  they  7  All  this  and  a  great  deal  more  passed  swiftly 
through  our  minds  as  we  sat  with  drawn  swords,  soothing  our 
trembling  horses  as  best  we  might,  and  waiting  for  the  coming 
of  the  hounds. 

Nor  had  we  loug  to  wait  Another  long,  deep,  thonderons 
bay  sounded  in  our  ears,  followed  by  a  profound  silence,  broken 
only  by  the  quick,  shivering  breathing  of  the  horses.  Then, 
suddenly  and  noiselessly,  a  great  tawny  brute,  with  its  black 
muzzle  to  the  earth,  its  overhung  cheeks  flapping  on  either 
side,  sprang  into  the  band  of  moonlight  between  the  rocks, 
and  on  into  the  shadow  beyond.  It  never  paused  of  swerved 
for  an  instant,  hut  pursued  its  course  straight  onwards  withont 
a  glance  to  right  or  to  left  Close  behind  it  came  a  second  and 
behind  that  a  third,  all  of  enormous  size,  and  looking  even 
larger  and  more  terrible  than  they  were  in  the  dim,  shifting 
light  Like  tlie  first  they  took  no  notice  of  our  presence,  bat 
bounded  on  alonir  the  trail  left  by  Decimus  Saxon. 

The  first  and  second  1  let  pass,  for  I  hardly  realized  that 
they  so  completely  t)v<Tlooked  us.  When  the  third,  however, 
sprani?  out  int)  the  moonlight.  I  drew  my  right-hand  pistol 
from  its  holster,  and  renting  its  long  barrel  across  my  left 
forearm,  I  fired  at  it  as  it  passed.  The  bullet  struck  the 
mark,  for  the  brute  gave  a  fierce  howl  of  rage  and  pain,  but, 
true  to  the  scent,  it  never  turned  or  swerved.  Lockarby  fired 
also,  as  it  disap|H'ared  amon^  the  brushwood,  but  with  no  ap- 
parent effect.  So  swiftly  and  so  noiselessly  did  the  great 
hounds  pass  that  they  might  have  been  grim,  silent  spirits  of 
the  night,  the  phantom  dogs  of  Iferne  the  Hunter,  but  for  that 
one  fierce  yelp  which  followed  my  shot 
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^^What  brutes!"  my  companion  ejaculated:  ^what  ihall 
we  do,  Micah?" 

"They  have  clearly  been  laid  on  Saxon's  trail, **  said  L 
"We  must  follow  them  up,  or  they  will  be  too  many  for  him. 
Can  you  hear  anything  of  our  pursuers  ?  " 

"Nothing." 

"They  have  given  up  the  chase,  then,  and  let  the  dogs 
loose  as  a  last  resource.  Doubtless  the  creatures  are  trained 
to  return  to  the  town.  But  we  must  push  on,  Reuben,  if  we 
are  to  help  our  companion." 

"One  more  spurt,  then,  little  Dido,"  cried  Reuben;  "can 
you  muster  strength  for  one  more  ?  Nay,  I  have  not  the  heart 
to  put  spurs  to  you.     If  you  can  do  it,  I  know  you  will." 

The  brave  mare  snorted,  as  though  she  understood  her  rider's 
words,  and  stretched  her  weary  limbs  into  a  gallop.  So  stoutly 
did  she  answer  the  appeal  that,  though  I  pressed  Covenant  to 
his  topmost  speed,  she  was  never  more  than  a  few  strides  behind 
him. 

"  He  took  this  direction,"  said  I,  peering  anxiously  out  into 
the  darkness.  "  He  can  scarce  have  gone  far,  for  he  spoke  of 
making  a  stand.  Or,  perhaps,  finding  that  we  are  not  with  him, 
he  may  trust  to  the  speed  of  his  horse." 

"What  chance  hath  ahorse  of  outstripping  these  brutes?" 
Reuben  answered.  "  They  must  run  him  to  earth,  and  he  knows 
it    Hullo !  what  have  we  here  ?  " 

A  dark,  dim  form  lay  stretched  in  the  moonlight  in  front  of 
us.  It  was  the  dead  body  of  a  hound  —  the  one,  evidently,  at 
which  I  had  fired. 

"  There  is  one  of  them  disposed  of,"  I  cried,  joyously ;  "  We 
have  but  two  to  settle  with  now." 

As  I  spoke  we  heard  the  crack  of  two  pistol-shots  some  little 
distance  to  the  left.  Heading  our  steeds  in  that  direction,  we 
pressed  on  at  the  top  of  our  speed.  Presently  out  of  the  dark- 
ness in  front  of  us  there  arose  such  a  roaring  and  a  yelping  as 
sent  our  hearts  in  our  mouths.  It  was  not  a  single  cry,  such  as 
the  hounds  had  uttered  when  they  were  on  the  scent,  but  a  con- 
tinuous, deep-mouthed  uproar,  so  fierce  and  so  prolonged  that 
we  could  not  doubt  that  they  had  cohie  to  the  end  of  their  run. 

"  Pray  God  that  they  have  not  got  him  down ! "  cried  Reuben, 
in  a  faltering  voice. 

The  same  thought  had  crossed  my  own  mind,  for  I  have 
heard  a  similar  though  lesser  din  come  from  a  pack  of  otter 
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bonndi  when  tbey  had  overtaken  their  prej  and  were  tearing  it 
to  piecea.  Sick  at  heart,  I  drew  my  sword  with  the  determini^ 
tion  that,  if  we  were  too  late  to  save  our  companion,  we  should 
at  least  revenge  him  upon  the  four-footed  fiends.  Bursting 
through  a  thick  belt  of  scrub  and  tangled  gorse  bushes,  wo  came 
npon  a  scene  so  uulike  what  we  expected  that  we  pulled  up  our 
horses  in  astonishment 

A  circular  clearing  lay  in  front  of  us,  brightly  illuminated 
bj  the  silvery  moonshine.  In  the  centre  of  this  rose  a  giant 
stone,  one  of  those  high«  dark  columns  which  are  found  all  over 
the  plain,  and  especially  in  the  (>arts  round  Stonehenge.  It 
eould  not  have  been  less  than  fifteen  feet  in  height,  and  had 
doubtless  been  ori^nally  straight,  but  wind  and  weather  or  the 
crumbling  of  the  soil  had  gradually  suffered  it  to  tilt  over  until 
it  inclined  at  such  an  angle  that  an  active  man  might  clamber 
op  to  the  summit  On  the  top  of  this  ancient  stone,  cross-legged 
and  motionless,  like  some  strange,  carved  idol  of  former  days, 
sat  Decimus  Saxon,  puffing  sedately  at  the  long  pipe  which  was 
ever  bis  comfort  in  moments  of  difficulty.  Beneath  him,  at  the 
base  of  the  monolith,  as  our  learned  men  call  them,  the  two 
great  bloodhounds  were  rearing  and  springing,  clambering  over 
each  other's  backs  in  their  frenzied  and  futile  eagerness  to  reach 
the  impassive  figure  perched  above  them,  while  they  gave  vent 
to  their  rage  and  disappointment  in  the  hideous  uproar  which 
bad  anggested  such  terrible  thoughts  to  our  mind. 

We  had  little  time,  however,  to  gaze  at  this  strange  scene* 
for  upon  our  appearance  the  hounds  abandoned  their  helpleaa 
attempts  to  reach  Saxon,  and  flew,  with  a  fierce  snarl  of  satis* 
faction,  at  Reuben  and  myself.  One  great  brute,  with  flaring 
eyes  and  yawning  mouth,  his  white  fangs  glistening  in  the 
moonlight,  sprang  at  my  horse's  neok  :  but  I  met  him  fair  with 
a  single  sweeping  cut,  which  shore  away  his  muzzle  and  left  him 
wallowing  and  writhing  in  a  pool  of  blood.  Reuben,  meanwhile, 
bad  spurred  his  horse  forward  to  meet  his  assailant;  but  the 
poor,  tired  steed  flinched  at  the  sight  of  the  fierce  hound,  and 
polled  up  suddenly,  with  the  result  that  her  rider  rolled  head- 
long into  the  very  jaws  of  the  animal.  It  might  have  gone  ill 
with  Reuben  had  he  been  left  to  his  own  resources.  At  the 
most  he  could  only  have  kept  the  cruel  teeth  from  his  throat  for 
a  very  few  moments;  but,  seeing  the  minchance,  I  drew  my  re- 
maining pistol,  and  sprin^in^  from  my  horse,  discharged  it  full 
into  Ui6  creature*a  flank  while  it  struggled  with  my  friend. 
rou  Til.— so 
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With  a  last  yell  of  rage  and  pain  it  brought  its  fierce  jaws  to- 
gether in  one  wild,  impotent  snap,  and  then  sank  slowly  over 
npon  its  side,  while  Reuben  crawled  from  beneath  it,  scared  and 
bruised,  but  none  the  worse  otherwise  for  his  perilous  adven- 
ture. 

^^I  owe  you  one  for  that,  Micah,''  he  said  gratefully.  ^^I 
may  live  to  do  as  much  for  you/' 

^'  And  I  owe  ye  both  one,"  said  Saxon,  who  had  scrambled 
down  from  his  place  of  refuge.  "  I  pay  my  debts,  too,  whether 
for  good  or  evil.  I  might  have  stayed  up  there  until  I  had  eaten 
my  jack-boots,  for  11  the  chance  I  had  of  ever  getting  down 
again.  Sancta  Maria!  but  that  was  a  shrewd  blow  of  yours, 
Clarke !  The  brute's  head  flew  in  halves  like  a  rotten  pumpkin. 
No  wonder  that  they  stuck  to  my  track,  for  I  have  left  both  my 
spare  girth  and  my  kerchief  behind  me,  which  would  serve  to 
put  them  on  Ghloe's  scent  as  well  as  mine  own." 

"  And  where  is  Chloe  ?  '  I  asked,  wiping  my  sword. 

'*  Chloe  had  to  lool:  out  for  herself.  I  found  the  brutes 
gaining  on  me,  you  see,  and  I  let  drive  at  them  with  my  bark- 
ers ;  but  with  a  horse  flying  at  twenty  miles  an  hour,  what 
chance  is  there  for  a  single  slug  finding  its  way  home  ?  Things 
looked  black  then,  for  I  bad  no  time  to  reload ;  and  the  rapier, 
though  the  king  of  weapons  in  the  duello,  is  scarce  strong 
enough  to  rely  upon  on  an  occasion  like  this.  As  luck  would 
have  it,  just  as  I  was  fairly  puzzled,  what  should  I  come 
across  but  this  handy  stone  which  the  good  priests  of  old  did 
erect,  as  far  as  I  can  see,  for  no  other  purpose  than  to  pro- 
vide worthy  cavalieros  with  an  escape  from  such  ignoble  and 
scurvy  enemies.  I  had  no  time  to  escape  in  clambering  up  it, 
for  I  had  to  tear  my  heel  out  of  the  mouth  of  the  foremost  of 
them,  and  might  have  been  dragged  down  by  it  had  he  not 
found  my  spur  too  tough  a  morsel  for  his  chewing.  But  surely 
one  of  my  bullets  must  have  reached  its  mark."  Lighting  the 
touch-paper  in  his  tobacco-box,  he  passed  it  over  the  body 
of  the  hound  which  had  attacked  me,  and  then  of  the  other. 

"  Why,  this  one  is  riddled  like  a  sieve,"  he  cried.  "  What 
do  you  load  your  petronels  with,  good  Master  Clarke  ?  " 

"  With  two  leaden  slugs." 

^^  Yet  two  leaden  slugs  have  made  a  score  of  holes  at  least! 
And,  of  all  things  in  this  world,  here  is  the  neck  of  a  bottle 
stuck  in  the  brute's  hide ! " 

"Good  heavens!"  I  exclaimed.    "I  remember.    My  dear 
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moUier  packed  a  bottle  of  Daffy's  Elixir  in  the  barrel  of  1117 

piatoL" 

**  And  you  have  shot  it  into  the  bloodhound  !  **  roared 
Reuben.  **Ho!  ho!  When  they  hear  that  Ule  at  the  tap 
of  the  Wheatsheaf,  there  will  be  some  throats  dry  with  laugh- 
ter. Saved  my  life  by  shooting  a  dog  with  a  bottle  of  Daffy's 
Elixir !  ^ 

**  And  a  bullet  as  well,  Reuben,  though  I  dare  warrant  the 
goaaips  will  soon  contrive  to  leave  that  detail  out  It  is  a 
merey  the  pistol  did  not  burst  But  what  do  you  propose  to 
do  now.  Master  Saxon  ?'* 

**  Why,  to  recover  my  mare  if  it  can  anywise  be  done,**  said 
the  adventurer.  ^^  Though  on  this  vast  moor,  in  the  dark, 
she  will  be  as  difficult  to  find  as  a  Scotchman's  breeches  or 
a  flarorless  line  in  ^  Hudibras/  '* 

"And  Reuben  Lockarby's  steed  can  go  no  farther,**  I  re- 
marked, "  But  do  mine  eyes  deceive  me,  or  is  there  a  glimmer 
of  li|^t  oTer  yonder  ? " 

^  ▲  wiU-o*-the  wisp,**  said  Saxon* 

" '  An  ignis  fatuuM  that  bewitches, 
And  leads  men  into  pools  and  ditches.* 

T0I  I  oonfeas  that  it  bums  steady  and  clear,  as  though  it 
from  lamp,  candle,  rushlight,  lantern,  or  other  human 


« Where  there  is  light  there  is  life,**  cried  Reuben.    ^^Let 
for  it,  and  sec  what  chance  of  shelter  we  may  find 


t 


^  II  oannot  come  from  our  dragoon  friends/*  remarked 
^  A  murrain  on  them !  how  came  they  to  guess 
oharacter;  or  was  it  on  the  score  of  some  insult  to 
Mm  vegbnent  that  that  young  FahnfUhrer  has  sot  them  on  our 
t  If  I  have  him  at  my  swonKs  (>oint  aeain,  he  shall 
moo  off  so  free.  Well,  do  ye  lead  your  horses,  and  we 
azplore  this  lig^it,  since  no  bettor  course  is  o()en  to  us.** 
Fleking  our  way  across  tlie  moor,  we  directed  our  course 
isr  Mm  hrlght  point  which  twinklod  in  the  distance;  and  as 
Vt  advanced  we  hazarded  a  thousand  conjectun*s  as  to  whence 
HaoaU  come.  If  it  were  n  human  dwelling:,  what  sort  of  being 
■Id  it  be  who,  not  content  with  living  in  the  heart  of  this 
had  chosen  a  s(K)t  so  far  removed  from  the  ordinary 
wUch  oroesed  it  ?    The  roadway  was  miles  behind  us,  and 
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it  was  probable  that  no  one  save  those  driven  by  such  a  neces- 
sity as  that  which  had  overtaken  us  would  ever  find  themselves 
in  that  desolate  region.  No  hermit  could  have  desired  an 
abode  more  completely  isolated  from  all  communion  of  his 
kind. 

As  we  approached  we  saw  that  the  light  did  indeed  come 
from  a  small  cottage,  which  was  built  in  a  hollow,  so  as  to  be 
invisible  from  any  quarter  save  that  from  which  we  approached 
it.  In  frout  of  this  humble  dwelling  a  small  patch  of  ground 
had  been  cleared  of  shrub,  and  in  the  centre  of  this  little 
piece  of  sward  our  missing  steed  stood  grazing  at  her  leisure 
upon  the  scanty  herbage.  The  same  light  which  had  attracted 
us  had  doubtless  caught  her  eye,  and  drawn  her  towards  it 
by  hopes  of  oats  and  of  water.  With  a  grunt  of  satisfaction 
Saxon  resumed  possession  of  his  lost  propert}^  and  leading 
her  by  the  bridle,  approached  the  door  of  the  solitary  cottage. 

Strange  Doings  in  the  Boteleb  Dungeon. 

(From  *'  Micah  Clarke.") 

"  Take  down  this  fellow's  statement,"  said  the  duke  to  his 
scrivener.  "  Now,  sirrah,  it  may  not  be  known  to  you  that 
his  gracious  majesty  the  king  hath  conferred  plenary  powers 
upon  me  during  these  troubled  times,  and  that  I  have  his 
warrant  to  deal  with  all  traitors  without  either  jury  or  judge. 
You  do  bear  a  commission,  I  understand,  in  the  rebellious 
body  which  is  here  described  as  Saxon's  regiment  of  Wiltshire 
Foot  ?     Speak  the  truth  for  your  neck's  sake." 

"  I  will  speak  the  truth  for  the  sake  of  something  higher 
than  that,  your  grace,"  I  answered.  "  I  command  a  company 
in  that  regiment." 

"  And  who  is  this  Saxon  ?  " 

"  I  will  answer  all  that  I  may  concerning  myself,*'  said  I, 
"  but  not  a  word  which  may  reflect  upon  others." 

"Ha!"  he  roared,  hot  with  anj^er.  "  Our  pretty  gentleman 
must  needs  stand  upon  the  niceties  of  honor  after  taking  up 
arms  against  his  king.  I  tell  you,  sir,  that  your  honor  is  in 
such  a  parlous  state  already  that  you  may  well  throw  it  over 
and  look  to  your  safety.  The  sun  is  sinking  in  the  west  Ere 
it  set  your  life,  too,  may  have  set  forever." 

"  I  am  the  keeper  of  my  own  honor,  your  grace,**  I  an- 
swered.    "  As  to  my  life,  I  should  not  be  standing  here  this 
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moment  if  I  had  any  great  dread  of  losing  it  It  is  right  that 
I  should  tell  you  that  my  colonel  hath  sworn  to  exact  a  return 
for  any  evil  that  may  befall  me  on  you  or  any  of  your  house- 
bold  who  may  come  into  his  power.  This  I  say,  not  as  a 
threat,  but  as  a  warning,  for  I  know  him  to  be  a  man  who  is 
like  to  be  as  good  as  his  word.** 

^  Your  colonel,  as  you  call  him,  may  find  it  hard  enough 
to  save  himself  soon/'  the  duke  answered,  with  a  sneer.  ^  How 
many  men  hath  Monmouth  with  him  ?  " 

I  smiled  and  shook  my  head. 

''How  shall  we  make  this  traitor  find  bis  tongue?**  be 
asked,  furiously,  turning  to  his  council. 

^1  should  clap  on  the  thumbkins,**  said  one  fierce-faced 
old  soldier. 

^  I  have  known  a  lighted  match  between  the  fingers  work 
wonders/'  another  suggested.  ^Sir  Thomas  Daliell  hath  in 
the  Scottish  war  been  able  to  win  over  several  of  the  most 
stubborn  and  hardened  race,  the  Western  Covenanters^  by  snob 
persuasion." 

^  Sir  Thomas  Dalzell,"  said  a  gray -haired  gentleman,  clad 
in  black  velvet,  ^  bath  studied  the  art  of  war  among  the 
Muscovites,  in  their  barbarous  and  bloody  encounters  with 
the  Turks.  God  forbid  that  we  Christians  of  England  should 
seek  our  examples  among  the  skin-clad  idolaters  of  a  savage 
ODontrv.*' 

^Sir  William  would  like  to  see  war  carried  out  on  tmlv 
eoorteous  principle^,*'  said  the  first  speaker.  ^  A  battle  should 
be  like  a  stately  minuet,  with  no  loss  of  dignity  or  of  etiquette.** 

**  Sir,"  the  other  answered,  hotly,  *^  I  have  been  in  battles 
when  you  were  in  your  baby-linen,  and  I  handled  a  battoon 
when  you  could  scarce  shake  a  rattle.  In  leagner  or  onfall  a 
soldier*s  work  iii  sharp  and  stem,  but  I  say  that  the  use  of 
torture^  which  the  law  of  England  hath  abolished,  should  also 
be  laid  aside  by  the  law  of  nations." 

•*Euouirh,  gentlemen,  enouph!**  cried  the  duke,  seeing 
that  the  dispute  was  like  to  wax  warm.  ^  Your  opinion.  Sir 
William,  hath  much  weight  with  us,  and  yours  also,  Colonel 
Heam.  We  shall  discuss  this  at  arrester  lemrth  in  privacy. 
Halberdiers,  remove  the  prisoner,  and  let  a  clergyman  be  sent 
to  look  to  his  spiritual  needs ! " 

*^ Shall  we  take  him  to  the  strong  room,  jour  grace?** 
•eked  the  captain  of  the  guard. 
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^  No,  to  the  old  Boteler  dungeon,"  he  replied :  and  I  heard 
the  next  name  upon  the  list  called  out,  while  I  was  led 
through  a  side  door  with  a  guard  in  front  and  behind  me. 
We  passed  through  endless  passages  and  corridors,  with 
heayy  step  and  clank  of  arms,  until  we  reached  the  ancient 
wing.  Here,  in  the  comer  turret,  was  a  small  bare  room, 
mouldy  and  damp,  with  a  high,  arched  roof,  and  a  single 
long  slit  in  the  outer  wall  to  admit  light.  A  small  wooden 
couch  and  a  rude  chair  formed  the  whole  of  the  furniture. 
Into  this  I  was  shown  by  the  captain,  who  stationed  a  guard 
at  the  door  and  then  came  in  after  me  and  loosened  my  wrists. 
He  was  a  sad-faced  man,  with  solemn,  sunken  eyes  and  a 
dreary  expression,  which  matched  ill  with  his  bri^t  trappings 
and  gay  sword-knot. 

"  Keep  your  heart  up,  friend,"  said  he,  in  a  hollow  voice. 
^It  is  but  a  choke  and  a  struggle.  A  day  or  two  since  we 
had  the  same  job  to  do,  and  the  man  scarcely  groaned.  Old 
Spender,  the  duke's  marshal,  hath  as  sure  a  trick  of  tying  and 
as  good  judgment  in  arranging  a  drop  as  hath  Dun  of  Tyburn. 
Be  of  good  heart,  therefore,  for  you  shall  not  fall  into  the  hands 
of  a  bungler." 

"  I  would  that  I  could  let  Monmouth  know  that  his  letters 
were  delivered,"  I  exclaimed,  seating  myself  on  the  side  of 
the  bed. 

"  I '  faith,  they  were  delivered.  Had  you  been  the  penny 
postman  of  Mr.  Robert  Murray,  of  whom  we  heard  so  much 
in  London  last  spring,  you  could  not  have  handed  it  in  more 
directly.  Why  did  you  not  talk  the  duke  fair  ?  He  is  a  gra- 
cious nobleman  and  kind  of  heart,  save  when  he  is  thwarted  or 
angered.  Some  little  talk  as  to  the  rebel's  number  and  dis- 
positions might  have  saved  you.'* 

"  I  wonder  that  vou,  as  a  soldier,  should  speak  or  think  of 
such  a  thing  "  said  I,  coldly. 

"Well,  well!  Your  neck  is  your  own.  If  it  pleases  you 
to  take  a  leap  into  nothing  it  were  a  pity  to  thwart  you.  But 
his  grace  commanded  that  you  should  have  the  chaplain.  I 
must  away  to  him." 

"  I  prythee  do  not  bring  him,"  said  T.  "  I  am  one  of  a 
dissenting  stock,  and  I  see  that  there  is  a  Bible  in  yonder 
recess.     No  man  can  aid  me  in  making  my  peace  with  God." 

"It  is  well,"  he  answered,  "for  Dean  Hewby  hath  come 
over  from  Chippenham,  and  he  is  discoursing  with   our  good 
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ehaplain  on  the  need  of  self-denial,  moistening  Us  thrott  the 
while  with  a  flask  of  the  prime  tokay .  At  dinner  I  heard 
him  pnt  up  thanks  for  what  he  was  to  receive  and  in  the  same 
breaUi  ask  the  butler  how  he  dared  to  serve  a  deacon  of  the 
ehuroh  with  a  pullet  without  truffle  dressing.  Bnt  perhaps  jou 
would  desire  Dean  Hewby's  spiritual  help  ?  No  ?  Well,  what 
I  can  do  for  you  in  reason  shall  be  done,  since  yon  will  not  be 
long  upon  our  hands.     Above  all,  keep  a  cheery  heart*** 

He  left  the  cell,  but  presently  unlocked  the  door  and  pushed 
his  dismnl  face  round  the  comer.  ^  1  am  Captain  Sindair,  of 
the  duke^s  household,"  he  said,  ^^  should  you  have  occasion  to 
aak  for  me.  You  had  best  have  spiritual  help,  for  I  do  assure 
you  that  there  hath  been  something  worse  than  either  warder  or 
prisoner  in  this  cell." 

"  What  then  ?  "  I  asked. 

**Why,  marry,  nothing  less  than  the  devil,"  he  answered, 
coming  in  and  closing  the  door.  ^^  It  was  in  this  way,**  he  went 
on,  sinking  his  voice:  ^^Two  years  agone  Hector  Marot,  the 
highwayman,  was  shut  up  in  this  very  Boteler  dungeon*  I  was 
myself  on  guard  in  the  corridor  that  night,  and  saw  the  priaoner 
at  ten  o*cIock  sitting  on  that  bed,  even  as  you  are  now.  At 
twelve  I  had  occasion  to  look  in,  as  my  custom  is,  with  the 
hope  of  cheering  his  lonely  hours,  when  lo,  he  was  gone  I  Tet| 
you  may  well  stare.  Mine  eyes  had  never  been  off  the  door^ 
and  you  can  judge  what  chance  there  was  of  his  getting  throo^^ 
the  windows.  Walls  and  floor  are  both  solid  stone,  which  might 
be  solid  rock  for  the  thickness.  When  I  entered  there  was  a 
plaguy  smell  of  brimstone,  and  the  flame  of  my  lantern  homed 
blue.  Nay  it  is  no  smiling  matter.  If  the  devil  did  not  run 
away  with  Hector  Marot,  pray  who  did  ?  for  sure  I  am  that  no 
angel  of  grace  could  come  to  him  as  to  Peter  of  old.  Perchance 
the  Evil  One  may  desire  a  second  bird  out  of  the  same  cage, 
and  so  I  tell  you  this  that  you  may  be  on  your  guard  against 
his  assaults." 

*♦  Nay,  I  fear  him  not,"  I  answered. 

^  It  is  well,"  croaked  the  captain.  ^  Be  not  east  down!"* 
His  head  vanished,  and  the  key  turned  in  the  creaking  lock. 
So  thick  were  the  walls  that  I  could  hear  no  sound  after  the 
door  was  closed.  Save  for  the  sighing  of  the  wind  in  the 
branches  of  the  trees  outside  the  narrow  window,  all  was  as 
silent  as  the  grave  within  the  dunp^on. 

Thus  left  to  myself,  I  triiMl  to  follow  Captain  Biaolab^ 
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Tice  as  to  the  keeping  up  of  my  heart,  though  his  talk  was  far 
from  being  of  a  cheering  nature.  In  mv  young  days,  more  par- 
ticularly among  the  sectaries  with  whom  I  had  been  brought 
most  in  contact,  a  belief  in  the  occasional  appearance  of  the 
Prince  of  DarknesSy  and  his  interference  in  bodily  form  with 
the  affairs  of  men,  was  widespread  and  unquestioning.  Philos- 
ophers in  their  own  quiet  chambers  may  argue  learnedly 
on  the  absurdity  of  such  things,  but  in  a  dim-lit  dungeon  cut  off 
from  the  world,  with  the  gray  gloaming  creeping  down,  and 
one's  own  fate  hanging  in  the  balance,  it  becomes  a  very  different 
matter.  The  escape,  if  the  captain's  story  were  true,  appeared 
to  border  upon  the  miraculous.  I  examined  the  walls  of  the 
cell  very  carefully.  They  were  formed  of  great  square  stones 
cunningly  fitted  together.  The  thin  slit  or  window  was  cut 
through  the  centr  of  a  single  large  block.  All  over,  as  high 
as  the  hand  could  reach,  the  face  of  the  walls  was  covered  with 
letters  and  legends  cut  by  many  generations  of  captives.  The 
floor  was  composed  of  old  foot- worn  slabs,  firmly  cemented  to- 
gether. The  cLsest  search  failed  to  show  any  hole  or  cranny 
wh^re  a  rat  could  have  escaped,  far  less  a  man. 

It  is  a  very  strange  thing,  my  dears,  to  sit  down  in  cold 
blood,  and  think  that  the  chances  are  that  within  a  few  hours 
your  pulses  will  have  given  their  last  throb,  and  your  soul  have 
sped  away  upon  its  final  errand.  Strange  and  very  awesome ! 
The  man  who  rideth  down  into  the  press  of  the  battle  with  bis 
jaw  set  and  his  grip  '  iglit  upon  rein  and  sword-hilt  cannot  feel 
this,  for  the  human  mind  i.  such  that  one  emotion  will  ever  push 
out  another.  Neither  can  the  man  who  draws  slow  and  catch- 
ing breaths  upon  the  bed  of  deadly  sickness  be  said  to  have  ex- 
perience of  i  ,  for  the  mind  weakened  with  disease  can  but 
submit  without  examining  too  closely  that  which  it  submits  to. 
When,  however,  a  young  and  hale  man  sits  alone  in  quiet  and 
sees  present  death  hanging  over  him,  he  hath  such  food  for 
thought  that,  should  he  survive  and  live  to  be  gray-headed,  his 
whole  life  will  be  marked  and  altered  by  those  solemn  hours,  as 
a  stream  is  changed  in  its  course  by  some  rough  bank  against 
which  it  hath  struck.  Every  little  fault  and  blemish  stands  out 
clear  in  the  presence  of  death,  as  the  dust  specks  appear  when 
the  sunbeam  shines  into  the  darkened  room.  I  noted  them  then, 
and  I  have,  I  trust,  noted  them  ever  since. 

I  was  seated  with  my  head  bowed  upon  my  breast,  deeply 
buried  in  this  solemn  train  of  thoughts,  when  1  was  startled  by 
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hearing  a  sharp  click,  such  as  a  man  might  gire  who  wished  to 
attract  attention.  I  sprang  to  my  feet  and  gazed  romid  in  the 
gathering  gloom  without  being  able  to  tell  whence  it  came. 
1  had  well-nigh  persuaded  myself  that  my  senses  had  deceived 
me,  when  the  sound  was  repeated  louder  than  before,  and  cast- 
ing my  eye  upwards  I  saw  a  face  peering  in  at  me  through  the 
slit,  or  a  part  of  a  face  rather,  for  I  could  but  see  the  eyes  and 
comer  of  the  cheek.  Standing  on  my  chair  I  made  out  that  it 
was  none  other  than  the  farmer  who  had  been  my  companion 
upon  the  road. 

^  Hush,  lad !  ^  he  whispered,  with  a  warning  forefinger 
pushed  through  the  narrow  crack.  ^*  Speak  low,  or  the  guard 
may  chance  to  hear.     What  can  I  do  for  you  ?  " 

^  How  did  you  come  to  know  where  I  was  ? "  I  asked,  in 
astonishment. 

^  Whoy,  mun,"  he  answered,  '*  I  know  as  much  of  this  'ere 
house  as  Beaufort  does  himsel*.  Afore  Badminton  was  built, 
me  and  my  brothers  has  spent  many  a  day  in  climbing  over  the 
old  Boteler  tower.  It's  not  the  first  time  that  I  have  spoke 
through  this  window.     But,  quick  ;  what  can  I  do  for  you  ?** 

^  1  am  much  beholden  to  you,  sir,*'  I  answered,  ^^  but  I  fear 
that  there  is  no  help  which  you  can  give  me,  unless,  indeed,  yon 
could  convey  news  to  my  friends  in  the  army  of  what  hath  be> 
fallen  me." 

^  I  might  do  that/'  whispered  Farmer  Brown.  ^  Hark  ye  in 
your  ear,  lad,  what  I  never  breathed  to  man  yet.  Mine  own 
conscience  pricks  me  at  times  over  this  bolstering  up  of  a  Papist 
to  rule  over  a  Protestant  nation.  Let  like  rule  like,  sav  I.  At 
the  'lections  I  rode  to  Sudbury,  and  I  put  in  my  vote  for  Maister 
Evans,  of  Turnford,  who  was  in  favor  o'  the  Exclusionists. 
Sure  enough,  if  that  same  bill  had  been  carried,  the  duke  would 
be  sitting  on  his  father^s  throne.  The  law  would  have  said  yes. 
Now,  it  says  nay.  A  wonderful  thing  is  the  law,  with  its  yea, 
yea,  and  nay,  nay,  like  Barclay,  the  Quaker  man,  that  came 
down  here  in  a  leather  suit,  and  ca'd  the  parson  a  steepleman. 
There's  the  law.  It's  no  use  shootin'  at  it,  or  passin*  pikes 
through  it,  no,  nor  chargin'  at  it  wi*  a  troop  of  horses.  If  it 
begins  by  saying  nay,  it  will  say  nay  to  the  end  of  the  chapter. 
Te  might  as  well  fight  wi*  the  book  o'  Genesis.  Let  Monmouth 
get  the  law  changed,  nnd  it  will  do  more  for  him  than  all  the 
dukes  in  England.  For  all  that,  he  's  a  Protestant,  and  I  would 
do  what  1  might  to  serve  him.^ 
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^  There  is  a  Captain  Lockarbj,  who  is  serving  in  Colonel 
Saxon's  regiment,  in  Monmouth^s  army,"  said  I.  ^^  Should  things 
go  wrong  with  me,  I  would  take  it  as  a  great  kindness  if  you 
would  bear  him  my  love,  and  ask  him  to  break  it  gently,  by  word 
or  by  letter,  to  those  at  Havant.  If  I  were  sure  that  this  would 
be  done,  it  would  be  a  great  ease  to  my  mind." 

^  It  shall  be  done,  lad,"  said  the  good  farmer.  *^  I  shall  send 
my  best  man  and  fleetest  horse  this  very  night,  that  they  may 
know  the  straits  in  which  you  are.  I  have  a  file  here  if  it  would 
help  you." 

^^Nay,"  I  answered,  ^^  human  aid  can  do  little  to  help  me 
here."  • 

^^  There  used  to  be  a  hole  in  the  roof.  Look  up  and  see  if 
you  can  see  aught  of  it." 

^^  It  arches  high  above  my  head,"  I  answered  looking  up- 
wards; ^^but  there  is  no  sign  of  any  opening." 

"  There  was  one,"  he  repeated.  "  My  brother  Roger  hath 
swung  himself  down  wi'  a  rope.  In  the  old  time  the  prisoners 
were  put  in  so,  like  Joseph  into  the  pit.  The  door  is  but  a  new 
thing." 

"  Hole  or  no  hole,  it  cannot  help  me,"  I  answered.  **  I  have 
no  means  of  climbing  to  it.  Do  not  wait  longer,  kind  friend,  or 
you  may  find  yourself  in  trouble." 

"  Good-bye,  then,  my  brave  heart,"  he  whispered,  and  the 
honest  gray  eye  and  corner  of  ruddy  cheek  disappeared  from  the 
casement.  Many  a  time  during  the  course  of  the  long  evening 
I  glanced  up  with  some  wild  hope  that  he  might  return,  and 
every  creak  of  the  branches  outside  brought  me  on  to  the  chair, 
but  it  was  the  last  that  I  saw  of  Farmer  Brown. 

This  kindly  visit,  short  as  it  was,  relieved  my  mind  greatly, 
for  I  had  a  trusty  man's  word  that,  come  what  might,  my  friends 
should,  at  least  have  some  news  of  my  fate.  It  was  now  quite 
dark,  and  I  was  pacing  up  and  down  the  little  chamber,  when 
the  key  turned  in  the  door,  and  the  captain  entered  with  a  rush- 
light and  a  great  bowl  of  bread  and  milk. 

"  Here  is  your  supper,  friend,"  said  he.  "  Take  it  down, 
appetite  or  no,  for  it  will  give  you  strength  to  play  the  man  at 
the  time  ye  wot  of.  They  say  it  was  beautiful  to  see  my  Lord 
Russell  die  upon  Tower  Hill.  Be  of  good  cheer !  Folk  may  say 
as  much  of  you.  His  grace  is  in  a  terrible  way.  He  walketh 
up  and  down,  and  biteth  his  lips,  and  clencheth  his  hands  like 
one  who  can  scarce  contain  his  wrath.  It  may  not  be  against 
you,  but  I  know  not  what  else  can  have  angered  him." 
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I  made  no  answer  to  this  Job^s  comforter,  so  be  pretenUj 
left  me,  placing  the  bowl  upon  tho  chair  with  the  rushlight 
beside  it.  I  finished  the  food,  and,  feieling  the  better  for  it, 
stretched  myself  upon  the  couch  and  fell  into  a  heavy  and 
dreamless  sleep.  This  may  have  lasted  three  or  four  hours, 
when  I  was  suddenly  awakened  by  a  sound  like  the  creaking  of 
hinges.  Sitting  up  on  the  pallet,  I  gazed  around  me.  The 
rushlight  had  burned  out,  and  the  cell  was  impeuetrably  dark. 
A  grayish  glimmer  at  one  end  showed  dimly  the  position  of  the 
aperture,  but  all  else  was  thick  and  black.  I  strained  my  ears, 
but  no  further  sound  fell  upon  them«  Yet  I  was  certain  that  I 
had  not  been  deceived  and  that  the  noise  which  had  aroused  me 
was  within  my  very  chamlier.  I  rose  and  felt  my  way  slowly 
round  the  room,  passing  my  hand  over  the  walls  and  door. 
Then  I  paced  backwards  and  forwards  to  test  the  flooring. 
Neither  around  me  nor  beneath  me  was  there  any  change. 
Whence  did  the  sound  come  from,  then  ?  I  sat  down  upon  the 
side  of  the  bed  and  waited  patiently  in  the  hope  of  hearing  it 
once  again. 

Presently  it  was  repeated,  a  low  groaning  and  creaking;  as 
though  a  door  or  shutter  lon^  disused  was  being  slowly  and 
stealthily  opened.  At  the  same  time  a  dull  yellow  light 
streamed  down  from  above,  issuing  from  a  thin  slit  in  the 
centre  of  the  arched  roof  above  me.  Slowly  as  I  watched  it, 
this  slit  widened  and  extended,  as  if  a  sliding  panel  were  being 
palled  out,  until  a  good  siztMl  hole  was  left,  through  which  I 
saw  a  head,  looking  down  at  me,  outlined  against  the  misty 
light  behind  it  The  knottt^l  rnd  of  a  ro|>e  was  passed  throng 
this  aperture,  and  came  danirling  down  to  the  dungeon  floor. 
It  was  a  gocMl  stout  piece  of  honip,  strong  enough  to  bear  the 
weight  of  a  heavy  man,  aiid  I  found,  u|K)n  pulling  at  it,  that  it 
was  firmly  secun^d  above.  Clearly  it  was  the  desire  of  my 
onknown  benefactor  that  I  should  asrend  by  it,  so  I  went  up 
hand  over  hand,  and  after  sonie  diflieulty  in  S4|ueezing  my 
shoulders  through  the  hole  I  succeeded  in  reaching  the  room 
above.  While  I  was  still  rnbhinjr  mv  eves  after  the  sudden 
chanire  from  darknens  into  liirht,  the  ro|)e  was  swiftly  whisked 
op  and  the  slidini?  shutter  cIo8«m1  once  more.  To  those  who 
were  not  in  the  Heen^t  there  was  nothing  to  throw  light  upon 
my  di8a|>|)eaninre. 

I  found  myself  in  the  presence  of  a  stout,  short  man  clad  in 
a  rude  jerkin  and  leather  breeches,  which  gave  him  somewhat 
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tiie  appearance  of  a  groom.  He  wore  a  broad  felt  hat  drawn 
down  very  low  over  his  eyes,  while  the  lower  part  of  his  face 
was  swathed  round  with  a  broad  cravat  In  his  hand  he  bore  a 
horn  lantern,  by  the  light  of  which  I  saw  that  the  room  in 
which  we  were  was  of  the  same  size  as  the  dungeon  beneath, 
and  differed  from  it  only  in  having  a  broad  casement  which 
looked  out  upon  the  park.  There  was  no  furniture  in  the 
chamber,  but  a  great  beam  ran  across  it,  to  which  the  rope  had 
been  fastened  by  which  I  ascended. 

"Speak  low,  friend,"  said  the  stranger.  "The  walls 
are  thick,  and  the  doors  are  close,  yet  I  would  not  have 
your  guardians  know  by  what  means  yon  have  been  spirited 
away. " 

"Truly,  sir,-'  I  answered,  "I  can  scarce  credit  that  it  is 
other  than  a  dream.  It  is  wondrous  that  my  dungeon  should 
be  so  easily  broken  into,  and  more  wondrous  still  that  I  should 
find  a  friend  who  would  be  willing  to  risk  so  much  for  my 
sake. " 

"  Look  there ! "  quoth  he,  holding  down  his  lantern  so  as  to 
cast  its  light  on  the  part  of  the  floor  where  the  panel  was  fitted. 
"Can  you  not  see  how  old  and  crumbled  is  the  stone-work 
which  surrounds  it  ?  This  opening  in  the  roof  is  as  old  as  the 
dungeon  itself,  and  older  far  than  the  door  by  which  you  were 
led  into  it.  For  this  was  one  of  those  bottle-shaped  cells  or 
oubliettes  which  hard  men  of  old  devised  for  the  safe  keeping 
of  their  captives.  Once  lowered  through  this  hole  into  the 
stone-girt  pit  a  man  might  eat  his  heart  out,  for  his  fate  was 
sealed.  Yet  you  see  that  the  very  device  which  once  hindered 
escape  has  now  brought  freedom  within  your  reach." 

"Thanks  to  your  clemency,  your  grace,"  I  answered,  looking 
keenly  at  my  companioi. 

"Now  out  on  these  disguises!"  he  cried,  peevishly  pushing 
back  the  broad-edged  hat  and  disclosing,  as  I  expected,  the 
features  of  the  duke.  "Even  a  blunt  soldier  lad  can  see 
through  my  attempts  at  concealment.  I  fear,  captain,  that  I 
should  make  a  bad  plotter,  for  my  nature  is  as  open  —  well  as 
thine  is.     I  cannot  better  the  simile." 

"Your  grace's  voice  once  heard  is  not  easily  forgot,"  said  L 

"Especially  when  it  talks  of  hemp  and  dungeons,"  he  an- 
swered with  a  smile.  "  But  if  I  clapped  you  into  prison  you 
must  confess  that  I  have  made  you  amends  by  pulling  you  out 
again  at  the  end  of  my  line  like  a  minnow  out  of  a  bottle.     But 
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liow  came  70a  to  deliver  such  pitpert  in  the  presence  of  my 
council  r  "* 

^1  did  what  I  could  to  deliver  tbem  in  private,^  said  I9  "I 
•ant  jou  a  message  to  that  effect " 

^It  is  true/'  ho  answered,  ^but  such  messages  come  in  to 
me  from  every  soldier  who  wishes  to  sell  his  sword,  and  everj 
inventor  who  hath  a  long  tongue  and  a  short  purse.  How  could 
I  tell  that  the  matter  was  of  real  import  ?  *' 

^  I  feared  to  let  the  chance  slip,  lest  it  might  never  return,** 
said  L  ^  I  hear  that  jrour  grace  hath  little  leisure  during  these 
times." 

'^I  cannot  blame  jou/'  he  answered,  pacing  up  and  dowb 
the  room.  ^But  it  wa8  untoward.  1  might  have  hid  the 
despatches,  yet  it  would  have  roused  suspicions.  Your  errand 
would  have  leaked  out.  There  are  many  who  envy  my  lofty 
fortunes,  and  who  would  seize  upon  a  chance  of  injuring  ma 
with  King  James.  Sunderland  or  Somers  would,  either  of 
them,  blow  the  least  rumor  into  a  flame  which  might  prove 
unquenchable.  There  was  nought  for  it,  therefore,  but  to  show 
the  papers  and  to  turn  a  harsh  face  on  the  messenger.  The 
most  venomous  tongue  could  not  find  fault  in  my  conducts 
What  course  would  you  have  advised  under  such  circufl> 
stances  ?  " 

"The  most  direct,*'  I  answered. 

**Aye,  aye,  Sir  Honesty.  Public  men  have,  however,  to 
pick  their  steps  as  l>e8t  they  may,  for  the  straight  path  would 
lead  too  often  to  the  clifT-edge.  The  Tower  would  be  too 
■canty  for  its  guests  were  we  all  to  wear  our  hearts  upon  our 
sleeves.  But  to  you  in  this  privacy  I  can  tell  my  real  thoughts 
without  fear  of  betrayal  or  misconstruction.  On  paper  I  will 
not  write  one  word.  Your  memory  must  be  the  sheet  which 
bears  my  answer  to  Monmouth.  And  first  of  all,  erase  from  it 
all  that  you  have  heard  me  say  in  the  council-room.  Let  it  be 
as  thou«;h  it  never  were  spok«'n.     Is  that  done  ?  ** 

^  I  understand  that  it  did  not  really  represent  your  grace *■ 
thoughts. " 

"Very  far  from  it,  captain.  But  prythee  tell  me  what 
expectation  of  success  is  there  amon^  the  rebels  themselves? 
You  must  have  heard  your  colonel  and  others  discuss  the  ques* 
tion  or  noted  by  their  liearini;  which  way  their  thoughts  lay. 
Have  they  \iooil  hopes  of  holding  out  against  the  king*! 
troops  ?  ••  * 
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^They  have  met  with  nought  but  success  hitherto/'  I 
answered. 

^  Against  the  militia.  But  they  will  find  it  another  thing 
when  they  have  trained  troops  to  deal  with.  And  yet  —  and 
yet! —  one  thing  I  know,  that  any  defeat  of  Feversham's  army 
would  cause  a  general  rising  throughout  the  country.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  king's  party  are  active.  Every  post  brings 
news  of  some  fresh  levy.  Albemarle  still  holds  the  militia 
together  in  the  west  The  Earl  of  Pembroke  is  in  Wiltshire. 
Lord  Lumley  is  moving  from  the  east  with  the  Sussex  forces. 
The  Earl  of  Abingdon  is  up  in  Oxfordshire.  At  the  university 
the  caps  and  gowns  are  all  turning  into  head-pieces  and  steel 
fronts.  James's  Dutch  regiments  have  sailed  from  Amster- 
dam. Yet  Monmouth  hath  gained  two  fights,  and  why  not  a 
third  ?  They  are  troubled  waters  —  troubled  waters ! "  The 
duke  paced  backward  and  forward  with  brows  drawn  down, 
muttering  all  this  to  himself  rather  than  to  me,  and  shaking 
his  head  like  one  in  the  sorest  perplexity. 

"I  would  have  you  tell  Monmouth,"  he  said  at  last,  "that  I 
thank  him  for  the  papers  which  he  hath  sent  me,  and  that  I 
will  duly  read  and  weigh  them.  Tell  him  also  that  I  wish  him 
well  in  his  enterprise,  and  would  help  him  were  it  not  that  I 
am  hemmed  in  by  those  who  watch  me  closely,  and  who  would 
denounce  me  were  I  to  show  my  true  thoughts.  Tell  him  that, 
should  he  move  his  army  into  these  parts,  I  may  then  openly 
declare  myself ;  but  to  do  so  now  would  be  to  ruin  the  fortunes 
of  my  house  without  in  any  way  helping  him.  Can  you  bear 
him  that  message  ?  " 

"  I  shall  do  so,  your  grace. " 

"Tell  me,"  he  asked,  "how  doth  Monmouth  bear  himself  in 
this  enterprise  ?  " 

"Like  a  wise  and  gallant  leader,"  I  answered. 

"Strange,"  he  murmured;  "it  was  ever  the  jest  at  court 
that  he  had  scarce  energy  or  constancy  enough  to  Bnish  a  game 
of  ball,  but  would  ever  throw  his  racquet  down  ere  the  winning- 
point  was  scored.  His  plans  were  like  a  weather-vane,  altered 
by  every  breeze.  He  was  constant  only  in  his  inconstancy. 
It  is  true  that  he  led  the  king's  troops  in  Scotland,  but  all  men 
knew  that  Dundee  and  Dalzell  were  the  real  conquerors  at  Both- 
well  Bridge.  Methinks  he  resembles  that  Brutus  in  Roman 
history  who  feigned  weakness  of  mind  as  a  cover  to  his 
ambition." 
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The  duke  was  once  again  conversing  with  himself  rather 
than  with  me,  so  that  I  made  no  remark,  save  to  observe. that 
Monmouth  had  won  the  hearts  of  the  lower  people. 

"There  lies  his  strength,"  said  Beaufort  **The  blood  of 
his  mother  runs  in  his  veins.  lie  doth  not  think  it  beneath 
him  to  shake  the  dirty  paw  of  Jerry  the  tinker  or  to  run  a  race 
against  a  bumpkin  on  the  villa^^e  green.  Well,  events  have 
shown  that  he  hath  been  ri^ht.  These  same  bumpkins  have 
stood  hj  him  when  nobler  friends  have  held  aloof.  I  would  I 
could  see  into  the  future.  But  you  have  my  message,  captain, 
and  I  trust  that,  if  you  change  it  in  the  delivery,  it  will  be  in 
the  direction  of  greater  warmth  and  kindliness.  It  is  time 
now  that  you  depart,  for  witliin  three  hours  the  guard  is 
changed,  and  your  escape  will  be  discovered." 

**  But  how  depart  ?  "  I  asked. 

"Tlirough  here,**  he  answered,  pushing  open  the  casement 
and  sliding  the  rope  along  the  beam  in  that  direction.  ''The 
rope  may  be  a  foot  or  two  short,  but  you  have  extra  inches  to 
make  matters  even.  When  you  have  reached  the  ground,  take 
the  gravel  path  which  turns  to  the  right,  and  follow  it  until  it 
leads  you  to  the  high  trees  which  skirt  the  park.  The  seventh 
of  these  hath  a  bough  which  shoots  over  the  boundary  walL 
Climb  along  the  bough,  drop  over  upon  the  other  side,  and 
you  will  find  my  own  valet  waiting  with  your  horse.  Up  with 
700,  and  ride,  haste,  haste,  {Hist  haste  for  the  south.  By  mom 
you  should  be  well  out  of  danger's  way." 

•*  Mv  sword  ?  "  I  asked. 

**  All  your  property  is  there.  Tell  Monmouth  what  I  have 
•aid,  and  let  him  know  that  I  have  used  you  as  kindly  as  was 
possible. " 

"  But  what  will  your  grace's  council  say  when  they  find  that 
I  am  gone  ?  "  I  asked. 

**  Pshaw,  man  !  Never  fret  about  that !  I  will  off  to  Bristol 
at  daybreak,  and  give  my  council  enough  to  think  of  without 
their  having  time  to  devote  to  your  fate.  The  soldiers  will 
but  have  another  instance  of  the  working  of  the  Father  of  evil, 
who  hath  long  Ix^en  thought  te  have  a  weakness  for  that  cell 
beneath  us.  Faith,  if  all  we  hear  be  true,  there  have  been 
horrors  enough  acted  there  to  call  up  every  devil  out  of  the  pit 
Hot  time  prenses.  Gently  through  the  casement!  Sot  Re- 
liieml>er  the  message.*^ 

^ Adieu,  your  grace!''  I  answeretl,  and,  seizing  the  rope. 
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slipped  rapidly  and  noiselessly  to  the  ground,  upon  which  he 
drew  it  up  and  closed  the  casement  As  I  looked  round  my 
eye  fell  upon  the  dark,  narrow  slit  which  opened  into  my  cell, 
and  through  which  honest  Farmer  Brown  had  held  converse 
with  me.  Half  an  hour  ago  I  had  been  stretched  upon  the 
prison  pallet  without  a  hope  or  a  thought  of  escape.  Now  I 
was  out  in  the  open,  with  no  hand  to  stay  me,  breathing  the 
air  of  freedom,  with  the  prison  and  the  gallows  cast  off  from 
me,  as  the  waking  man  casts  off  his  evil  dreams.  Such 
changes  shake  a  man's  soul,  my  children.  The  heart  that  can 
steel  itself  against  death  is  softened  by  the  assurance  of  safety. 
So  I  have  known  a  worthy  trader  bear  up  manfully  when  con- 
vinced that  his  fortunes  had  been  engulfed  in  the  ocean,  but 
lose  all  philosophy  on  finding  that  the  alarm  was  false,  and 
that  they  had  come  safely  through  the  danger.  For  my  own 
part,  believing  as  I  do  that  there  is  nothing  of  chance  in  the 
affairs  of  this  world,  I  felt  that  I  had  been  exposed  to  this  trial 
in  order  to  dispose  me  to  serious  thought,  and  that  I  had  been 
saved  that  I  might  put  those  thoughts  into  effect.  As  an 
earnest  of  my  endeavor  to  do  so  I  knelt  down  on  the  green 
sward,  in  the  shadow  of  the  Boteler  turret,  and  I  prayed  that  I 
might  come  to  be  of  use  on  the  earth,  and  that  I  might  be 
helped  to  rise  above  my  own  wants  and  interests,  to  aid  for- 
ward whatever  of  good  or  noble  might  be  stirring  in  my  days. 
It  is  well-nigh  fifty  years,  my  dears,  since  I  bowed  my  spirit 
before  the  Great  Unknown  in  the  moon-tinted  park  of  Badmin- 
ton, but  I  can  truly  say  that  from  that  day  to  this  the  aims 
which  I  laid  down  for  myself  have  served  me  as  a  compass  over 
the  dark  waters  of  life  —  a  compass  which  I  may  perchance  not 
always  follow  —  for  flesh  is  weak  and  frail,  but  which  hath,  at 
least,  been  ever  present,  that  1  might  turn  to  it  in  seasons  of 
doubt  and  of  danger. 

The  path  to  the  right  led  through  groves  and  past  carp 
ponds  for  a  mile  or  more,  until  I  reached  the  line  of  trees 
which  skirted  the  boundary  wall.  Not  a  living  thing  did  I  see 
upon  my  way,  save  a  herd  of  fallow-deer,  which  scudded  away 
like  swift  shadows  through  the  shimmering  moonshine.  Look- 
ing back,  the  hicrh  turrets  and  gables  of  the  Boteler  wing  stood 
out,  dark  and  threatening,  aprainst  the  starlit  sky.  Having 
reached  the  seventh  tree,  I  clambered  along  the  projecting 
bough  which  shot  over  the  park  wall,  and  dropped  down  upon 
the  other  side,  where  1  found  my  good  old  dapple-gray  awaiting 
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mo  in  tho  charge  of  a  groom.  Springing  to  mj  saddle,  I 
■trapped  mj  sword  once  more  to  my  side,  and  galloped  off|  as 
fast  as  tho  four  willing  feet  could  carry  me,  on  my  return 
journey. 

All  that  night  I  rode  hard,  without  drawing  bridle,  through 
sleeping  hamlets,  by  moon-bathed  farmhouses,  past  shining, 
stealthy  rivers,  and  over  birch-clad  hills.  When  the  eastern 
sky  deepened  from  pink  into  scarlet,  and  the  great  sun  pushed 
his  rim  over  the  blue  North  Somerset  hills,  I  was  already  far 
upon  my  journey.  It  was  a  Sabbath  morning,  and  from  every 
Tillage  rose  the  sweet  tinkling  and  calling  of  the  bells.  I  bore 
no  dangerous  pa|>ors  with  me  now,  and  might,  therefore,  be 
more  careless  as  to  my  route.  At  one  point  I  was  questioned 
by  a  keen-eyed  toll -keeper  as  to  whence  I  came,  but  my  reply 
that  I  was  riding  direct  from  his  grace  of  Peaufort  put  an  end 
to  his  suspicions.  Farther  down,  near  Axbridge,  I  overtook 
a  g^razier  who  was  jogging  into  Wells  upon  his  sleek  cob. 
With  him  I  rode  for  some  time,  and  learned  that  the  whole  of 
North  Somerset,  as  well  as  South,  was  now  in  open  revolt,  and 
that  Wells,  Shepton  Mallet,  and  Glastonbury  were  held  by 
armed  volunteers  for  King  Monmouth.  The  royal  forces  had 
all  retired  west  or  east  until  help  should  come.  As  I  rode 
through  the  villages  I  marked  the  blue  flag  upon  the  church 
towers,  and  the  rustics  drilling  u|>on  the  green,  without  any  sign 
of  trooper  or  dragoon  to  uphold  the  authority  of  the  Stuarts. 

My  road  lay  through  Shepton  Mallet,  Piper's  Inn,  Bridge* 
water,  and  North  Petherton,  until  in  the  cool  of  the  evening  I 
pulled  up  my  weary  horso  at  the  Cross  Hands,  and  saw  the 
towers  of  Taunton  in  the  valley  beneath  mc.  A  flagon  of  beer 
for  the  rider,  and  a  sieveful  of  oats  for  the  steed,  put  fresh 
mettle  into  both  of  us,  and  we  were  jogging  on  our  way  once 
more,  when  there  came  galloping  down  tho  side  of  the  hill 
about  forty  cavaliers,  as  hard  as  their  horses  could  carry  them. 
So  wild  was  thoir  riding  that  I  pulled  up,  uncertain  whether 
they  were  friend  or  foe,  until,  as  tliey  came  whirling  towards 
me,  I  recognized  that  the  two  officers  who  hmIc  in  front  of  them 

were  none  other  than  Keulx^n  Lockarbv  and  Sir  Gervas  Jerome. 

* 

At  the  sight  of  me  they  flung  up  their  hands,  and  Reuben  shot 
on  to  his  horse's  neck,  where  he  sat  for  a  moment  astride  of  tho 
mane,  until  the  brute  tossed  him  hack  into  the  saddle. 

""It's  Micah!  It's  Mioah!"  he  gasfx^d.  with  his  mouth 
open  and  the  tears  hopping  down  his  honest  face. 

TOL.  Til. —SI 
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"Odd's  pitikins,  man!  how  did  you  come  here  ? '*  asked  Sir 
Gtervas,  poking  me  with  his  forefinger  as  though  to  see  if  I 
were  really  of  flesh  and  hlood.  "  We  were  leading  a  forlorn  of 
horse  into  Beaufort's  country  to  beat  him  up,  and  to  burn  his 
line  house  about  his  ears  if  you  had  come  to  harm.  There  has 
just  come  a  groom  from  some  farmer  in  those  parts  who  hath 
brought  us  news  that  you  were  under  sentence  of  death,  on 
which  I  came  away  with  my  wig  half  frizzled,  and  found  that 
friend  Lockarby  had  leave  from  Lord  Grey  to  go  north  with 
these  troopers.     But  how  have  you  fared  ?  " 

"Well  and  ill/'  I  answered,  wringing  their  kindly  hands. 
"I  had  not  thought  last  night  to  see  another  sunrise,  and  yet 
ye  see  that  I  am  here  sound  in  life  and  limb.  But  all  these 
things  will  take  some  time  in  the  telling." 

"Aye,  and  King  Monmouth  will  be  on  thorns  to  see  yon. 
Right  about,  my  lads,  and  back  for  the  camp.  Never  was 
errand  so  rapidly  and  happily  finished  as  this  of  ours.  It 
would  have  fared  ill  with  Badminton  had  you  been  hurt" 

The  troopers  turned  their  horses,  and  trotted  slowly  back  to 
Taunton,  while  I  rode  behind  them  between  my  two  faithful 
friends,  hearing  from  them  all  that  had  occurred  in  my 
absence,  and  telling  ray  own  adventures  in  return.  The  night 
had  fallen  ere  we  rode  through  the  gates,  where  I  handed 
Covenant  over  to  the  mayor's  groom,  and  went  direct  to  the 
castle  to  deliver  an  account  of  my  mission. 

The  Swordsman  with  the  Brown  Jacket. 

(From  "  Micah  Clarke.") 

The  sergeant,  who  was  a  great,  raw-boned  west-countryman, 
pushed  the  gate  open,  and  we  were  advancing  up  the  winding 
pathway,  when  a  stream  of  yellow  light  flooded  out  from  a  sud- 
denly opened  door,  and  we  saw  a  dark,  squat  figure  dart  through 
it  into  the  inside  of  the  house.  At  the  same  moment  there  rose 
up  a  babel  of  sounds,  followed  by  two  pistol  shots,  and  a  roaring, 
gasping  hubbub,  with  clash  of  swords  and  storm  of  oaths.  At 
tliis  sudden  uproar  we  all  three  ran  at  our  topmost  speed  up  the 
pathway  and  peered  in  through  the  open  door,  where  we  saw  a 
scene  such  as  I  shall  never  forcret  while  this  old  memory  of  mine 
can  conjure  up  any  picture  of  the  past. 

The  room  was  large  and  lofty,  with  lonjr  rows  of  hams  and 
salted   meats  dangling  from  the  smoke-browned  rafters,  as  is 
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Qftoal  in  Somersetshire  farinhou8(*8  A  hiirh  black  clock 
in  a  corner,  and  a  rude  table,  with  phites  and  di^heA  laid  out  as 
for  a  meal,  stood  in  the  centre.  Uight  in  front  of  the  door  a 
great  fire  of  wood  fagots  was  blazing,  and  before  this,  to  our 
unutterable  horror,  there  hung  a  man  head  downwards,  sus- 
pended by  a  rope  which  was  knotted  round  his  ankles,  and 
which,  passing  over  a  hook  in  a  beam,  had  been  made  fast  to  a 
ring  in  the  floor.  The  struggles  of  this  unhappy  man  had  caused 
the  rope  to  whirl  round,  so  that  he  was  spinning  in  front  of  the 
blaze  like  a  joint  of  meat.  Across  the  threshold  lay  a  woman, 
the  one  whose  cries  had  attracted  us,  but  her  rigid  face  and 
twisted  body  showed  that  our  aid  had  come  too  late  to  save  her 
from  the  fate  which  she  had  seen  ini|>ending.  Close  by  her  two 
swarthy  dragoons  in  the  glaring  red  coats  of  the  royal  army  lay 
stretched  across  each  other  upon  the  floor,  dark  and  scowling 
even  in  death.  In  the  centre  of  the  room  two  other  dragoons 
were  cutting  and  stabliin^  with  their  broadswords  at  a  thick, 
short,  heavy-shouldered  man,  clad  in  coarse  brown  kersey  stufiT, 
who  sprang  about  among  the  chairs  and  round  the  table  with  a 
long,  imsket-hilted  rapier  in  his  hand,  parrying  or  dmlging  their 
blows  with  wonderful  adroitness,  and  every  now  and  then  putting 
in  a  thrust  in  return.  Hard  pressed  as  he  was.  his  set.  resolute 
face,  firm  mouth,  and  briL'ht,  wril  o|>ened  eyes  s|K)ke  of  a  bold 
spirit  within,  while  the  blood  whirli  drip{>ed  fn>m  the  sleeve  of 
one  of  his  opponents  prove<l  that  the  contest  was  not  so  unequal 
as  it  might  ap|H'ar.  Kvrn  as  we  gazed  he  sprang  back  to  avoid 
a  fierce  rush  of  the  furious  soldiers,  and.  by  a  quick,  sharp  side 
stroke,  he  severed  the  ro|H»  by  which  the  victim  was  hung.  The 
body  fell  with  a  heavy  tlnni  upon  the  brick  floor,  while  the  little 
swordsman  danced  ofT  in  a  monn^nt  into  another  quarter  of  the 
room,  still  stopping  or  avoidintr  with  the  utmost  ease  and  skill 
the  shower  of  blows  which  rained  upon  him. 

This  strange  scene  held  us  8(>ellbound  for  a  few  seconds, 
hut  there  was  no  time  for  delay,  for  a  slip  or  trip  would  prove 
fatal  to  the  gallant  stranger.  Rushintr  into  the  chamber,  sword 
in  b^nd,  we  fell  u[Mm  the  dragoons,  who,  outnumliered  as  they 
were,  backed  into  a  corner  an<l  struck  out  fiercely,  knowing 
tliat  tliey  need  ex|H'ct  no  mercy  after  the  devil's  work  in  which 
they  bad  been  engagi'd.  Ilolloway,  our  sergeant  of  horse,  springs 
ing  furiously  in.  laid  himsi'lf  o|M>n  to  a  thrust  which  stretched 
him  dead  U|)on  the  L'rr»und.  Krforo  the  drago^m  could  disengage 
bis  weapon.  Sir  (lervas  cut  him  down,  while  at  the  same  moment 
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(be  stranger  got  past  the  guard  of  his  antagonist,  and  wounded 
him  mortally  in  the  throat.  Of  the  four  red-coats  not  one  es- 
caped alive,  while  the  bodies  of  our  sergeant  and  of  the  old 
couple  who  had  been  the  first  victims  increased  the  horror  of 
the  scene. 

"  Poor  Holloway  is  gone,'*  said  I,  placing  my  hand  over  his 
heart.    ^'  Who  ever  saw  such  a  shambles  ?    I  feel  sick  and  ilL" 

^^  Here  is  eau  de  vie^  if  I  mistake  not,**  cried  the  stranger, 
clambering  up  on  a  chair  and  reaching  a  bottle  from  the  shelf. 
^^  Good,  too,  by  the  smell.  Take  a  sup,  for  you  are  as  white  as 
a  new-bleached  sheet." 

^'  Honest  warfare  I  can  abide,  but  scenes  like  this  make  my 
blood  run  cold,"  I  answered,  taking  a  gulp  from  the  flask.  I 
was  a  very  young  soldier  then,  my  dears,  but  I  confess  that  to 
the  end  of  my  campaigns  any  form  of  cruelty  had  the  same 
effect  upon  me.  I  give  you  my  word  that  when  I  went  to  London 
last  fall  the  sight  of  an  overworked,  raw-backed  cart-horse 
straining  with  its  load,  and  flogged  for  not  doing  that  which  it 
could  not  do,  gave  me  greater  qualms  than  did  the  field  of 
Sedgemoor,  or  that  greater  day  when  ten  thousand  of  the  flower 
of  France  lay  stretched  before  the  earthworks  of  Landen. 

"The  woman  is  dead,"  said  Sir  Gervas,  "and  the  man  is 
also,  I  fear,  past  recovery.  He  is  not  burned,  but  suffers,  I 
should  judge,  poor  devil !  from  the  rush  of  blood  to  the 
head." 

"  If  that  be  all  it  may  well  be  cured,"  remarked  the  stranger ; 
and,  taking  a  small  knife  from  his  pocket,  he  rolled  up  the  old 
man's  sleeve  and  opened  one  of  his  veins.  At  first  only  a  few 
sluggish  black  drops  oozed  from  the  wound,  but  presently  the 
blood  began  to  flow  more  freely,  and  the  injured  man  showed 
signs  of  returning  sense. 

"  He  will  live,"  said  the  little  swordsman,  putting  his  lancet 
back  in  his  pocket.  "  And  now,  who  may  you  be  to  whom 
I  owe  this  interference  which  shortened  the  affair,  though  may- 
hap the  result  would  have  been  the  same  had  you  left  us  to 
settle  it  among  ourselves?" 

"  We  are  from  Monmouth's  army,"  I  answered.  "  He  lies 
at  Bridgewater,  and  we  are  scouting  and  seeking  supplies." 

**  And  who  are  you  ?"  asked  Sir  Gervas.  "And  how  came 
you  into  this  ruffle?  S'bud,  you  are  a  game  little  rooster  to 
fight  four  such  great  cockerels  ! " 

"My  name  is  Hector  Marot,"  the  man  answered,  cleaning 
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out  his  empty  pistols  and  very  carefully  reloading  them.  **  As 
to  who  I  am,  it  is  a  matter  of  small  moment.  SiiflSce  it  that  I 
have  helped  to  lessen  Kirke's  horse  by  four  of  his  rogues. 
Mark  their  faces,  so  dusky  and  sun-dried  even  in  death.  These 
men  have  learned  warfare  fighting  against  the  heathen  in 
Africa,  and  now  they  practise  on  poor,  harmless  English  folk 
the  devil's  tricks  which  they  have  picked  up  among  the  sal- 
rages.  The  Lord  help  Monmouth's  men  should  they  be  beaten ! 
These  vermin  are  more  to  be  feared  than  hang^mau's  cord  or 
headman's  axe." 

*^  But  how  did  you  chance  upon  the  spot  at  the  very  nick  of 
time?"  I  asked. 

**  Why,  marry,  I  was  jogging  down  the  road  on  my  mare 
when  I  heard  the  clatter  of  hoofs  behind  me,  and,  concealing 
myself  in  a  field,  as  a  prudent  man  would  while  the  country  is 
in  its  present  state,  I  saw  these  four  rogues  gallop  past.  They 
made  their  way  up  to  the  farmhouse  here,  and  presently  from 
cries  and  other  tokens  I  knew  what  manner  of  hell-fire  business 
they  had  on  hand.  On  that  I  left  my  mare  in  the  field  and  ran 
up,  when  I  saw  them  through  the  casement,  tricing  the  good 
man  up  in  front  of  his  fire  to  make  him  confess  where  his 
wealth  lay  hidden,  thougli  indeed  it  is  my  own  belief  that 
neither  he  nor  any  other  farmer  in  these  parts  hath  any  wealth 
left  to  hide,  after  two  armies  have  l)een  quartered  in  turn  upon 
them.  Finding  that  his  mouth  remained  closed,  they  ran  him 
up,  as  you  saw,  and  would  assuredly  have  toasted  liim  like  a 
snipe,  had  I  not  8top|>ed  in  nnd  winged  two  of  thom  with  my 
barkers.  The  others  set  ui>on  me,  but  1  pinkinl  one  through  the 
forearm,  and  should  doubtless  have  given  a  good  account  of 
both  of  them  but  for  your  incominjr." 

**  Right  gallantly  done  I  "  1  exclaimed.  **  But  where  have  I 
lieard  your  name  before,  Mr.  Hector  Marot  ?" 

**  Nay,'*  he  answered,  with  a  sharp,  sidelong  look,  ^  I  can- 
act  tell  that." 

^  It  is  familiar  to  mine  ear,"  said  I. 

He  shrug^d  his  brond  shoulders,  and  continued  to  look  to 
the  priming  of  his  pistc»Is.  with  a  half  defiant  and  half  uneasy 
expression.  He  was  a  very  sturdy,  dee|>-ohpsted  man.  with  a  stem, 
square-jawed  face,  and  a  white  soam  acn>ss  his  bronzed  forehead 
as  from  a  slash  with  a  knifo.  He  wore  a  gold-edged  riding-cap, 
a  jacket  of  brown,  sad-eolored  stuff  much  stained  by  the  weather, 
%  pair  of  high,  rusty  jack-boots,  and  a  small  bob-wig. 
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Sir  Gtervas,  who  had  been  staring  very  hard  at  the  man, 
suddenly  gave  a  start,  and  slapped  his  hand  against  his  leg. 

"  Of  course ! "  he  cried.  "  Sink  me  if  I  could  remember 
where  I  had  seen  your  face,  but  now  it  comes  back  to  me  very 
clearly." 

The  man  glanced  doggedly  from  under  his  bent  brows  at 
each  of  us  in  turn.  ^'  It  seems  that  I  liave  fallen  among  ac- 
quaintances," he  said,  gruffly;  "yet  I  have  no  memory  of  ye. 
Methinks,  young  sirs,  that  your  fancy  doth  play  ye  false." 

"  Not  a  whit,"  the  baronet  answered,  quietly,  and,  bending 
forward,  he  whispered  a  few  words  into  the  man's  ear,  which 
caused  him  to  spring  from  his  seat  and  take  a  couple  of  quick 
strides  forward,  as  though  to  escape  from  the  house. 

"Nay,  nay !"  cried  Sir  Gervas,  springing  between  him  and 
the  door,  "you  shall  not  run  away  from  us.  Pshaw,  man! 
never  lay  hand  upon  your  sword.  We  have  had  bloody  work 
enough  for  one  night.     Besides,  we  would  not  harm  you.** 

"  What  mean  ye,  then  ?  What  would  ye  have  ? "  he  asked, 
glancing  about  like  some  fierce  wild  beast  in  a  trap. 

"  I  have  a  most  kindly  feeling  to  you,  man,  after  this  night's 
work,"  cried  Sir  Gervas.  "  What  is  it  to  me  how  ye  pick  up  a 
living,  as  long  as  you  are  a  true  man  at  heart  ?  Let  me  perish  if 
I  ever  forget  a  face  which  I  have  once  seen,  and  your  bonne  miiic, 
with  the  trade-mark  upon  your  forehead,  is  especially  hard  to 
overlook." 

"Suppose  I  be  the  same?  What  then?"  the  man  asked, 
sullenly. 

"  There  is  no  suppose  in  the  matter.  I  could  swear  to  you. 
But  I  would  not,  lad  —  not  if  I  caught  you  red-handed.  You 
must  know,  Clarke,  since  there  is  none  to  overhear  us,  that  in 
the  old  days  I  was  a  Justice  of  the  Peace  in  Surrey,  and  that 
our  friend  here  was  brought  up  before  me  on  a  charge  of  riding 
somewhat  late  o'  night,  and  of  being  plaguy  short  with  travellers. 
You  will  understand  me.  He  was  referred  to  assizes,  but  got 
away  in  the  meanwhile,  and  so  saved  his  neck.  Right  glad  I 
am  of  it,  for  you  will  agree  with  me  that  he  is  too  proper  a  man 
to  give  a  tight-rope  dance  at  Tyburn." 

"And  I  remember  well  now  where  I  have  heard  your 
name,"  said  I.  "  Were  you  not  a  captive  in  the  Duke  of  Beau- 
fort's prison  at  Badminton,  and  did  you  not  succeed  in  escaping 
from  the  old  Botcler  dungeon  ?  " 

"  Nay,  gentlemen,"  he  replied,  seating  himself  on  the  < 
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of  the  table  and  carelessi  j  swinging  his  legs,  "  sinoe  ye  know 
so  much  it  would  be  folly  for  me  to  attempt  to  deceive  ye. 
I  am  indeed  the  same  Hector  Marot  who  hath  made  his  name 
a  terror  on  the  great  western  road,  and  who  hath  seen  the 
inside  of  more  prisons  than  any  man  in  the  South.  With  truth, 
however,  I  can  say  that  though  I  have  been  ten  years  upon  the 
roads,  I  have  never  yet  taken  a  groat  from  the  poor,  or  injured 
any  man  who  did  not  wish  to  injure  me.  On  the  contrar}%  1 
have  often  risked  life  and  limb  to  save  those  who  were  in 
trouble.** 

^  We  can  bear  you  out  in  that,'*  I  answered ;  ^  for  if  these 
four  red-coat  devils  have  paid  the  price  of  their  crimes,  it  is  your 
doing  rather  than  ours/* 

^  Nay,  I  can  take  little  credit  for  that,**  our  new  acquaint* 
ance  answered.  ^Indeed,  I  had  other  scores  to  settle  with 
Colonel  Kirke*s  horse,  and  was  but  too  glad  to  have  this 
breather  with  them.*' 

While  we  were  talkins^  the  men  whom  we  had  left  with  the 
horses  had  come  up,  togetlier  with  some  of  the  neighboring 
farmers  and  cottagers,  who  were  aghast  at  the  scene  of  slaughter, 
and  much  troubled  in  their  minds  over  the  vengeance  which 
might  be  exacted  by  the  royal  troops  next  day. 

^  For  Christ's  zake,  zur,"  cried  one  of  them,  an  old,  ruddy- 
fseed  countryman,  ^^  move  the  bodies  o'  these  soldier  rogues  into 
the  road,  and  let  it  zeem  as  how  they  have  perished  in  a  chance 
fight  wi'  your  own  troo|)ers  loike.  Should  it  be  known  as  they 
have  met  their  end  within  a  varm-house,  there  will  not  be  a 
thatch  left  unlighted  over  t*  whole  country-side ;  as  it  is,  ns  can 
scarce  keep  these  murthering  Tangiers  devils  from  oor  throats.** 

^  His  request  is  in  reason/'  said  the  highwayman,  bluntly. 
**We  have  no  right  to  have  our  fun,  and  then  go  onr  way, 
leavini;  others  to  pay  the  score.*' 

•*  Well,  hark  ye,"  said  Sir  Gervas,  turning  to  the  group  of 
frightened  rustics,  *'  I  Ml  strike  a  bargain  with  ye  over  the 
matter.  We  have  come  out  for  supplies,  and  can  scarce  go  back 
empty-handed.  If  ye  will  among  ye  provide  us  with  a  cart,  fill- 
ing it  with  such  breadstuflfs  and  greens  as  ye  may,  with  a  dozen 
bollocks  as  well,  we  Ahall  not  only  screen  ye  in  this  matter,  but 
I  shall  promise  paym(>nt  at  fair  market  rates  if  ye  will  come  to 
tlie  Protestant  camp  for  the  money." 

*  I  *U  spare  the  bullocks/'  quoth  the  old  man  whom  we  had 
li.  who  was  now  sufficiently  recovered  to  sit  up.    ^  Zince 


«784  A    CONAN  DOYLE. 

my  poor  dame  is  foully  murtbered,  it  matters  little  to  me  what 
becomes  o'  the  stock.  I  shall  see  her  laid  in  Durston  grave- 
yard, and  shall  then  voUow  you  to  t'  camp,  where  I  shall  die 
happy  if  I  can  but  rid  the  earth  o'  one  more  o'  these  incarnate 
devUs.'* 

"  You  say  well,  gaffer ! "  cried  Hector  Marot ;  "  you  show  the 
true  spirit  Metbinks  I  see  an  old  birding-piece  on  yonder 
hooks,  which,  with  a  brace  of  slugs  in  it  and  a  bold  man  behind 
it,  might  bring  down  one  of  these  fine  birds,  for  all  their  gay 
feathers/' 

"  Her  *s  been  a  true  mate  to  me  for  mor'n  thirty  year,**  said 
the  old  man,  the  tears  coursing  down  his  wrinkled  cheeks. 
"Thirty  zeed-toimes  and  thirty  harvests  we  Ve  worked  together. 
But  this  is  a  zeed-toime  which  shall  have  a  harvest  o'  blood  if 
my  right  hand  can  compass  it." 

"  If  you  go  to  t'  wars,  Gaffer  Swain,  we  Ml  look  to  your  home- 
stead," said  the  farmer  who  had  spoken  before.  "  As  to  t'  green 
stuffs  as  this  gentleman  asks  for,  he  shall  have  not  one  wain- 
load,  but  three,  if  he  will  but  gi'  us  half  an  hour  to  fill  them  up. 
If  he  does  not  tak*  them  t'  others  will,  so  we  had  raither  that 
they  go  to  the  good  cause.  Here,  Miles,  do  you  wak'  the  labor- 
ers, and  zee  that  they  throw  the  potato  store  wi'  the  spinach  and 
the  dried  meats  into  the  wagons  wi'  all  speed." 

"  Then  we  had  best  set  about  our  part  of  the  contract,"  said 
Hector  Marot.  With  the  aid  of  our  troopers  he  carried  out  the 
four  dragoons  and  our  dead  sergeant,  and  laid  them  on  the  ground 
some  way  down  the  lane,  leading  the  horses  all  round  and 
between  their  bodies,  8o  as  to  trample  the  earth,  and  bear  out 
the  idea  of  a  cavalry  skirmish.  While  this  was  doing,  some  of 
the  laborers  had  washed  down  the  brick  floor  of  the  kitchen  and 
removed  all  traces  of  the  tragedy.  The  murdered  woman  had 
been  carried  up  to  her  own  chamber,  so  that  nothing  was  left  to 
recall  what  had  occurred,  save  the  unliappy  farmer,  who  sat 
moodily  in  the  same  place,  with  his  chin  resting  upon  his 
stringy,  work-worn  hands,  staring  out  in  front  of  him  with  a 
stony,  empty  gaze,  unconscious,  apparently,  of  all  that  was  going 
on  around  him. 

.  The  loading  of  the  wagons  had  been  quickly  accomplished, 
and  the  little  drove  of  oxen  gathered  from  a  neighboring  field. 
We  were  just  starting  upon  our  return  journey  when  a  young 
countryman  rode  up,  with  the  news  that  a  troop  of  the  Royal 
Horse  were  between  the  camp  and  ourselves.     This  was  grave 
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tidings,  for  we  were  but  seven  all  told,  and  our  pace  was  ne- 
cessarily slow  while  we  were  hampered  with  the  supplies. 

^*  How  about  Hooker  ?  "  I  suggested.  ^^  Should  we  not  send 
after  him  and  give  him  warning  ?  " 

^  I  'U  goo  at  once,"  said  the  countryman.  ^^  I  'm  bound  to 
zee  him  if  he  be  on  the  Athelney  Boad."  So  saying,  he  set 
spurs  to  his  horse  and  galloped  off  through  the  darkness. 

^  While  we  have  such  volunteer  scouts  as  this,"  I  remarked, 
^  it  is  easy  to  see  which  side  the  country-folk  have  in  their 
hearts.  Hooker  hath  still  the  better  part  of  two  troops  with 
him,  so  surely  he  can  hold  his  own.  But  how  are  we  to  make 
our  way  back  ?  " 

*^  Zounds,  Clarke !  let  us  extemporize  a  fortress,"  suggested 
Sir  Gervas.  ^'  We  could  hold  this  farmhouse  against  all  comers 
until  Hooker  returns,  and  then  join  our  forces  to  his.  Now 
would  our  redoubtable  colonel  be  in  his  glory,  to  have  a  chance 
of  devising  cross-fires  and  flanking-fires,  with  all  the  other  re« 
finements  of  a  well-conducted  leaguer." 

"  Nay,"  I  answered,  "  after  leaving  Major  Hooker  in  a  some- 
what cavalier  fashion,  it  would  be  a  bitter  thing  to  have  to  ask 
his  help  now  that  there  is  danger." 

**  Ho,  ho ! "  cried  the  baronet.  "  It  does  not  take  a  very  deep 
lead-line  to  come  to  the  bottom  of  your  stoical  philosophy,  friend 
Micah.  For  all  your  cold-blooded  stolidity  you  are  keen  enough 
where  pride  or  honor  is  concerned.  Shall  we,  then,  ride  onwards, 
and  chance  it  ?  I  'U  lay  an  even  crown  that  we  never  so  much 
as  see  a  red-coat." 

"  If  you  will  take  my  advice,  gentlemen,"  said  the  highway- 
man trotting  up  upon  a  beautiful  bay  mare,  "  I  should  say  that 
your  best  course  is  to  allow  me  to  act  as  guide  to  you  as  far  as 
the  camp.  It  will  be  strange  if  I  cannot  find  roads  which  shall 
bafSe  these  blundering  soldiers." 

"  A  very  wise  and  seasonable  proposition,"  cried  Sir  Gervas. 
**  Master  Marot,  a  pinch  from  my  snuff-box,  which  is  ever  a  cov- 
enant of  friendship  with  its  owner.  Adslidikins,  man !  though 
our  acquaintance  at  present  is  limited  to  my  having  nearly 
hanged  you  on  one  occasion,  yet  I  have  a  kindly  feeling  towards 
you,  though  I  wish  you  had  some  more  savory  trade." 

"So  do  many  who  ride  o 'night,"  Marot  answered,  with  a 
chuckle.  "  But  we  had  best  start,  for  the  east  is  whitening,  and 
it  will  be  daylight  ere  we  come  to  Bridgewater." 

Leaving  the  ill-omened  farmhouse  behind  us,  we  set  off  with 
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all  military  precautions,  Marot  riding  with  me  some  distance  in 
front,  while  two  of  the  troopers  covered  the  rear.  It  was  still 
very  dark,  though  a  thin,  gray  line  on  the  horizon  showed  that 
the  dawn  was  not  far  off.  In  spite  of  the  gloom,  however,  our 
new  acquaintance  guided  us  without  a  moment's  halt  or  hesita- 
tion through  a  network  of  lanes  and  by-paths,  across  fields  and 
over  bogs,  where  the  wagons  were  sometimes  up  to  their  axles 
in  bog,  and  sometimes  were  groaning  and  straining  over  rocks 
and  stones.  So  frequent  were  our  turnings,  and  so  often  did  we 
change  the  direction  of  our  advance,  that  I  feared  more  than 
once  that  our  guide  was  at  fault;  yet,  when  at  last  the  first 
rays  of  the  sun  brightened  the  landscape  we  saw  the  steeple  of 
Bridgewater  parish  church  shooting  up  right  in  front  of  us. 

*^  Zounds,  man  !  you  must  have  something  of  the  cat  in  you 
to  pick  your  way  so  in  the  dark,"  cried  Sir  Gervas,  riding  up  to 
ns.  ^^  I  am  right  glad  to  see  the  town,  for  my  poor  wagons  have 
been  creaking  and  straining  until  my  ears  are  weary  with  listen- 
ing for  the  snap  of  the  axle-bar.  Master  Marot,  we  owe  yon 
something  for  this." 

"Is  this  your  own  particular  district?"  I  asked,  **or  have 
you  a  like  knowledge  of  every  part  of  the  South  ?  " 

"  My  range,"  said  he,  lighting  his  short,  black  pipe,  "  is  from 
Kent  to  Cornwall,  though  never  north  of  the  Thames  or  Bristol 
Channel.  Through  that  district  there  is  no  road  which  is  not 
familiar  to  me,  nor  as  much  as  a  break  in  the  hedge  which  I 
could  not  find  in  blackest  midniglit.  It  is  my  calling.  But  the 
trade  is  not  what  it  was.  If  I  had  a  son  I  should  not  bring  him 
up  to  it.  It  hatli  been  spoiled  by  the  armed  guards  to  the  mail- 
coaches,  and  by  the  accursed  goldsmiths,  who  have  opened  their 
banks  and  so  taken  the  hard  money  into  their  strong-boxes,  giv- 
ing out  instead  slips  of  paper,  which  are  as  useless  to  us  as  an 
old  news-letter.  I  give  ye  my  word  that  only  a  week  gone  last 
Friday  I  stopped  a  grazier  coming  from  Blandford  fair,  and  I 
took  seven  hundred  guineas  off  him  in  these  papers,  checks,  as 
they  call  them,  —  enough,  had  it  been  in  gold,  to  have  lasted  me 
for  a  three-month  rouse.  Truly  the  country  is  coming  to  a 
pretty  pass  when  such  trash  as  that  is  allowed  to  take  the  place 
of  the  king's  coinage." 

"Why  should  you  persevere  in  such  a  trade?"  said  I. 
"  Your  own  knowledge  must  tell  you  that  it  can  only  lead  to 
ruin  and  the  gallows.  Have  you  ever  known  one  who  has 
thriven  at  it?" 
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"  That  have  I,'*  he  answered  readily.  "  Tliere  wa«  Kington 
Jones,  wlio  worked  II<)iin»low  for  inuiiy  a  year.  He  took  ten 
thousand  yellow  boys  on  one  job,  and,  like  a  wise  man,  he  vowed 
never  to  risk  his  neck  again.  He  went  into  Cheshire,  with  some 
tale  of  having  newly  arrived  from  the  Indies,  bought  an  estate, 
and  is  now  a  flourishing  country  gentleman  of  good  repute,  and 
a  justice  of  the  [)eace  into  the  bargain.  Zounds,  man !  to  see 
him  on  the  bench,  condemning  some  poor  devil  for  stealing  a 
dozen  eggs,  is  as  good  as  a  comedy  in  the  playhouse.'* 

*^  Nay !  but,'*  I  |)er8i8ted,  ^'you  are  a  man,  judging  from  what 
we  have  seen  of  your  courage  and  skill  in  the  use  of  your  wea{>- 
onH,  who  would  gain  speedy  preferment  in  any  army.  Surely 
it  were  better  to  use  your  gifts  to  the  gaining  of  honor  and 
credit,  than  to  make  them  a  stepping-stone  to  disgrace  and  the 
gallows?** 

"^  For  the  gallows  I  care  not  a  clipped  shilling,"  the  highway- 
man answered,  sending  up  thick  blue  curls  of  smoke  into  the 
morning  air.  ^^  We  have  all  to  pay  Nature's  debt,  and  whether 
I  do  it  in  my  boots  or  on  a  feather-bed,  in  one  year  or  in  ten, 
matters  as  little  to  me  as  to  any  soldier  among  you.  As  to  dis- 
grace, it  is  a  matter  of  opinion.  I  see  no  shame  myself  in  tak* 
ing  a  toll  upon  the  wealth  of  the  rich,  since  I  freely  expose  my 
own  skin  in  the  doing  of  it'* 

^^  Tliere  is  a  right  and  there  is  a  wrong,**  I  answered,  ^  which 
no  words  can  do  away  with,  and  it  is  a  dangerous  and  unprofit* 
able  trick  to  juggle  with  them." 

"  Besides,  even  if  what  you  have  said  were  true  as  to  prop- 
crty,**  Sir  (Servns  romarked,  *Mt  would  not  hold  you  excused 
for  that  recklessn<'8s  of  hiimnn  life  which  your  trade  begets.** 

^  Nay !  it  is  but  hunting,  save  that  your  quarry  may  at  any 
time  turn  round  upon  you  and  become  in  turn  the  hunter.  It  is, 
as  you  say,  a  dangerous  game,  but  two  can  play  at  It,  and  each 
has  an  e(|ual  chance.  There  is  no  loading  of  the  dice  or  throw* 
ing  of  fulhanis.  Now  it  was  hut  a  few  days  back  that,  ridinc 
down  the  high-road«  I  perceived  three  jolly  farmers  at  full  gallop 
across  the  tieltis  with  a  leash  c>f  dogn  yelping  in  front  of  them, 
and  all  in  pursuit  of  one  little  helpless  bunny.  It  was  a  baro 
and  un|K'opled  country-sido  on  the  liorder  of  Exmoor,  so  I  lie- 
thought  me  that  I  could  not  employ  my  leisure  better  than  by 
chasing  the  chasers.  (><id's  wonns!  it  was  a  proper  hunt 
Away  went  my  gentlomen,  whooping  like  madmen,  with  their 
coat-skirts  flapping  in  the  breeze,  chivying  on  the  dogs  and 
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having  a  rare  morning's  spoilt.  They  never  marked  the  quiet 
horseman  who  rode  behind  them,  and  who  without  a^yoick!' 
or  ^  hark-a-way ! '  was  relishing  his  chase  with  the  loudest  of 
them.  It  needed  but  a  posse  of  peace  officers  at  my  heels  to 
make  up  a  brave  string  of  us,  catch-who-catch-can,  like  the  game 
the  lads  piay  on  the  village  green/' 

*^  And  what  came  of  it  ?  "  I  asked,  for  our  new  acquaintance 
was  laughing  silently  to  himself. 

^^  Well,  my  three  friends  ran  down  their  hare,  and  pulled  out 
their  flasks  as  men  who  had  done  a  good  stroke  of  work.  They 
were  still  hobnobbing  and  laughing  over  the  si  aughtered  bunny,  and 
one  had  dismounted  to  cut  off  its  ears  as  the  prize  of  their  chase, 
when  I  came  up  at  a  hand-gallop.  ^  Good-morrow,  gentlemen/ 
said  I,  *  we  have  had  rare  spoilt '  They  looked  at  me  blankly 
enough,  I  promise  you,  and  one  of  them  asked  me  what  the  devil 
I  did  there,  and  how  I  dared  to  join  in  a  private  sport.  *  Nay,  I 
was  not  chasing  your  hare,  gentlemen,'  said  1.  *  What  then, 
fellow  ?'  asked  one  of  them.  *  Why,  marry,  I  was  chasing  you,' 
I  answered,  *  and  a  better  run  I  have  not  had  for  years.'  With 
that  1  lugged  out  my  persuaders,  and  made  the  thing  clear  in  a 
few  words,  and  1  '11  warrant  you  would  have  laughed  could  you 
have  seen  their  faces,  as  they  slowly  dragged  the  fat  leather 
purses  from  their  fobs.  Seventy-one  pounds  was  my  prize  that 
morning,  which  was  better  worth  riding  for  than  a  hare's  ears." 

**  Did  they  not  raise  the  country  on  your  track  ?"     I  asked. 

**  Nay  ?  Wlieri  Brown  Alice  is  given  her  head  she  flies  faster 
than  the  news  Rumor  spreads  quick,  but  the  good  mare's  stride 
is  quicker  still," 

"And  here  we  are  within  our  own  outposts,"  quoth  Sir 
Gervas.  "  Now,  mine  honest  friend,  for  honest  you  have  been  to 
us,  whatever  others  may  say  to  you,  will  you  not  come  with  us 
and  strike  in  for  a  good  cause  ?  Zounds,  man  1  you  have  many 
an  ill  deed  to  atone  for,  I  '11  warrant.  Why  not  add  one  good 
one  to  your  account,  by  risking  your  life  for  the  reformed 
faith  ?  " 

"  Not  I,"  the  highwayman  answered,  reining  up  his  horse. 
"  My  own  skin  is  nothing,  but  why  should  I  risk  my  mare  in 
such  a  fool's  quarrel  ?  Should  she  come  to  harm  in  the  ruffle, 
where  could  1  get  such  another  ?  Besides,  it  matters  nothing 
to  her  whether  Papist  or  Protestant  sits  on  the  throne  of 
England — does  it,  my  beauty?" 

*'  But  you  might  chance  to  gain  preferment,"  I  said.     "  Our 
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colonel,  DccimuR  Saxon,  is  one  who  loves  a  grood  swordsman, 
and  his  word  hath  |K>wcr  with  King  Monmouth  and  tlie  council/* 

**  Nay,  nay  !  "  cried  Ilt^ctor  Marot,  gruffly.  **  Let  every  man 
stick  to  his  own  trade.  Kirke's  horse  1  am  ever  ready  to  have 
a  brush  with,  for  a  party  of  them  hung  old  blind  Jim  Houston 
of  Milverton,  who  was  a  friend  of  mine.  I  have  sent  seven  of 
the  red-handed  rogues  to  their  last  account  for  it,  and  might 
work  through  the  whole  regiment  had  I  time.  But  I  will  not 
fight  against  King  James,  ntir  will  I  risk  the  marc,  so  let  me 
hear  no  more  of  it  And  now  I  must  leave  ye,  for  I  have  much 
to  do.     Farewell  to  you  !  " 

**  Farewell,  farewell !  **  we  cried,  pressing  his  brown,  horny 
hands;  **our  thanks  to  you  for  your  guidance.*'  Raising  his 
hat,  he  shook  his  bridle  and  galloped  off  down  the  road  in  a 
rolling  cloud  of  dust. 

^  Rat  me  if  I  ever  say  a  word  against  the  thieves  again  !  ** 
said  Sir  Gervas.  ^^I  never  saw  a  man  wield  sword  more  deftly 
in  my  life,  and  he  must  be  a  rare  hand  with  a  pistol  to  bring 
those  two  tall  fellows  down  with  two  shots.  But  look  over 
there,  Clarke !     Can  you  not  see  biwlies  of  red  coats  ?" 

**  Surely  I  can,"  I  answered,  gazing  out  over  the  broad,  reedy, 
dead«col(»red  |»lain,  which  extended  from  the  other  side  of  the 
winding  Parret  to  the  distant  Polden  hills.  ^  I  can  see  them 
over  yonder  in  the  direction  of  Wcstonzoyland,  as  bright  as  the 
poppies  among  corn." 

•♦ITiere  are  more  upon  the  left,  near  Cheilzoy,**  quoth  Sir 
Gervas.  **One,  two,  throe,  and  one  yonder,  and  two  others 
behind  —  six  n^giments  of  foot  in  all.  Methinks  1  see  the 
breastplates  of  horse  over  th«»re,  and  some  sign  of  ordnance  too. 
Faith !  Monmouth  must  fight  now,  if  he  ever  hopes  to  feel  the 
(^Id  ring  upon  his  temples.  The  whole  of  King  James's  army 
hath  closed  upon  him." 

"We  must  get  back  to  our  command,  then,**  I  answered. 
"If  I  mistake  not  I  see  the  flutter  of  our  standanls  in  the 
market-place."  We  8purn»d  our  weary  steeds  forward,  and 
made  our  way  with  our  little  party  and  the  sup|»lies  which  we 
had  collected,  until  we  found  ourselves  hack  in  our  quarters, 
where  we  were  hailed  by  the  lusty  cheers  of  our  hungry 
comrades.  Before  noon  the  drove  of  bullocks  had  been 
ehmnf;e<l  into  joints  and  steaks,  while  our  green  stuff  and  other 
▼ictoals  had  helf)ed  to  furnish  the  Inst  dinner  which  many  of 
our  men  were   ever  destined  to  eat.     Major  Hooker  came  in 
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shortly  after  with  a  good  store  of  provisions,  but  in  no  Tery  good 
case,  for  he  had  had  a  skirmish  with  the  dragoons,  and  had  lost 
eight  or  ten  of  his  men.  He  bore  a  complaint  straightway  to 
the  council,  concerning  the  manner  in  which  we  had  deserted 
him ;  but  great  events  were  coming  fast  upon  us  now,  and  thero 
was  small  time  to  inquire  into  petty  matters  of  discipline.  For 
myself,  I  freely  confess,  looking  back  on  it,  that  as  a  soldier  1  o 
was  entirely  in  the  right,  and  that  from  a  strict  military  point 
of  view  our  conduct  was  not  to  be  excused.  Yet  I  trust,  my 
dears,  even  now,  when  years  have  weighed  me  down,  that  tlie 
scream  of  a  woman  in  distress  would  be  a  signal  which  would 
draw  me  to  her  aid  while  these  old  limbs  could  bear  me.  For 
the  duty  which  we  owe  to  the  weak  overrides  all  other  duties 
and  is  superior  to  all  circumstances,  and  I  for  one  cannot  see 
why  the  coat  of  the  soldier  should  harden  the  heart  of  the  man. 

How  THE  Yellow  Cog  Fought  the  two  Rover  6alley& 

(From  ••The  White  Company.") 

The  three  vessels  had  been  sweeping  swiftly  westward,  the 
cog  still  well  to  the  front,  although  the  galleys  were  slowly 
drawing  in  upon  either  quarter.  To  the  left  was  a  hard  sky- 
line unbroken  by  a  sail.  The  island  already  lay  like  a  cloud 
behind  them,  while  right  in  front  was  St.  Alban's  Head,  with 
Portland  looming  mistily  in  the  furthest  distance.  Alleyne 
stood  by  the  tiller,  looking  backward,  the  fresh  wind  full  in  his 
teeth,  the  crisp  winter  air  tingling  on  his  face  and  blowing  his 
yellow  curls  from  under  his  bassinet.  His  cheeks  were  flushed 
and  his  eyes  shining,  for  the  blood  of  a  hundred  fighting  Saxon 
ancestors  was  beorinning  to  stir  in  his  veins. 

"  What  was  that  ?"  he  asked,  as  a  hissing,  sharp-drawn  voice 
seemed  to  whisper  in  his  ear.  The  steersman  smiled,  and 
pointed  with  his  foot  to  where  a  short,  heavy  cross-bow  quarrel 
stuck  quivering  in  the  boards.  At  the  same  instant  the  man 
stumbled  forward  upon  his  knees,  and  lay  lifeless  upon  the  deck, 
a  blood-stained  feather  jutting  out  from  his  back.  As  AUeyne 
stooped  to  raise  hira,  the  air  seemed  to  be  alive  with  the  sharp 
zip-zip  of  the  bolts,  and  he  could  hear  them  pattering  on  the 
deck  like  apples  at  atree-shakins:. 

"  Raise  two  more  mantlets  by  the  poop  lanthorn,"  said  Sir 
Nigel,  quietly. 

"  And  another  man  to  the  tiller !  "  cried  the  master-shipman. 
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^  Keep  them  in  play,  Aylward,  with  ten  of  your  men,**  the 
knight  continued.  *^  And  let  ten  of  Sir  Oliver's  bowmen  do  as 
mach  for  the  Genoese.  I  have  no  mind  as  yet  to  show  them 
how  much  they  have  to  fear  from  us." 

Ten  picked  shots  under  Aylward  stood  in  line  across  the 
broad  deck,  and  it  was  a  lesson  to  the  young  squires  who  had 
seen  nothing  of  war  to  note  how  orderly  and  how  cool  were 
these  old  soldiers,  how  quick  the  command,  and  how  prompt 
the  carrying  out,  ten  moving  like  one.  Their  comrades 
crouched  beneath  the  bulwarks,  with  many  a  rough  jest  and 
many  a  scrai*  of  criticism  or  advice.  **  Higher,  Wat,  higher  I** 
**Put  thy  body  into  it.  Will!"  "Forget  not  the  wind,  Hal!** 
So  ran  the  muttered  cliorus,  while  high  bove  it  rose  the  sharp 
twanging  of  the  8trin<rH,  the  hiss  of  the  shafts,  and  the  short 
•*  Draw  your  arrow !  Niok  your  arrow !  Shoot  wholly  together  I  *• 
from  the  master-bowman. 

And  now  botli  mangonels  were  at  work  from  the  galleys, 
bot  so  covered  and  protected  that,  save  at  the  moment  of  dis- 
charge, no  glimpse  could  be  caught  of  them.  A  huge  brown 
rock  from  the  Genoese  sung  over  their  heads,  and  plunged 
sullenly  into  the  8lo|:)e  of  a  wave.  Another  from  the  Norman 
whizzed  into  the  waist,  broke  the  back  of  a  horse,  and  crashed 
its  way  through  the  side  of  the  vessel.  Two  others,  flying  to* 
gether,  tore  a  great  gap  in  the  St  Christopher  upon  the  sail^ 
and  brushed  three  of  Sir  Oliver's  men-at-arms  from  the  fore-castle. 
The  master-shipman  looked  at  the  knight  with  a  troubled  face. 

••They  keep  their  distance  from  us,**  said  he.  **  Our  archery 
is  over-good,  and  thoy  will  not  close.  What  defence  can  we 
make  against  the  stones?" 

*•  I  think  I  may  trick  them,**  the  knight  answered  cheer- 
folly,  and  passed  his  order  to  the  archers.  Instantly  five  of 
them  threw  up  their  hands  and  fell  prostrate  upon  the  deck. 
One  had  already  been  slain  by  a  bolt,  so  that  there  were  but 
four  npon  their  feet. 

•*  That  should  give  them  heart,**  said  Sir  Nigel,  eying  the 
galleys,  which  crept  along  on  either  side  with  a  slow,  measured 
swing  of  their  great  oars,  the  water  swirling  and  foaming  under 
tbeir  sharp  stems. 

**They  still  hold  aloof! "  cried  Hawtayne. 

•*Then  down  with  two  more  I  "  shouted  their  leader.  «*Thal 
will  do.  Ma  foi !  hut  they  come  to  our  lure  like  chicks  to  the 
iovler     To  your  arms,  men !     The   pennon   behind  me,  and 
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the  Bquires  round  the  pennon.  Stand  fast  with  the  anchors  in 
the  waist,  and  be  ready  for  a  cast.  Now  blow  out  the  trumpetSi 
and  may  Ood's  benison  be  witli  the  honest  men !  ** 

As  be  spoke,  a  roar  of  voices  and  a  roll  of  drums  came  from 
either  galley,  and  the  water  was  lashed  into  spray  by  the  hurried 
beat  of  a  hundred  oars.  Down  they  swooped,  one  on  the  right, 
one  on  the  left,  the  sides  and  shrouds  black  with  men  and  bris- 
tling with  weapons.  In  heavy  clusters  they  hung  upon  the 
forecastle  all  ready  for  a  spring, —  faces  whit«,  faces  brown, 
faces  yellow,  and  faces  black,  fair  Norsemen,  swarthy  Italians, 
fierce  rovers  from  the  Levant,  and  fiery  Moors  from  the  Barbary 
States,  of  all  hues  and  countries,  and  marked  solely  by  the  com- 
mon stamp  of  a  wild-beast  ferocity.  Rasping  up  on  either  side, 
with  oars  trailing  to  save  them  from  snapping,  they  poured  in 
a  living  torrent  with  horrid  yell  and  shrill  whoop  upon  the 
defenceless  merchantman. 

But  wilder  yet  was  the  cry,  and  shriller  still  the  scream, 
when  there  rose  up  from  the  shadow  of  those  silent  bulwarks 
the  long  lines  of  the  English  bowmen,  and  the  arrows  whizzed 
in  a  deadly  sleet  among  the  unprepared  masses  upon  the  pirate 
decks.  From  the  higher  sides  of  the  cog  the  bowmen  could 
shoot  straight  down,  at  a  range  which  was  so  short  as  to  enable 
a  cloth-yard  shaft  to  pierce  through  mail-coats  or  to  transfix  a 
shield,  though  it  were  an  inch  thick  of  toughened  wood.  One 
moment  Alleyne  saw  the  galley's  poop  crowded  with  rushing 
figures,  waving  arms,  exultant  faces  ;  the  next  it  was  a  blood- 
smeared  shambles,  with  bodies  piled  three  deep  upon  one  an- 
other, the  living  cowering  behind  the  dead  to  shelter  themselves 
from  that  sudden  storm-blast  of  death.  On  either  side  the  sea- 
men whom  Sir  Nigel  had  chosen  for  the  purpose  had  cast  their 
anchors  over  the  side  of  the  galleys,  so  that  the  three  vessels, 
locked  in  an  iron  grip,  lurched  heavily  forward  upon  the  swell. 

And  now  set  in  a  fell  and  fierce  fight,  one  of  a  thousand  of 
which  no  chronicler  has  spoken  and  no  poet  sung.  Through  all 
the  centuries  and  over  all  those  southern  waters  nameless  men 
have  fought  in  nameless  places,  their  sole  monuments  a  pro* 
tected  coast  and  an  unravaged  country-side. 

Fore  and  aft  the  archers  had  cleared  the  galleys'  decks,  but 
from  either  side  the  rovers  had  poured  down  into  the  waist, 
where  the  seamen  and  bowmen  were  pushed  back  and  so  min- 
gled with  their  foes  that  it  was  impossible  for  their  comrades 
above  to  draw  string  to  help  them.     It  was  a  wild  chaos  whfllt 
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axe  and  sword  roao  and  fell,  while  Englishman,  Moriuan,  and 
Italian  staggered  and  reeled  on  a  dt>ck  which  wan  cuinberc«l 
with  bodies  and  slip|)ery  witli  blood.  The  clung  of  blows,  the 
cries  of  the  stricken,  the  short,  deep  shout  of  the  islanders,  and 
the  fierce  whoops  of  the  rovers,  rose  together  in  a  deafening 
tumult,  while  the  breath  of  the  panting  men  wrnt  up  in  the 
wintry  air  like  the  smoke  from  a  furnactr.  The  giant  T6te* 
noire,  towering  above  his  fellows  and  clad  from  head  to  foot 
in  plate  of  proof,  led  on  his  boarders,  waving  a  huge  mace  in 
the  air,  with  which  he  struck  to  the  deck  every  man  who  op> 
posed  him.  On  the  other  side,  Sfrnde-bcard,  a  dwarf  in  height, 
but  of  great  breadth  of  shoulder  and  length  of  ann,  had  cut  a 
rotd  almost  to  the  mast,  with  threescore  Genoese  men-at-arms 
close  at  his  heels.  Between  these  two  formidable  assailants  the 
seamen  were  being  slowly  wedged  more  closely  together,  until 
they  stood  back  to  back  under  the  mast  with  the  rovers  raging 
upon  every  side  of  them. 

But  help  was  close  at  hand.  Sir  Oliver  Buttesthom,  with 
his  men-at-arms,  had  swarmed  down  from  the  forecastle,  while 
i^ir  Nigel,  with  his  three  squires.  Black  Simon,  Aylward,  Hordle 
John,  and  a  score  more,  threw  th'^mselves  from  the  poop  and 
hurled  themselves  into  the  thickest  of  the  fight.  AUeyne,  as  in 
duty  bound,  kept  his  eyes  fixed  ever  on  his  lord  and  pressed  for- 
ward close  at  his  he  Is.  Often  had  he  heard  of  Sir  NigePs 
prowess  and  skill  with  all  knightly  weapons,  but  all  the  tales 
that  liad  reached  his  ears  fell  far  short  of  the  real  quickness 
and  coolness  of  the  man.  It  was  as  if  the  devil  was  in  him, 
for  he  sprung  here  and  sprung  there,  now  thrusting  and  now 
cutting,  catching  blows  on  his  shield,  turning  them  with  his 
blade,  stooping  under  the  8win^  of  an  axe«  springing  over  the 
sweep  of  a  sword,  so  swift  and  so  erratic  that  the  man  who 
braced  himself  for  a  blow  at  him  might  find  him  six  paces 
off  ere  he  could  bring  it  down.  TIihm;  pirates  had  fallen  be- 
fore him,  and  he  had  woundiMl  Spa<le-l>eard  in  the  neck,  when 
the  Norman  giant  sprung  at  him  from  the  side  with  a  slashing 
blow  from  's  deadly  mace.  Sir  Nigel  stoo|)ed  to  avoid  it, 
and  at  the  same  instant  turninl  a  thrust  from  the  Genoese 
swordsman,  but,  his  foot  slipping  in  a  pool  of  blo^xl,  he  fell 
bcaTilj  to  the  ground.  AUeyne  sprung  in  (nmt  of  the  ..or 
maMf  bat  his  sword  was  shattered  and  he  himself  beaten  to  the 
gimuid  by  a  second  Uow  from  the  ponderous  weapon.  Ere 
tiha  pirate  obi^  '     ^Mivafi^r,  John**  iron  grip  fell 
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upon  his  wrist,  and  he  found  that  for  once  he  was  in  the  hands 
of  a  stronger  man  than  himself.  Fiercely  he  strove  to  disen- 
gage his  weapon,  but  Hordle  John  bent  his  arm  slowly  back 
until,  with  a  sharp  crack,  like  a  breaking  stave,  it  turned  limp 
in  bis  grasp,  and  the  mace  dropped  from  the  nerveless  fingers, 
in  vain  he  tried  to  pluck  it  up  with  the  other  hand.  Back  and 
back  still  his  foeman  bent  him,  until,  with  a  roar  of  pain  and  of 
fury,  the  giant  clanged  his  full  length  upon  the  boards,  while  the 
glimmer  of  a  knife  before  the  bars  of  his  helmet  warned  him  that 
short  would  be  his  shrift  if  he  moved. 

Cowed  and  disheartened  by  the  loss  of  their  leader,  the  Nor- 
mans had  given  back  and  were  now  streaming  over  the  bulwarks 
on  to  their  own  galley,  dropping  a  dozen  at  a  time  on  to  her  deck. 
But  the  anchor  still  held  them  in  its  crooked  claw,  and  Sir  Oliver, 
with  fifty  men,  was  hard  upon  their  heels.  Now,  too,  the  archers 
had  room  to  draw  their  bows  once  more»  and  great  stones  from 
the  yard  of  the  cog  came  thundering  and  crashing  among  the 
flying  rovers.  Here  and  there  they  rushed  with  wild  screams 
and  curses,  diving  under  the  sail,  crouching  behind  booms,  hud- 
dling  into  corners  like  rabbits  when  the  ferrets  are  upon  them, 
as  helpless  and  as  hopeless.  They  were  stern  days,  and  if  the 
honest  soldier,  too  poor  for  a  ransom,  had  no  prospect  of  mercy 
upon  the  battle-field,  what  ruth  was  there  for  sea-robbers,  the 
enemies  of  human  kind,  taken  in  the  very  deed,  with  proofs  of 
their  crimes  still  swinging  upon  their  yard-arm  ? 

But  the  fight  had  taken  a  new  and  a  strange  turn  upon  the 
other  side.  Spade-beard  and  his  men  had  given  slowly  back, 
hard  pressed  by  Sir  Nigel,  Aylward,  Black  Simon,  and  the  poop- 
guard.  Foot  by  foot  the  Italian  had  retreated,  his  armor  running 
blood  at  every  joint,  his  shield  split,  his  crest  shorn,  his  voice 
fallen  away  to  a  mere  gasping  and  croaking.  Yet  he  faced  his 
f  oemen  with  dauntless  courage,  dashing  in,  springing  back,  sure- 
footed, steady-handed,  with  a  point  which  seemed  to  menace 
three  at  once.  Beaten  back  on  to  the  deck  of  his  own  vessel, 
and  closely  followed  by  a  dozen  Englishmen,  he  disengaged  him- 
self from  them,  ran  swiftly  down  the  deck,  sprung  back  into  the 
cog  once  more,  cut  the  rope  which  held  the  anchor,  and  was  back 
in  an  instant  among  his  crossbow-men.  At  the  same  time  tfie 
Genoese  sailors  thrust  with  their  oars  against  the  side  of  theoog^ 
and  a  rapidly  widening  rift  appeared  between  the  two 

"  By  St.  George  I  **  cried  Ford,  "  we  are  cut  off 
Nigel ! " 
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**  He  in  lost !  ••  ^raiipe<l  Terlakc.    "  Come,  let  im  spring  for  it.** 

The  two  youthn  jum|>ed  with  all  (heir  8tn*n^h  to  reach  the 
departinpr  galley.  Konl's  feet  reached  the  iMlgeof  the  hiilwarks, 
and  his  hand  clutching  a  rope«  he  swung  himself  on  Inmrd.  Ter- 
lake  fell  short,  crashed  in  among  the  oars,  and  bounded  off  into 
the  sea.  Alleyne,  staggering  to  the  side,  was  about  to  hurl  him- 
self after  him«  but  Hordle  John  dragged  him  back  by  the  girdle. 

^  You  can  scarce  stand,  lad,  far  less  jump,**  said  he.  ^^  See 
how  the  blood  drips  from  your  bassinet.*' 

^^  My  place  is  by  the  flag !  *'  cried  Alleyne,  vainly  struggling 
to  break  from  the  other's  hold. 

^*'  Bide  here,  man.  You  would  need  wings  ere  you  could  reach 
Sir  NigeKs  side." 

The  vessels  were  indeed  so  far  apart  now  that  the  Genoese 
could  use  the  full  sweep  of  their  oars,  and  draw  away  rapidly 
from  the  cog. 

**  My  (tod,  but  it  is  a  noble  fight ! "  shouted  big  John,  clap* 
pinsr  his  hands.  '*  They  have  cleared  the  |M>op,  and  they  spring 
into  the  waist.  Well  struck,  my  lord  !  Well  struck,  Aylward! 
See  to  Black  Simon,  how  he  storms  among  the  shipmen!  Bat 
this  Spade-lx^ard  is  a  irallant  warrior.  He  rallies  his  men 
u{Min  the  forecastle.  Ue  hath  slain  an  archer.  Ha!  my  lord 
is  upon  him.  Look  to  it,  AUevne !  Sec  to  the  whirl  and  glitter 
of  it!" 

**  By  Heaven,  Sir  Xigel  is  down !"  cried  the  squire. 

**  Up!"  roared  John.  *^It  was  but  a  feint  He  bears  him 
back.  He  drives  him  to  the  side.  Ah,  by  Our  Lady!  his 
sword  is  through  him  !  They  cry  for  mercy  !  Down  goes  the 
red  cnjss,  and  up  springs  Simcm  with  the  scarlet  roses! " 

The  death  of  the  CSenoesc  leader  did  indeed  bring  the  resist- 
ance to  an  end.  Amid  a  thunder  of  cheering  from  cog  and 
from  galleys  the  forke<i  |»ennon  fluttered  upcm  the  forecastle, 
and  the  galley,  sweeping  round,  came  slowly  back,  as  the  slaves 
who  rowed  it  leanie<i  the  wishes  of  their  new  masters. 

The  two  knightM  had  come  al)oard  the  cog,  and  the  grap- 
plings  having  been  thrown  off,  the  three  vesHcls  now  moved 
abreMt.  Tlirough  the  storm  and  rush  of  the  fight  Alleyne 
had  been  aware  of  the  voice  of  Goodwin  Hawtayne,  the  master* 
with  hit  oonatant  ""Hale  the  bowline!  Veer  the 
;!**  »mJ  Ateaim  it  was  to  him  to  see  how  swiftly  the 

Horn  the  strife  to  the  ropes  and 
4  Fkftooewardt  and  the 
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Bhipman  walked  the  deck,  a  peaceful  master-mariner  once 
more. 

^^  There  is  sad  scath  done  to  the  cog,  Sir  Nigel/'  said  lie. 
^^  Here  is  a  hole  in  the  side  two  ells  across,  the  sail  split 
through  the  centre,  and  the  wood  as  bare  as  a  friar's  poll.  In 
good  sooth,  I  know  not  what  I  shall  say  to  Master  Witherton 
when  I  see  the  Itchen  once  more." 

"  By  St.  Paul !  it  would  be  a  very  sorry  thing  if  we  suffered 
you  to  be  the  worse  of  this  day's  work,"  said  Sir  Nigel.  "  You 
shall  take  these  galleys  back  with  you,  and  Master  Witherton 
may  sell  them.  Then,  from  the  moneys  he  shall  take  as  much 
as  may  make  good  the  damage,  and  the  rest  he  shall  keep  until 
our  home-coming,  when  every  man  shall  have  his  share.  An 
image  of  silver  fifteen  inches  high  I  have  vowed  to  the  Virgin, 
to  be  placed  in  her  chapel  within  the  priory,  for  that  she  was 
pleased  to  allow  me  to  come  upon  this  Spadebeard,  who  seemed 
to  me,  from  what  I  have  seen  of  him,  to  be  a  very  sprightly  and 
valiant  gentleman.     But  how  fares  it  with  you,  Edricson  ?  " 

"  It  is  nothing,  my  fair  lord,"  said  Alleyne,  who  had  now 
loosened  his  bassinet,  which  was  cracked  across  by  the  Nor- 
man's blow.  Even  as  he  spoke,  however,  his  head  swirled 
round,  and  he  fell  to  the  deck  with  the  blood  gushing  from  his 
nose  and  mouth. 

"  He  will  come  to  anon,"  said  the  knight,  stooping  over 
him  and  passing  his  fingers  through  his  hair.  "I  have  lost 
one  very  valiant  and  gentle  squire  this  day.  I  can  ill  afford  to 
lose  another.     How  many  men  have  fallen  ?  " 

"  I  have  pricked  off  the  tally,"  said  Aylward,  who  had  come 
aboard  with  his  lord.  *'  There  are  seven  of  the  Winchester 
men,  eleven  seamen,  your  squire,  young  Master  Terlake,  and 
nine  archers." 

"  And  of  the  others  ?  " 

"  They  are  all  dead,  save  only  the  Norman  knight  who  stands 
behind  you.     What  would  you  that  we  should  do  with  him  ?  " 

"  He  must  hang  on  his  own  yard,"  said  Sir  Nigel.  "  It  was 
my  vow,  and  must  be  done." 

The  pirate  leader  had  stood  by  the  bulwarks,  a  cord  round 
his  arms,  and  two  stout  archers  on  either  side.  At  Sir  Nigel's 
words  he  started  violently,  and  his  swarthy  features  blanched 
to  a  livid  gray. 

"How,  Sir  Knight?"  he  cried,  in  broken  English.  "Que 
ditos-vous  ?    To  hang,  la  mort  du  chien  !     To  hang!  " 
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**It  is  my  vow,**  said  Sir  Nigel,  shortly.  **From  what  1 
hear,  you  thought  little  enough  of  hanging  others.'* 

^  Peasants,  base  roturiers ! "  cried  the  other.  *^  It  is  their 
fitting  death !  Mais  Lc  Seigneur  d'Andelys,  areo  le  sang  des 
rois  dans  ses  veincs  !     C'est  incroyable ! " 

Sir  Nigel  turned  upon  his  heel,  while  two  seaaien  cast  a 
noose  over  the  pirate*s  neck.  At  the  touch  of  the  cord  he 
snapped  the  bonds  which  bound  him,  dashed  one  of  the  archers 
to  the  deck,  and  seizing  the  other  round  the  waist,  sprung  with 
him  into  the  sea. 

^^  By  my  hilt,  he  is  gone ! "  cried  Aylward,  rushing  to  the 
side.    **  They  have  sunk  together  like  a  stone  I " 

"lam  right  glad  of  it,"  answered  Sir  Nigel;  "for  thoogfa 
it  was  against  my  vow  to  loose  him,  I  deem  that  he  has  carried 
himself  like  a  very  gentle  and  d^bonnaire  cavalier.** 

The  Bowmen's  Sokg. 

(From  "  Tb«  White  Com|Muij.'') 

What  of  the  bow  ? 
The  bow  was  made  in  England : 
Of  true  wood,  of  yew  wood, 
The  wood  of  English  bows; 
So  men  who  are  free 
Love  the  old  yew-tree 
And  the  land  where  the  yew-tree  grows. 

What  of  the  men  ? 
The  men  were  bred  in  England, 
The  bowmen,  the  yeomen, 

The  lads  of  the  dale  and  felL 
Here  's  to  you  and  to  you, 
To  the  hearts  that  are  true, 
And  the  land  where  the  true  hearts  dwelL 
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Drake,  Joseph  Rodman,  an  American  poet ;  bom  at  Ke w  York, 
August  7,  1795  ;  died  there  September  21,  1820.  He  studied  medi- 
cine at  Columbia  College,  New  York.  He  early  formed  an  intimate 
personal  and  literary  friendship  with  Fitz-Greene  Halleck  and  James 
Fenimore  Cooper.  In  1818  he  travelled  in  Europe ;  and  upon  his  re- 
turn in  the  following  year  he  began,  in  conjunction  with  Halleck,  the 
writing  of  the  poetical  "  Croaker  "  papers,  which  appeared  in  the 
newspapers.  He  died  of  consumption  at  the  age  of  twenty-five.  His 
longest  poem,  "  The  Culprit  Fay  ''  (1819)  was  written  —  it  is  said 
in  three  days  —  before  he  had  reached  the  age  of  twenty-one  ;  and 
his  stirring  lines  on  "  The  American  Flag,"  written  also  in  1819,  was 
one  of  the  <'  Croaker  "  papers. 

Ode  to  Fortune. 

(From  "  The  Croakers.") 

Fair  lady  with  the  bandaged  eye  I 

I  '11  pardon  all  thy  scurvy  tricks ; 
So  thou  wilt  cut  me  and  deny 

Alike  thy  kisses  and  thy  kicks. 
I  'm  quite  contented  as  I  am ; 

Have  cash  to  keep  my  duns  at  bay, 
Can  choose  between  beefsteaks  and  ham^ 

And  drink  Madeira  every  day. 

My  station  is  the  middle  rank ; 

My  fortune  just  a  competence  — 
Ten  thousand  in  the  Franklin  Bank, 

And  twenty  in  the  six-per-cents. 
No  amorous  chains  my  heart  enthrall; 

I  neither  borrow,  lend,  nor  sell  ; 
Fearless  I  roam  the  City  Hall, 

And  bite  my  thumbs  at  Sheriff  BelL 

The  horse  that  twice  a  year  I  ride, 

At  Mother  Dawson's  eats  his  fill ; 
My  books  at  Goodrich's  abide, 

My  country-seat  is  Weehawk  Hill; 
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My  rooming  louni^  is  Eastbnrn's  shopi 

At  Poppleton's  1  take  my  lunch ; 
Niblo  prepares  my  mutU>u-chop, 

And  Jennings  makes  my  whiskey-piiiielL 

When  merry,  I  the  hours  amuse 

By  squibbing  Bucktails,  Bucks«  and  Balls ; 
And  when  I  'm  troubled  with  the  blues. 

Damn  Clinton  and  abuse  canals,  — 
Then,  Fortune,  since  I  ask  no  prize, 

At  least  preserve  me  from  thy  frown ; 
The  man  who  don*t  attempt  to  rise 

'T  were  cruelty  to  tumble  down. 


A  Winteb's  Talk. 

(From  "The  CrMUra.*! 

"  A  merrr  heart  goes  all  the  way, 
A  nd  one  tirea  in  a  mile-a.** 

The  man  who  frets  at  worldly  strife 

Grows  sallow,  sour,  and  thin ; 
Give  us  the  lad  whose  happy  life 

Is  one  perpetual  grin  : 
He,  Midas-like,  turns  all  to  gold  ; 

He  smiles  when  others  sigh ; 
Enjoys  alike  the  hot  and  cold. 

And  laughs  through  wet  and  dry* 

There 's  fun  in  everything  we  meet ; 

The  greatest,  worst,  and  best 
Existence  is  a  merry  treat, 

And  every  speech  a  jest : 
Be  't  ours  to  watch  the  crowds  that 

Where  mirth*s  jiray  banner  waves ; 
To  show  fools  through  a  quizzing  glaiSf 

And  bastinade  the  knaves. 

The  serious  world  will  scold  and  bea^ 

In  clamor  loud  and  hanl. 
To  hear  Meigs  called  a  Congressmaiit 

And  Paulding  called  a  bard : 
But  come  what  may,  the  man 's  in  lodL 

Who  turns  it  all  to  glee. 
And  laaghtng,  cries  with  honest  Pnek, 

^Good  Lofd  I  what  fools  ve  be !  "^ 
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The  Culprit  Fat. 

Mj  Yisaal  orbe  an  purged  from  film,  and  lo  I 
Instead  of  AiiBter's  tumip-bearing  Tales, 

I  see  old  Fairyland^B  miraculoas  show ! 
Her  trees  of  tinsel  kissed  by  freakish  gales, 

Her  oaphs  that,  cloaked  in  leaf-gold,  skim  the  breew. 
And  fairies,  swarming.  .  .  . 

Tbnnant's  "  Akstbs  Faib.* 

Tib  the  middle  watch  of  a  summer's  night — 

The  earth  is  dark,  but  the  heavens  are  bright ; 

Naught  is  seen  in  the  vault  on  high 

But  the  moon,  and  the  stars,  and  the  cloudless  skj^ 

And  the  flood  which  rolls  its  milky  hue, 

A  river  of  light  on  the  welkin  blue. 

The  moon  looks  down  on  old  Cronest ; 

She  mellows  the  shades  on  his  shaggy  breast^ 

And  seems  his  huge  gray  form  to  throw 

In  a  silver  cone  on  the  wave  below ; 

His  sides  are  broken  by  spots  of  shade. 

By  the  walnut  bough  and  the  cedar  made, 

And  through  their  clustering  branches  dark 

Glimmers  and  dies  the  firefly's  spark  — 

Like  starry  twinkles  that  momently  break 

Through  the  rifts  of  the  gathering  tempest's  rack. 

The  stars  are  on  the  moving  stream. 

And  fling,  as  its  ripples  gently  flow, 
A  burnished  length  of  wavy  beam 

In  an  eel-like,  spiral  line  below ; 
The  winds  are  whist,  and  the  owl  is  still ; 

The  bat  in  the  shelvy  rock  is  hid ; 
And  naught  is  heard  on  the  lonely  hill 
But  the  cricket's  chirp,  and  the  answer  shrill 

Of  the  gauze-winged  katydid ; 
And  the  plaint  of  the  wailing  whippoorwill, 
Who  moans  unseen,  and  ceaseless  sings, 

Ever  a  note  of  wail  and  woe, 
Till  morning  spreads  her  rosy  wings, 

And  earth  and  sky  in  her  glances  glow. 

'T  is  the  hour  of  fairy  ban  and  spell  : 
The  wood-tick  has  kept  the  minutes  well ; 
He  has  counted  them  all  with  click  and  stroke 
Deep  in  the  heart  of  the  mountain  oak, 
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And  he  has  awakened  the  sentry  elve 

Who  sleeps  with  him  in  the  haunted  tree, 
To  bid  him  ring  the  hour  of  twelve, 

And  call  the  fays  to  their  revelry ; 
Twelve  small  strokes  on  his  tinkling  bell  «- 
('T  was  made  of  the  white  snail's  pearly  shell) 
^Midnight  comes,  and  all  is  well! 
Hither,  hither,  wing  your  way ! 
rr  is  the  dawn  of  the  fairy  day.'' 

They  come  from  beds  of  lichen  green. 

They  creep  from  the  mullein's  velvet  screen ; 

Some  on  the  backs  of  beetles  fly 

From  the  silver  tops  of  moon*touched  trees, 
Where  they  swung  in  their  cobweb  hammocks  high, 

And  rocked  about  in  the  evening  breeze ; 
Some  from  the  hum-bird's  downy  nest  — 

They  had  driven  him  out  by  elfin  power. 
And  pillowed  on  plumes  of  his  rainbow  breast, 

Had  slumbered  there  till  the  charmM  hour; 
Some  had  lain  in  the  scoop  of  the  rook. 

With  glittering  ising-stars  inlaid ; 
And  some  had  opened  the  four-o'clock. 

And  stole  within  its  purple  shade. 
And  now  they  throng  the  moonlight  gladfl^ 

Above,  below,  on  every  side, 
Their  little  minim  forms  arrayed 

In  the  tricksy  pomp  of  the  fairy  pride  I 

They  come  not  now  to  print  the  lea, 

In  freak  and  dance  around  the  tree. 

Or  at  the  mushroom  board  to  sup. 

And  drink  the  dew  from  the  buttercup ;  — 

A  soene  of  sorrow  waits  them  now. 

For  an  ouphe  has  broken  his  vestal  vow ; 

He  has  loved  an  earthly  maid. 

And  left  for  her  his  woodland  shade ; 

He  has  lain  upon  her  lip  of  dew. 

And  sunned  him  in  her  eye  of  blue, 

Fknned  her  cheek  with  his  wing  of  air. 

Played  in  the  ringlots  of  her  hair. 

And  nestling  on  her  snowy  breast. 

Forgot  the  lily-king's  behest. 

F6r  this  the  shadowy  tribes  of  air 

To  the  elfin  ooort  most  haste  awaj : 
And  BOW  thej  ilud  ezpeetaat  there. 
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The  throne  was  reared  upon  the  grasfl^ 
Of  spice-wood  and  of  sassafras ; 
On  pillars  of  mottled  tortoise-shell 

Hung  the  burnished  canopy— 
And  o'er  it  gorgeous  curtains  fell 

Of  the  tulip's  crimson  drapery. 
The  monarch  sat  on  his  judgment  seat ; 

On  his  brow  the  crown  imperial  shone  $ 
The  prisoner  fay  was  at  his  feet. 

And  his  peers  were  ranged  around  the  throne. 
He  waved  his  sceptre  in  the  air, 

He  looked  around  and  calmly  spoke ; 
His  brow  was  grave  and  his  eye  severe, 

But  his  voice  in  a  softened  accent  broke : 

^  Fairy  I  Fairy !  list  and  mark : 

Thou  hast  broke  thine  elfin  chain ; 
Thy  flame-wood  lamp  is  quenched  and  dark, 

And  thy  wings  are  dyed  with  a  deadly  stain  — • 
Thou  hast  sullied  thine  elfin  purity 

In  the  glance  of  a  mortal  maiden's  eye; 
Thou  hast  scorned  our  dread  decree, 

And  thou  shouldst  pay  the  forfeit  high. 
But  well  I  know  her  sinless  mind 

Is  pure  as  the  angel  forms  above, 
Gentle  and  meek,  and  chaste  and  kind. 

Such  as  a  spirit  well  might  love ; 
Fairy!  had  she  spot  or  taint, 
Bitter  had  been  thy  punishment : 
Tied  to  the  hornet's  shardy  wings ; 
Tossed  on  the  pricks  of  nettles'  stings ; 
Or  seven  long  ages  doomed  to  dwell 
With  the  lazy  worm  in  the  walnut-shell ; 
Or  every  night  to  writhe  and  bleed 
Beneath  the  tread  of  the  centipede ; 
Or  bound  in  a  cobweb  dungeon  dim. 
Your  jailer  a  spider,  huge  and  grim. 
Amid  the  carrion  bodies  to  lie 
Of  the  worm,  and  the  bug,  and  the  murdered  fly : 
These  it  had  been  your  lot  to  bear, 
Had  a  stain  been  found  on  the  earthly  fair. 
Now  list,  and  mark  our  mild  decree  — 
Fairy,  this  your  doom  must  be :  — 

*'Thou  shalt  seek  the  beach  of  sand 
Where  the  water  bounds  the  elfin  land ; 
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Thou  shalt  watch  the  oozy  brine 

Till  the  sturgeon  leaps  in  the  bright  moonshine. 

Then  dart  the  glistening  arch  below, 

And  catch  a  drop  from  his  silver  bow. 

The  water-sprites  will  wield  their  arms 

And  dash  around,  with  roar  and  rave. 
And  vain  are  the  woodland  spirits'  charms  ; 

They  are  the  imps  that  rule  the  wave. 
Yet  trust  thee  in  thy  single  might : 
If  thy  heart  be  pure  and  thy  spirit  right, 
Thou  shalt  win  the  warlock  fight 

"  If  the  spray-bead  gem  be  won, 

The  stain  of  thy  wing  is  washed  away ; 
But  another  errand  must  be  done 

Ere  thy  crime  be  lost  for  aye  : 
Thy  flame-wood  lamp  is  quenched  and  dark, — 
Thou  must  re-illumine  its  spark. 
Mount  thy  steed  and  spur  him  high 
To  the  heaven's  blue  canopy ; 
And  when  thou  seest  a  shooting  star, 
Follow  it  fast,  and  follow  it  far  — 
The  last  faint  spark  of  its  burning  train 
Shall  light  the  elfin  lamp  again. 
Thou  hast  heard  our  sentence,  fay ; 
Hence  I  to  the  water-side,  away ! " 

The  goblin  marked  his  monarch  well ; 

He  spake  not,  but  he  bowed  him  low. 
Then  plucked  a  crimson  colen-bell, 

And  turned  him  round  in  act  to  go. 
The  way  is  long;  he  cannot  fly  ; 

His  soilM  wing  has  lost  its  power. 
And  he  winds  adown  the  mountain  high 

For  many  a  sore  and  weary  hour. 
Through  dreary  beds  of  tangled  fern, 
Through  groves  of  nightshade  dark  and  dem. 
Over  the  grass  and  through  the  brake, 
Where  toils  the  ant  and  sleeps  the  snake ; 
Now  o'er  the  violet's  azure  flush 

He  skips  along  in  lightsome  mood ; 
And  now  he  thrids  the  bramble-bush, 

Till  its  points  are  dyed  in  fairy  blood. 
He  has  leaped  the  bog,  he  has  pierced  the  brier. 
He  has  swum  the  brook  and  waded  the  mire, 
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Till  his  spirits  sank  and  his  limb?  f?rew  weak. 
And  the  red  waxed  fainter  in  his  cheek. 
He  had  fallen  to  the  ground  outright, 

For  ragged  and  dim  was  his  onward  tracks 
But  there  came  a  spotted  toad  in  sight. 

And  he  laughed  as  he  jumped  upon  her  back: 
He  bridled  her  mouth  with  a  silkweed  twist, 

He  lashed  her  sides  with  an  osier  thong. 
And  now,  through  evening's  dewy  mist, 

With  leap  and  spring  they  bound  along. 
Till  the  mountain's  magic  verge  is  past, 
And  the  beach  of  sand  is  reached  at  la^  t. 


Up,  fairy !  quit  thy  chickweed  bower, 
The  cricket  has  called  the  second  hour; 
Twice  again,  and  the  lark  will  rise 
To  kiss  the  streaking  of  the  skies  — 
Up  !  thy  charmed  armor  don  ; 
Thou  'It  need  it  ere  the  night  be  gone. 

He  put  his  acorn  helmet  on : 

It  was  plumed  of  the  silk  of  the  thistle-down  ; 

The  corselet  plate  that  guarded  his  breast 

Was  once  the  wild  bee's  golden  vest  ; 

His  cloak,  of  a  thousand  mingled  dyes. 

Was  formed  of  the  wings  of  butterflies  ; 

His  shield  was  the  shell  of  a  lady-bug  queen, 

Studs  of  gold  on  a  ground  of  green ; 

And  the  quivering  lance  which  he  brandished  bright 

Was  the  sting  of  a  wasp  he  had  slain  in  fight. 

Swift  he  bestrode  his  firefly  steed  ; 

He  bared  his  blade  of  the  bent-grass  blue; 
He  drove  his  spurs  of  the  cockle-seed, 

And  away  like  a  glance  of  thought  he  flew, 
To  skim  the  heavens,  and  follow  far 
The  fiery  trail  of  the  rocket-star. 

The  moth-fly,  as  he  shot  in  air, 

Crept  under  the  leaf  and  hid  her  there; 

The  katydid  forgot  its  lay. 

The  prowling  gnat  fled  fast  away. 

The  fell  mosquito  checked  his  drone 

And  folded  his  wings  till  the  fay  was  gone. 

And  the  wily  beetle  dropped  his  head, 

And  fell  on  tlie  ground  as  if  he  were  dead ; 
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They  enmehed  them  close  in  the  darksome  shada^ 

They  quaked  all  o'er  with  awe  and  fear, 
For  they  had  felt  the  hlue-bent  blade, 

And  writhed  at  the  prick  of  the  elfin  spear; 
Many  a  time,  on  a  summer's  nighty 
When  the  sky  was  clear,  and  the  moon  was  bright 
They  had  been  roused  from  the  haunted  ground 
By  the  yelp  and  bay  of  the  fairy  hound ; 
They  had  heard  the  tiuy  bugle-horn. 

They  had  heard  the  twang  of  the  maize^ilk  string 
When  the  vine-twig  bows  were  tightly  drawn. 
And  the  needle-shaft  through  air  was  borne, 

Feathered  with  down  of  the  hum-bird's  wing. 
And  now  they  deemed  the  courier  ouphe 

Some  hunter-sprite  of  the  elfin  ground ; 
And  they  watched  till  they  saw  him  mount  the  roof 

That  canopies  the  world  aroun<l ; 
Then  glad  they  left  their  covert  lair, 
And  freaked  about  in  the  midnight  air. 

Up  to  the  vaulted  firmament 

His  path  the  firefly  courser  bent. 

And  at  every  gallop  on  the  wind. 

He  flung  a  glittering  spark  behind ; 

He  flies  like  a  feather  in  the  blast 

Till  the  first  light  cloud  in  heaven  is  past. 

But  the  shapes  of  air  have  begun  their  work. 
And  a  drizzly  mist  is  round  him  cast; 

He  cannot  see  through  the  mantle  murk ; 
He  shivers  with  cold,  but  he  urges  fast ; 

Through  storm  and  darkness,  sleet  and  shade. 
He  lashes  his  steed,  and  spurs  amain  — 
For  shadowy  hands  have  twitched  the  rein, 

And  flame-shot  tongues  around  him  played^ 
And  near  him  many  a  fiendish  eye 
Glared  with  a  fell  malignity. 
And  yells  of  rage,  and  shrieks  of  fear, 
Came  screaming  on  his  startled  ear. 

His  wings  are  wet  around  his  breast, 
The  plume  hangs  dripping:  from  his  crest. 
His  eyes  are  blurred  with  t!i<'  li^^htning's  glare. 
And  his  ears  are  stunned  with  the  thunder's  blara. 
\U\f  he  gave  a  shout,  an<l  hin  blade  he  drew; 
Ht*  thrust  before  and  he  struck  behind. 
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While  the  cloud-fiends  fly  from  the  Uaze; 
He  watches  each  flake  till  its  sparks  expire. 
And  rides  in  the  light  of  its  rays. 

But  he  drove  his  steed  to  the  lightning's  speed. 
And  caught  a  glimmering  spark; 

Then  wheeled  around  to  the  fairy  ground, 
And  sped  through  the  midnight  dark. 


Ouphe  and  goblin  I  imp  and  sprite ! 

Elf  of  eve  I  and  starry  fay ! 
Ye  that  love  the  moon's  soft  light, 

Hither,  hither,  wend  your  way ; 
Twine  ye  in  a  jocund  ring, 

Sing  and  trip  it  merrily, 
Hand  to  hand,  and  wing  to  wing, 

Bound  the  wild  witch-hazel  tree. 

Hail  the  wanderer  again 

With  dance  and  song,  and  lute  and  lyie  { 
Pure  his  wing  and  strong  his  chain. 

And  doubly  bright  his  fairy  fire. 
Twine  ye  in  an  airy  round, 

Brush  the  dew  and  print  the  lea ; 
Skip  and  gambol,  hop  and  bound, 

Round  the  wild  witch-hazel  tree. 

The  beetle  guards  our  holy  ground, 

He  flies  about  the  haunted  place. 
And  if  mortal  there  be  found, 

He  hums  in  his  ears  and  flaps  his  face; 
The  leaf-harp  sounds  our  roundelay, 

The  owlet's  eyes  our  lanterns  be ; 
Thus  we  sing  and  dance  and  play, 

Round  the  wild  witch-hazel  tree. 

But  hark !  from  tower  on  treetop  high. 

The  sentry  elf  his  call  has  made ; 
A  streak  is  in  the  eastern  sky ; 

Shapes  of  moonlight !  flit  and  fade  I 
The  hill-tops  gleam  in  Morning's  spring. 
The  skylark  shakes  his  dappled  wing. 
The  day-G:limpse  glimmers  on  the  lawn, — 
The  cock  has  crowed,  and  the  fays  are  gone. 
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The  AifERicAN  Flag. 

Wrkn  Freedom  from  her  mountain  height 

Unfurled  her  standard  to  the  air, 
She  tore  the  azure  robe  of  night. 

And  set  the  stars  of  glory  there ; 
Rhe  mingled  with  its  gorgeous  dyes 
The  milkv  baldric  of  the  skies, 
And  striped  its  pure  celestial  white 
With  streakings  of  the  morning  light: 
Then  from  his  mansion  in  the  sun 
She  called  her  eajjlc-bearer  down, 
And  gave  unto  his  mighty  hand 
The  symbol  of  her  chosen  land. 

Majestic  monarch  of  the  cloud  1 

Who  rear'st  aloft  thy  regal  form. 
To  hear  the  tempest-trum pings  loud, 
Ajad  see  the  lightning  lances  driven. 

When  strive  the  warriors  of  the  storm. 
And  rolls  the  thunder-drum  of  heaven -» 
Child  of  the  sun  I  to  thee  't  is  given 

To  guard  the  banner  of  the  free. 
To  hover  in  the  sulphur-smoke, 
To  wanl  away  the  battle*stroke, 
And  bid  its  blendings  shine  afar. 
Like  rainbows  on  the  cloud  of  war, 

The  harbingers  of  victory ! 

Flag  of  the  brave  I  thy  folds  shall  fly. 
The  sign  of  hope  and  triumph  high. 
When  speaks  the  signal  trumpet>tone, 
And  the  long  line  comes  gleaming  on: 
Ere  yet  the  life-blood,  warm  and  wet. 
Has  dimmed  the  glistening  bayonet, 
Each  soldier  eye  shall  brightly  turn 
To  where  the  sky-born  glories  bum, 
And  as  his  springing  steps  advance, 
Catch  war  and  vengeance  from  the  glance  | 
And  when  the  caniion-inouthings  loud 
Heave  in  wild  wreaths  thi*  buttli'-shroud. 
And  jfory  sabres  rise  and  fall, 
Likn  shoots  of  flame  on  midnight's  pallt«» 
VOL.  VII.— aa 
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Their  baldricks  set  with  studs,  athwart  their  shoolden  eisi, 

To  which  under  their  arms  their  sheafs  were  buckled  fuif 

A  short  sword  at  their  belt,  a  buckler  scarce  a  span  — 

Who  struck  below  the  knee,  Dot  counted  then  a  man : 

All  made  of  Spanish  yew,  their  bows  were  wondrous  strongy 

They  not  an  arrow  drew  but  was  a  cloth-yard  long. 

Of  archery  they  had  the  very  perfect  craft. 

With  broad-arrow,  or  butt,  or  prick,  or  roving  shaft. 

At  marks  full  forty  score,  they  used  to  prick  and  rove, 

Yet  higher  than  the  breast,  for  compass  never  strove ; 

Yet  at  the  farthest  mark  a  foot  could  hardly  win : 

At  loug-butts,  short,  and  hoyles,  each  one  cotQd  cleave  the  piOi 

Their  arrows  finely  paired,  for  timber,  and  for  feather, 

With  birch  and  brazil  pieced,  to  fly  in  any  weather; 

And  shot  they  with  the  round,  the  square,  or  forked  pile^ 

The  loose  gave  such  a  twang,  as  might  be  heard  a  mile. 

And  of  these  archers  brave,  there  was  not  any  one 

But  he  could  kill  a  deer  his  swiftest  speed  upon. 

Which  they  did  boil  and  roast,  in  many  a  mighty  wood, 

Sharp  hunger  the  fine  sauce  to  their  more  kingly  food. 

Then  taking  them  to  rest,  his  merry  men  and  he 

Slept  many  a  summer's  night  under  the  greenwood  tree. 

From  wealthy  abbots'  chests,  and  churls'  abundant  store, 

What  oftentimes  he  took,  he  shared  amongst  the  poor: 

No  lordly  bishop  came  in  lusty  Robiu's  way, 

To  him  before  he  went,  but  for  his  pass  must  pay : 

The  widow  in  distress  he  graciously  relieved. 

And  remedied  the  wrongs  of  many  a  virgin  grieved : 

He  from  the  husband's  bed  no  married  woman  wan. 

But  to  his  mistress  dear,  his  loved  Marian, 

Was  ever  constant  known,  which  wheresoe'er  she  came. 

Was  sovereign  of  the  woods,  chief  lady  of  the  game  : 

Her  clothes  tucked  to  the  knee,  and  dainty  braided  hair. 

With  bow  and  quiver  armed,  she  wandered  here  and  thera 

Amongst  the  forests  wild ;  Diana  never  knew 

Such  pleasures,  nor  such  harts  as  Mariana  slew. 


The  Ballad  op  Aqtsco 


Fair  stood  the  wind  for  France, 
When  we  our  sails  advance. 
Nor  now  to  prove  our  chance 
Longer  will  tarry ; 


1  -;ART  ; 
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But  putting  to  the  luaiu, 
At  Kaiix,  the  luouth  of  Seina^ 
With  all  his  martial  train, 
Landed  King  Harry. 

And  taking  many  a  fort, 
Furnished  in  warlike  sort. 
Marched  towards  Agincourt 

In  happy  hour  — 
Skirmishing  day  by  day 
With  those  that  stopped  his  waj, 
Where  the  French  general  lay 

With  all  his  power. 

Which  in  his  height  of  pridfl^ 
King  Henry  to  deride, 
His  ransom  to  provide 

To  the  Kin{2:  sending; 
Which  he  neglects  the  whila^ 
As  from  a  nation  vile, 
Tet,  with  an  angry  smile. 

Their  fall  ]>ortending. 

And  turning  to  his  men, 

Quoth  our  brave  Henry  then:«» 

**  Though  they  to  one  be  ten. 

Be  not  amazed ; 
Yet  have  we  well  begun  — 
Battles  so  bravely  won 
Have  ever  to  the  sun 

By  fame  been  raised* 

*  And  for  myself/'  quoth  he, 
•"  This  my  full  rest  shall  be ; 
England  ne'er  mourn  for  ma^ 

Nor  more  esteem  me  ; 
Victor  I  will  remain. 
Or  on  this  earth  lie  slain ; 
Kever  shall  she  sustain 

Loss  to  redeem  me. 

•*  Poitiers  and  Cressv  tell. 
When  most  their  prido  did  sweU, 
Undor  (»iir  swords  they  fell; 
No  less  our  skill  is 
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Than  when  onr  grandsire  great^ 
Claiming  the  regal  seat^ 
By  many  a  warlike  feat 
Lopped  the  French  lilies.'' 

The  Duke  of  York  so  dread 
The  eager  vaward  led ; 
With  the  main  Henry  sped, 

Amongst  his  henchmen. 
Excester  had  the  rear  — 
A  braver  man  not  there : 
O  Lord  !  how  hot  they  were 

On  the  false  Frenchmen ! 

They  dow  to  fight  are  gone; 

Armor  on  armor  shone ; 

Drum  now  to  drum  did  groan -- 

To  hear  was  wonder; 
That  with  the  cries  they  make 
The  very  earth  did  shake ; 
Trumpet  to  trumpet  spake. 

Thunder  to  thunder. 

Well  it  thine  age  became, 
0  noble  Erpingham ! 
Which  did  the  signal  aim 

To  our  hid  forces ; 
When  from  a  meadow  by, 
Like  a  storm  suddenly, 
The  English  archery 

Struck  the  French  horses, 

With  Spanish  yew  so  strong, 
Arrows  a  cloth-yard  long, 
That  like  to  serpents  stung, 

Piercing  the  weather ; 
None  from  his  fellow  starts, 
But  playing  manly  parts, 
And  like  true  English  hearts, 

Stuck  close  together. 

When  down  their  bows  they  threw. 
And  forth  their  billbows  drew, 
And  on  the  French  thev  flew, 
Not  one  was  tardy ; 
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Anns  were  from  shoulders  sent ; 
Scalps  to  the  teeth  were  rent ; 
Down  the  French  peasants  went)— • 
Our  men  were  hardy. 

This  while  our  noble  king, 
His  broadsword  brandishing, 
Down  the  French  host  did  ding. 

As  to  o'erwhelm  it ; 
And  many  a  deep  wound  lent. 
His  arm  with  blood  besprent 
And  many  a  cruel  dent 

BruisM  his  helmet. 

Glo'ster,  that  duke  so  good, 
Kext  of  the  royal  blood, 
For  famous  England  stood. 

With  his  brave  brother  — 
Clarence,  in  steel  so  bright, 
Though  but  a  maiden  knight^ 
Yet  in  that  furious  fight 

Scarce  such  another. 

Warwick  in  Mood  did  wade? 
Oxford  the  foe  invade, 
And  cruel  slaughter  made. 

Still  as  they  ran  up; 
Suffolk  his  axe  did  ply ; 
Beaumont  and  Willoughbj 
Bare  them  right  doughtily, 

Ferrers  and  Fanhope. 

Upon  Saint  Crispin's  day 
Fought  was  this  noble  fray^ 
Which  fame  did  not  delay 

To  England  to  carry ; 
0,  when  shall  Englishmen 
With  duoh  acts  fill  a  pen, 
Or  England  bre^nl  a^^in 

Such  a  King  Harry  T 
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The  Queen  of  the  Faibibs. 

Hbb  chariot  ready  straight  is  made ; 
Each  thing  therein  is  fitting  laid, 
That  she  by  nothing  might  be  stayed. 

For  nought  must  be  her  letting ; 
Four  nimble  gnats  the  horses  were. 
Their  harnesses  of  gossamer. 
Fly  Granion,  her  charioteer, 

Upon  the  coach-box  getting. 

Her  chariot  of  a  snail's  fine  shell. 
Which  for  the  colors  did  excel ; 
The  fair  Queen  Mab  becoming  well. 

So  lively  was  the  limning  ; 
The  seat  the  soft  wood  of  the  bee^ 
The  cover  (gallantly  to  see) 
The  wing  of  a  pied  butterfiee ; 

I  trow  't  was  simple  trimming. 

The  wheels  composed  of  crickets'  bonei^ 
And  daintily  made  for  the  nonce ; 
For  fear  of  rattling  on  the  stones 

With  thistle-down  they  shod  it ; 
For  all  her  maidens  much  did  fear 
If  Oberon  had  chanced  to  hear 
That  Mab  his  queen  should  have  been  there. 

He  would  not  have  abode  it. 

She  mounts  her  chariot  with  a  trice. 
Nor  would  she  stay  lor  no  advice 
Until  her  maids,  that  were  so  nice, 

To  wait  on  her  were  fitted ; 
But  ran  herself  away  alone  ; 
Which  when  they  heard,  there  was  not  one 
But  hasted  after  to  be  gone, 

As  she  had  been  diswitted. 

Hop  and  Mop,  and  Drab  so  clear, 
Pip  and  Trip,  and  Skip,  that  were 
To  Mab  their  sovereign  so  dear, 

Her  special  maids  of  honor ; 
Fib  and  Tib,  and  Pink  and  Pin, 
Tick  and  Quick,  and  Jill  and  Jin, 
Tit  and  Nit,  and  Wap  and  Win, 

The  train  that  wait  upon  her. 
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Upon  a  grasshopper  thej  got, 

And,  what  with  amble  and  with  troty 

For  hedge  nor  ditch  they  spared  not» 

But  after  her  they  hie  theui: 
A  cobweb  over  them  they  throw, 
To  shield  the  wind  if  it  should  blow ; 
Themselves  they  wisely  c6uld  bestow 

Lest  any  should  espy  them. 


Sonnets. 

Bright  star  of  beauty,  on  whose  eyelids  sit 
A  thousand  nymph-like  and  enamored  graces, 
The  goddesses  of  memory  and  wit, 
Which  there  in  order  take  their  several  places; 

In  whose  dear  bosom,  sweet  delicious  love 
Lays  down  his  quiver  which  he  once  did  bear, 
Since  he  that  bless^i  paradise  did  prove, 
And  leaves  his  mother's  lap  to  sport  him  there : 

Let  others  strive  to  entertain  with  words ; 
My  soul  is  of  a  braver  mettle  made  ; 
I  hold  that  vile  which  vulgar  wit  affords ; 
In  me 's  that  faith  which  time  cannot  invade. 

Let  what  I  praise  be  still  made  good  by  you ; 

Be  you  most  worthy  whilst  I  am  most  true  I 

NoTHiKo  but  "  No ! "  and  "  I !  "    and*'  I !  "  and  "  No  I ' 
**  How  falls  it  out  so  strangely  ?  "  you  reply. 
I  tell  ye,  Fair,  I  '11  not  be  answered  so, 
With  this  affirming  "  No!  "  denying  *•  I!  *' 
I  say  •*  I  love ! "    You  slightly  answer  **  II  " 
I  say  ••  You  love !  "     You  pule  me  out  a  "  No  I " 
I  say  "  I  die  !  "  You  echo  me  with  ♦*  I!  " 
••  Save  me !  "  1  cry ;  you  si^h  me  out  a  '•  No !  " 
Must  woe  and  I  have  naught  but  **  No  I  "  and  **  II"*  f 
No  "II"  am  I,  if  I  no  more  can  have. 
Answer  no  niore  ;  with  silt>noe  make  reply. 
And  let  mo  take  myself  what  I  do  crave ; 
Let  **  No!  "  and  ♦*  I  I  *'  with  I  and  you  be  so, 
Then  answer  **  No ! "  and  *•  II  ■'  and  "  I ! "  and  "  No  I 
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Dbalinq  with  Doubt. 

(From  Dmmmond's  AddreBses.) 

There  is  a  subject  which  I  think  we  as  workers  amongst 
young  men  cannot  afford  to  keep  out  of  sight — -I  mean  the  sub- 
ject of  "Doubt"  We  are  forced  to  face  that  subject  We 
have  no  choice.  I  would  rather  let  it  alone ;  but  every  day  of 
my  life  I  meet  men  who  doubt,  and  I  am  quite  sure  that  most 
of  you  have  innumerable  interviews  every  year  with  men  who 
raise  sceptical  difficulties  about  religion.  Now,  it  becomes  a 
matter  of  great  practical  importance  that  we  should  know  how 
to  deal  wisely  with  these  men.  Upon  the  whole,  I  think  these 
are  the  best  men  in  the  country.  I  speak  of  my  own  country. 
I  speak  of  the  universities  with  which  I  am  familiar,  and  I  say 
that  the  men  who  are  perplexed  —  the  men  who  come  to  you 
with  serious  and  honest  difficulties  —  are  the  best  men.  They 
are  men  of  intellectual  honesty,  and  cannot  allow  themselves  to 
be  put  to  rest  by  words,  or  phrases,  or  traditions,  or  theologies, 
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hut  who  must  pet  to  the  bottom  of  things  for  thomselves.  And 
if  I  am  not  mistaken,  Christ  was  very  fond  of  these  men.  The 
outsiders  always  interested  Ilim,  and  touched  Uim.  The 
orthodox  people  —  the  Pharisees  —  He  was  much  less  interested 
in.  He  went  with  publicans  and  sinners  —  witli  |>eople  who 
were  in  revolt  against  the  respectability,  intellectual  and  relig- 
ious,  of  the  day.  And  following  Him«  we  are  entitled  to  give 
sympathetic  consideration  to  those  whom  He  loved  and  took 
trouble  with. 

First,  let  me  speak  for  a  moment  or  two  about  the  orifnn 
of  doubt  In  the  first  place,  we  are  born  questioners.  Look 
at  the  wonderment  of  a  little  child  in  its  eves  before  it  can 
speak.  The  child*8  great  word  when  it  begins  to  speak  is, 
•*  Why  ?"  Every  child  is  full  of  every  kind  of  question,  about 
every  kind  of  thing  that  moves,  and  shines,  and  changes,  in 
the  little  world  in  which  it  lives.  That  is  the  incipient  doubt 
in  the  nature  of  man.  Respect  doubt  for  its  origin.  It  is  au 
inevitable  thing.  It  is  not  a  thing  to  be  crushed.  It  is  a  part 
of  man  as  God  made  him.  Heresy  is  truth  in  the  making,  and 
doubt  is  the  prelude  of  knowledge. 

Secondly:  The  world  is  a  Sphinx.  It  is  a  vast  riddle  —  an 
unfathomable  mystery ;  and  on  every  side  there  is  temptation 
to  questioning.  In  every  loaf,  in  every  cell  of  every  leaf,  there 
are  a  hundred  problems.  There  are  ten  good  years  of  a  man^s 
life  in  investigating  what  is  in  a  leaf,  and  there  are  five  good 
years  more  in  investitrating  the  things  that  are  in  the  things 
that  arc  in  the  leaf.  God  has  planned  the  world  to  incite  men 
to  intellectual  activitv. 

Thirdly:  The  instrument  with  which  we  attempt  to  iuTesti* 
gate  truth  is  impaired.  Some  say  it  fell,  and  the  glass  is 
broken.  Some  say  prejudice,  heredity,  or  sin  have  spoiled 
its  sights  and  have  blinded  our  eyes  and  deadened  our  ears. 
In  any  case  the  instniments  with  which  we  work  uf>on  tmth, 
even  in  the  stnmgest  men,  are  feeble  and  inadequate  to  their 
tremendous  task. 

And  in  the  fourth  place,  all  religious  tniths  are  doubtable. 
There  is  no  almolute  proof  for  any  one  of  them.  Even  that 
fandamental  truth  —  the  existence  of  a  God — no  man  can 
proTe  by  reason.  The  onlinary  proof  for  the  existence  of  God 
Involves  either  an  assumpHon,  arcrnment  in  a  circle,  or  a 
contradiction.  The  iinpn'ssion  nf  God  is  kept  up  by  experi- 
ence ;  not  by  logic.     And  hence,  when  the  experimental  rellg- 
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ion  of  a  man,  of  a  community,  or  of  a  nation,  wanes,  religion 
wanes  —  their  idea  of  God  grows  indistinct,  and  that  man, 
commimity,  or  nation  becomes  infidel.  Bear  in  mind,  then, 
that  all  religious  truths  are  doubtable  —  even  those  which  we 
hold  most  strongly. 

What  does  this  brief  account  of  the  origin  of  doubt  teach 
us  ?  It  teaches  us  great  intellectual  humility.  It  teaches  us 
sympathy  and  toleration  with  all  men  who  venture  upon  the 
ocean  of  truth  to  find  out  a  path  through  it  for  themselves. 
Do  you  sometimes  feel  yourself  thinking  unkind  things  about 
your  fellow-students  who  have  intellectual  difficulty  f  I  know 
how  hard  it  is  always  to  feel  sympathy  and  toleration  for 
them ;  but  we  must  address  ourselves  to  that  most  carefully  and 
fnost  religiously.  If  my  brother  is  short-sighted,  I  must  not 
abuse  him  or  speak  against  him ;  I  must  pity  him,  and  if  pos- 
sible try  to  improve  his  sight  or  to  make  things  that  he  is  to 
look  at  so  bright  that  he  cannot  help  seeing.  But  never  let  us 
think  evil  of  men  who  do  not  see  as  we  do.  From  the  bottom 
of  our  hearts  let  us  pity  them,  and  let  us  take  them  by  the  hand 
and  spend  time  and  thought  over  them,  and  try  to  lead  them  to 
the  true  light. 

What  has  been  the  Church's  treatment  of  doubt  in  the  past? 
It  has  been  very  simple.  "There  is  a  heretic.  Burn  him!" 
That  is  alL  "There  is  a  man  who  has  gone  off  the  road. 
Bring  him  back  and  torture  him!"  We  have  got  past  that 
physically ;  have  we  got  past  it  morally  ?  What  does  the 
modern  Church  say  to  a  man  who  is  sceptical?  Not  "Bum 
him !  "  but  "  Brand  him !  "  "  Brand  him !  —  call  him  a  bad 
name."  And  in  many  countries  at  the  present  time  a  man 
who  is  branded  as  a  heretic  is  despised,  tabooed,  and  put  out  of 
religious  society,  much  more  than  if  he  had  gone  wrong  in 
morals.  I  think  I  am  speaking  within  the  facts  when  I  say 
that  a  man  who  is  unsound  is  looked  upon  in  many  communities 
with  more  suspicion  and  with  more  pious  horror  than  a  man 
who  now  and  then  gets  drunk.  "  Burn  him ! "  "  Brand  him  I " 
"Excommunicate  him!"  That  has  been  the  Church's  treat- 
ment of  doubt,  and  that  is  perhaps  to  some  extent  the  treatment 
which  we  ourselves  are  inclined  to  give  to  the  men  who  cannot 
see  the  truths  of  Christianity  as  we  see  them.  Contrast  Christ's 
treatment  of  doubt.  I  have  spoken  already  of  His  strange 
partiality  for  the  outsiders  —  for  the  scattered  heretics  up  and 
down  the  country ;  of  the  care  with  which  He  loved  to  deal  with 
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them,  and  of  the  respect  in  which  lie  held  their  intellectual 
difficulties.  Christ  never  failed  to  distinguish  between  doubt 
and  unbelief.  Doubt  is  cant  believe;  unbelief  is  u^itn't  believe. 
Doubt  is  honesty  ;  unl>eiief  is  obstinacy.  Doubt  is  looking  for 
light;  unbelief  is  content  with  darkness.  Loving  darkness 
rather  than  li^rht  —  that  is  what  Christ  attacked,  and  atUcked 
unsparinfrly.  But  for  the  intellectual  questioning  of  Thomas, 
and  Philip,  and  Nicodenius,  and  the  many  others  who  cunu  to 
ilim  to  have  their  great  problems  solved,  Ue  was  ix*s|KCtiul 
and  generous  and  tolerant 

And  how  (lid  He  meet  their  doubts  ?  The  Church,  as  I  have 
said,  sa\s,  "Brand  him!"  Christ  said,  ** Teach  him."  He 
destroyed  by  fulfilling.  When  Thomas  came  to  Him  and 
denied  His  very  resurrection,  and  stood  before  Him  waiting  for 
the  scathing  words  and  lashing  for  his  unbelief,  they  never 
came.  They  never  came.  Christ  gave  him  facts  —  facts.  No 
man  can  go  around  facts.  Christ  said,  ''  Behold  My  hands  and 
My  feet*'  The  great  god  of  science  at  the  present  time  is 
a  fact  It  works  with  facts.  Its  cry  is,  "^Give  me  facts.** 
Found  anything  you  like  upon  facts  and  we  will  believe  it 
The  spirit  of  Christ  was  the  scientific  spirit  He  founded  His 
religion  u{Mm  facts;  and  He  asked  all  men  to  found  their  re- 
ligion upon  facts.  Now,  gentlemen,  get  up  the  facts  of  Chris* 
tianity,  and  take  men  to  the  facts.  Theologies  —  and  I  am  not 
speaking  disrespectfully  of  theology;  theology  is  aa  scientific  a 
thing  as  any  other  science  of  facts  —  but  tiieologies  are  human 
versions  of  Divine  truths,  and  hence  the  varieties  of  the  ver- 
sions, and  the  inconsistencies  of  them.  I  would  allow  a  man  to 
select  whichever  version  of  this  truth  he  like<l  afteneardi ;  but 
I  would  ask  him  to  begin  with  no  version,  but  go  back  to  the 
facts  and  base  his  Christian  life  upon  that.  That  is  the  great 
lesson  of  the  New  Testament  way  of  hM>king  at  doubt  —  of 
Christ^s  treatment  of  doubt  It  is  not  ^  Brand  him!"  —  but 
lovingly,  wisely,  and  tenderly  to  teach  him.  Faith  is  never 
opposed  to  reason  in  the  New  Testament :  it  is  opposed  to  sight 
You  will  find  that  a  principle  worth  thinking  over.  Faith  u 
never  opposed  *o  reannn  in  the  Xetc  Tt'Mtament^  hut  to  tighL 

Well,  now;  with  thf'se  principles  in  mind  as  to  the  origin 
of  doubt,  and  as  to  Christ^s  treatment  of  it,  how  are  we  our- 
selves to  deal  with  our  fellow-students  who  are  in  intellectual 
difficulty?  In  the  first  plac<%  I  think  we  must  make  all  the 
eoncessions  to  them   tliat  we  conscientiously   can.     When  a 
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doubter  first  encounters  you  he  pours  out  a  deluge  of  abuse  of 
churches,  and  ministers,  and  creeds,  and  Christians.  Nine- 
tenths  of  what  he  says  is  probably  true.  Make  concessions. 
Agree  with  him.  It  does  him  good  to  unburden  himself  of 
these  things.  He  has  been  cherishing  them  for  years  —  laying 
them  up  against  Christians,  against  the  Church,  and  against 
Christianity;  and  now  he  is  startled  to  find  the  first  Christian 
with  whom  he  has  talked  over  the  thing  almost  entirely  agrees 
with  him.  We  are,  of  course,  not  responsible  for  everything 
that  is  said  in  the  name  of  Christianity;  but  a  man  does  not 
give  up  medicine  because  there  are  quack  doctors,  and  no  man 
has  a  right  to  give  up  his  Christianity  because  there  are  spuri- 
ous or  inconsistent  Christians.  Then,  as  I  have  already  said, 
creeds  are  human  versions  of  Divine  truths ;  and  we  do  not  ask 
a  man  to  accept  all  the  creeds,  any  more  than  we  ask  him  to 
accept  all  the  Christians.  We  ask  him  to  accept  Christ,  and 
the  facts  about  Christ,  and  the  words  of  Christ  But  you  will 
find  the  battle  is  half  won  when  you  have  endorsed  the  man's 
objections,  and  possibly  added  a  great  many  more  to  the 
charges  which  he  has  against  ourselves.  These  men  are  in 
revolt  against  the  kind  of  religion  which  we  exhibit  to  the 
world  —  against  the  cant  that  is  taught  in  the  name  of  Chris- 
tianity. And  if  the  men  that  have  never  seen  the  real  thing — 
if  you  could  show  them  that,  they  would  receive  it  as  eagerly 
as  you  do.  They  are  merely  in  revolt  against  the  imperfections 
and  inconsistencies  of  those  who  represent  Christ  to  the  world. 

Second :  Beg  them  to  set  aside,  by  an  act  of  will,  all  un- 
solved problems :  such  as  the  problem  of  the  origin  of  evil,  the 
problem  of  the  Trinity,  the  problem  of  the  relation  of  human 
will  and  predestination,  and  so  on  —  problems  which  have  been 
investigated  for  thousands  of  years  without  result  —  ask  them 
to  set  those  problems  aside  as  insoluble  in  the  meantime,  just 
as  a  man  who  is  studying  mathematics  may  be  asked  to  set 
aside  the  problem  of  squaring  the  circle.  Let  him  go  on  with 
what  can  be  done,  and  what  has  been  done,  and  leave  out  of 
sight  the  impossible.  You  will  find  that  will  relieve  the  scep- 
tic's mind  of  a  great  deal  of  unnecessary  cargo  that  has  been  in 
his  way. 

Thirdly :  Talking  about  difficulties,  as  a  rule,  only  a^ra- 
vates  them.  Entire  satisfaction  to  the  intellect  is  unattainable 
about  any  of  the  greater  problems,  and  if  you  try  to  get  to  the 
bottom  of  them  by  argument,  there   is  no  bottom  there;  and 
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therefore  jon  make  the  matter  worse.  But  I  would  saj  what  is 
known,  and  what  can  be  honestly  and  philosophicallj  and  scien- 
tificallv  said  about  one  or  two  of  the  difficulties  that  the  doubter 
raises,  just  to  show  him  that  you  can  do  it  —  to  show  him  that 
you  are  not  a  fool  —  that  you  are  not  merely  groping  in  the 
dark  yourself,  but  you  have  found  whatever  basis  is  possible. 
But  I  would  not  go  around  all  the  doctrines.  I  would  simply  do 
that  with  one  or  two ;  because  the  moment  you  cut  off  one,  a 
hundred  other  heads  will  grow  in  its  place.  It  would  be  a  pity 
if  all  these  problems  could  be  solved.  The  joy  of  the  intellectual 
life  would  be  largely  gone.  I  would  not  rob  a  man  of  his  prob- 
lems, nor  would  I  have  another  man  rob  me  of  my  problems. 
They  are  the  delight  of  life«  and  the  whole  intellectual  world 
would  be  stale  and  unprofitable  if  we  knew  everything. 

Fourthly  —  and  this  is  the  great  point :  Turn  away  from  the 
reason,  and  go  into  the  man^s  moral  life.  I  d«>n*t  mean«  go  into 
his  moral  life  and  see  if  the  man  is  living  in  conscious  sin, 
which  is  the  great  blinder  of  the  eyes  —  I  am  spe:iking  now  of 
honest  doubt;  but  open  a  new  door  into  the  practical  side  of 
man^s  nature.  Entreat  him  not  to  postpone  life  and  his  life*s 
usefulness  until  he  has  settled  the  problems  of  the  universe. 
Tell  him  those  problems  will  never  all  be  settled ;  that  his  life 
will  be  done  before  he  has  begun  to  settle  them ;  and  ask  him 
what  he  is  doing  with  his  life  meantime.  Charge  him  with 
wasting  his  life  and  his  usefulness;  and  invite  him  to  deal 
with  the  moral  and  practical  difficulties  of  the  world,  and  leave 
the  intellectual  difficulties  as  ho  goes  along.  To  s\renA  time 
upon  these  is  proving  the  less  important  before  the  more  im- 
portant; and,  as  the  French  say,'* The  good  is  the  enemy  of  the 
best.**  It  is  a  good  thing  to  think  ;  it  is  a  better  thing  to  work  — 
it  is  a  better  thing  to  do  good.  And  you  have  him  there,  you 
•ee.  He  can*t  get  beyond  that.  You  have  to  tell  him,  in  fact, 
that  there  are  two  organs  of  knowledge:  the  one  reason,  the 
other  obedience.  And  now  tell  him,  as  he  has  tried  the  first 
and  found  the  little  in  it,  just  for  a  moment  or  two  to  join  you  in 
trying  the  second.  And  when  he  asks  whom  he  is  to  ol)ey,  you 
tell  him  there  is  but  One.  and  lead  him  to  the  great  historical 
fignre,  who  calls  all  men  to  Kim :  the  one  perfect  life  —  the  one 
Saviour  of  mankind  —  the  one  Light  of  the  world.  Ask  him  to 
begin  to  obey  Christ ;  and.  doing  His  will,  he  shall  know  of  the 
diidrine  whether  it  be  of  God. 

That,  I  think,  is  al)out  the  only  thing  you  can  do  with  a 
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man :  to  get  him  into  practical  contact  with  the  needs  of  the 
world,  and  to  let  him  lose  his  intellectual  difficulties  meantime. 
Don't  ask  him  to  give  them  up  altogether.  Tell  him  to  solve 
them  afterward  one  by  one  if  he  can,  but  meantime  to  give  his 
life  to  Christ  and  his  time  to  the  kingdom  of  God.  And,  you 
see,  you  fetch  him  completely  around  when  you  do  that.  You 
have  taken  him  away  from  the  false  side  of  his  nature,  and  to 
the  practical  and  moral  side  of  his  nature;  and  for  the  first 
time  in  his  life,  perhaps,  he  puts  things  in  their  true  place.  He 
puts  his  nature  in  the  relations  in  which  it  ought  to  be,  and  he 
then  only  begins  to  live.  And  by  obedience — by  obedience  — 
he  will  soon  become  a  learner  and  pupil  for  himself,  and  Christ 
will  teach  him  things,  and  he  will  find  whatever  problems  are 
solvable  gradually  solved  as  he  goes  along  the  path  of  practical 
duty. 

Now,  let  me,  in  closing,  give  a  couple  of  instances  of  how  to 
deal  with  specific  points.  The  commonest  thing  that  we  hear 
said  nowadays  by  young  men  is,  "  What  about  evolution  ?  How 
am  I  to  reconcile  my  religion,  or  any  religion,  with  the  doctrine 
of  evolution  ? "  That  upsets  more  men  than  perhaps  anything 
else  at  the  present  hour.  How  would  you  deal  with  it  ?  I  would 
say  to  a  man  that  Christianity  is  the  further  evolution.  I  don't 
know  anv  better  definition  than  that.  It  is  the  further  evolu- 
tion  —  the  higher  evolution.  I  don't  start  with  him  to  attack 
evolution.  I  don't  start  with  him  to  defend  it.  I  destroy  by 
fulfilling  it.  I  take  him  at  his  own  terms.  He  says  evolution 
is  that  which  pushes  the  man  on  from  the  simple  to  the  com- 
plex, from  the  lower  to  the  higher.  Very  well ;  that  is  what 
Christianity  does.  It  pushes  the  man  farther  on.  It  takes  him 
where  nature  has  left  him,  and  carries  him  on  to  heights  which 
on  the  plain  of  nature  he  could  never  reach.  That  is  evolution. 
"  Lead  me  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher. than  I."  That  is  evolu- 
tion. It  is  the  development  of  the  whole  man  in  the  highest 
directions  —  the  drawing  out  of  his  spiritual  being.  Show  an 
evolutionist  that,  and  you  have  taken  the  wind  out  of  his  sails. 
"I  came  not  to  destroy."  Don't  destroy  his  doctrine — perhaps 
you  can't —  but  fulfil  it.     Put  a  larger  meaning  into  it. 

The  other  instance  —  the  next  commonest  question  perhaps 
—  is  the  question  of  miracles.  It  is  impossible,  of  course,  to 
discuss  that  now  —  miracles  ;  but  that  question  is  thrown  at 
my  head  every  second  day  :  '•  What  do  you  say  to  a  man  when 
he  says  to  you,  *  Why  do  you  believe  in  miracles  ? ' "  I  saj 
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^Becansc  I  have  seen  them.**  He  says,  "When?**  I  lar, 
•*  Yesterday."  He  says,  **  Where?"  *' Down  such-and*such 
a  street  I  saw  a  man  who  was  a  drunkard  redeemed  bj  the 
power  of  an  unseen  Clirist  and  saved  from  sin.  That  is  a 
miracle."  The  best  apologetic  for  Christianity  is  a  Christian. 
That  is  a  fact  which  the  man  cannot  get  over.  There  are  fifty 
other  arguments  for  miracles,  but  none  so  good  as  that  you  have 
seen  them.  Perhaps  you  are  one  yourself.  But  take  you  a 
man  and  show  him  a  miracle  with  his  own  eyes.  Then  he  will 
believe. 

Preparation  for  Learnino. 

Betorb  an  artist  can  do  anything  the  instrument  must  be 
tuned.  Our  astronomers  at  this  moment  are  preparing  for  an 
event  which  happens  only  only  once  or  twice  in  a  lifetime :  the 
total  eclipse  of  the  sun  in  the  month  of  August  They  have 
begun  already.  They  are  making  preparations.  At  choeen 
stations  in  different  parts  of  the  world  they  are  spending  all 
the  skill  that  science  can  suggest  upon  the  construction  of  their 
instruments ;  and  up  to  the  last  moment  they  will  be  busy  adjust- 
ing them  ;  and  the  last  day  will  be  the  busiest  of  all,  because  then 
they  must  have  the  glasses  and  the  mirrors  polished  to  the  last 
degree.  They  have  to  have  the  lenses  in  place  and  focused  upon 
tliis  spot  before  the  event  itself  takes  place. 

Everything  will  depend  upon  the  instruments  which  yon 
bring  to  this  expiTiment.  Everything  will  depend  upon  it ;  and 
therefore  fifteen  minutes  will  not  be  lost  if  we  each  put  our  in- 
strument into  the  best  working  order  we  can.  I  have  spoken 
of  lenses,  and  that  reminds  me  that  the  instrument  which  we 
bring  to  bear  upon  truth  is  a  comf>ound  thing.  It  consists  of 
many  parts.  Truth  fs  not  a  product  of  the  intellect  alone ;  it 
is  a  product  of  the  whole  nature.  The  body  is  engaged  in  it, 
and  the  mind  and  the  soul. 

The  body  is  engaged  in  it.  Of  course  a  man  who  has  his 
body  run  down,  or  who  is  dyspeptic,  or  melancholy,  sees  every* 
thing  black  and  distorted,  and  untrue.  But  I  am  not  going  to 
dwell  u(K>n  that  Most  of  you  seem  in  pretty  fair  working  order 
so  far  as  vour  bodies  are  concerned  :  onlv  it  is  well  to  remember 
that  we  are  to  give  our  bodies  a  living  sacrifice  —  not  a  half- 
dead  sacrifice,  as  some  people  seem  to  imagine.  There  is  no 
virtue  in  emaciation.     I  don*t  know  if  you  have  any  tendencj 

vot.  Vtl. — S4 
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in  that  direction  in  America,  but  certainly  we  are  in  danger  of 
dropping  into  it  now  and  then  in  England,  and  it  is  just  as  well 
to  bear  in  mind  our  part  of  the  lens  —  a  very  compound  and 
delicate  lens  —  with  which  we  have  to  take  in  truth. 

Then  comes  a  very  important  part :  the  intellect  —  which  is 
one  of  the  most  useful  servants  of  truth ;  and  I  need  not  tell 
you  as  students,  that  the  intellect  will  have  a  great  deal  to  do 
with  your  reception  of  truth.  I  was  told  that  it  was  said  at 
these  conferences  last  year,  that  a  man  must  crucify  his  intellect 
I  venture  to  contradict  the  gentleman  who  made  that  statement. 
I  am  quite  sure  no  such  statement  could  ever  have  been  made 
in  your  hearing  —  that  we  were  to  crucify  our  intellects.  We 
can  make  no  progress  without  the  full  use  of  all  the  intellectual 
powers  that  God  has  endowed  us  with. 

But  more  important  than  either  of  these  is  the  moral  nature 
—  the  moral  and  spiritual  nature.  Some  of  you  remember  a 
sermon  of  Robertson  of  Brighton,  entitled  "  Obedience  the  Organ 
of  Spiritual  Knowledge."  A  very  startling  title  !  —  "Obedience 
the  Organ  of  Spiritual  Knowledge."  The  Pharisees  asked  about 
Christ :  "  How  knoweth  this  man  letters,  never  having  learned  ?" 
How  knoweth  this  man,  never  having  learned  ?  The  organ  of 
knowledge  is  not  nearly  so  much  mind,  as  the  organ  that  Christ 
used,  namely,  obedience ;  and  that  was  the  organ  which  He 
Himself  insisted  upon  when  He  said :  "  He  that  willeth  to  do 
His  will  shall  know  of  the  doctrine  whether  it  be  of  God."  You 
have  all  noticed,  of  course,  that  the  words  in  the  original  are : 
"  If  any  man  will  to  do  His  will,  he  shall  know  of  the  doctrine." 
It  does  n't  read,  "  If  any  do  His  will,"  which  no  man  can  do 
perfectly;  but  if  any  man  be  simply  willing  to  do  His  will  —  if 
he  has  an  absolutely  undivided  mind  about  it  —  that  man  will 
know  what  truth  is  and  know  what  falsehood  is ;  a  stranger  will 
he  not  follow.  And  that  is  by  far  the  best  source  of  spiritual 
knowledge  on  every  account  —  obedience  to  God  —  absolute  sin- 
cerity and  loyalty  in  following  Christ.  "  If  any  man  do  His 
will  he  shall  know  "  —  a  very  remarkable  association  of  knowl- 
edge, a  thing  which  is  usually  considered  quite  intellectual,  with 
obedience,  which  is  moral  and  spiritual. 

But  even  although  we  use  all  these  three  different  parts  of 

the  instrument,  we  have  not  at  all  got  at  the  complete  method 

of  learning.    There  is  a  little  preliminary  that  the  astronomer 

has  to  do  before  he  can  make  his  observation.     He  has  to  take 

'le  cap  off  his  telescope.     Many  a  man  thinks  he  is  looking 


HENRY   DRLMMONl).  8827 

at  tnith  when  he  is  only  looking  at  the  cap.  Many  a  time  I 
have  looked  down  my  microscope,  and  thought  I  was  looking 
at  the  diatom  for  which  I  had  long  l>een  searching,  and  found  I 
had  simply  been  looking  at  a  s{)eck  of  dust  upon  the  lens  itself. 
Many  a  man  thinks  he  is  looking  at  truth  when  he  is  only  look* 
ing  at  the  spectacles  he  has  put  on  to  see  it  with.  He  is  looking 
at  his  own  spectacles.  Now,  the  common  s|H?ctacles  that  a  man 
puts  on  -^  I  suppose  the  creed  in  which  he  has  been  brought  up 
—  if  a  man  looks  at  that,  let  him  remember  that  he  is  not  look- 
ing at  truth  :  he  is  looking  at  his  own  s|)ectacles.  Tliere  is  no 
more  important  lesson  that  we  have  to  carry  with  us  than  that 
tnith  is  not  to  be  found  in  what  I  have  l>een  taught.  That  is  not 
tnith.  Truth  is  not  what  I  have  Ikm'U  taught.  If  it  were  so, 
that  would  apply  to  the  M(»rmon,  it  would  apply  to  the  Brahman, 
it  would  apply  to  the  Buddhist.  Truth  would  t)e  to  everybody 
just  what  he  had  been  taught.  Therefore  let  us  dismiss  from 
our  minds  the  predisposition  to  regard  that  which  we  have  Ix^en 
brought  up  in  as  being  necessarily  the  truth.  I  must  say  it  is  very 
hard  to  shake  one's  self  free  altogether  from  that.  I  suppose  it 
is  impossible. 

But  you  see  the  reasonableness  of  giving  up  that  as  your 
view  of  truth  when  you  come  to  apply  it  all  around.  If  that  were 
the  definition  of  truth,  truth  would  l>e  just  what  one's  parents 
were  —  it  would  be  a  thing  of  hereditary  transmission,  and  not  a 
thing  absolute  in  itself.  Now,  let  me  venture  to  ask  you  to 
take  that  cap  off.  Take  that  cap  off  now,  and  make  up  your 
minds  you  are  going  to  look  at  truth  naked  —  in  its  reality  as  it 
is,  not  as  it  is  reflected  through  other  minds,  or  through  any 
theology,  however  venerable. 

Then,  there  is  one  thing  I  think  we  must  l)c  careful  aliout, 
and  that  is  besides  having  the  cap  off,  and  having  all  the 
lenses  clean  and  in  position  —  to  have  the  instrument  rightly 
focused.  Everything  may  be  right,  and  yet  when  you  go  and 
look  at  the  object,  you  sre  things  altogether  falsely.  You  see 
things  not  only  blurred,  but  yi>u  see  tilings  out  of  pro|M>rtion. 
And  there  is  nothing  more  important  we  have  to  bear  in  mind 
in  running  our  eye  over  successive  theological  truths,  or  relig- 
ious trutlis,  than  that  there  is  a  pro{)ortion  in  those  tniths,  and 
that  we  must  see  them  in  their  pro|Mirtion,  or  we  see  them 
falsely.  A  man  may  take  a  dollar  or  a  half-dollar  and  hold  it 
to  his  eye  so  closely  that  he  will  hide  the  sun  from  him.  Or  he 
mat  so  focus  his  teIr8Co]»e  that  a  lly  or  a  boulder  mar  be 
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large  as  a  mountain.  A  man  may  hold  a  certain  doctrine,  very 
intensely —  a  doctrine  which  has  been  looming  upon  his  horizoa 
for  the  last  six  months,  let  us  say,  and  which  has  thrown  every- 
thing else  out  of  proportion,  it  has  become  so  big  itself.  Now, 
let  us  beware  of  distortion  in  the  arrangement  of  the  religious 
truths  which  we  hold.  It  is  almost  impossible  to  get  things  in 
their  true  proportioD  and  symmetry,  but  this  is  the  thing  we 
must  be  constantly  aiming  at.  We  are  told  in  the  Bible  to  "  add 
to  your  faith  virtue,  and  to  virtue  knowledge,  and  to  knowledge 
li'ilftnce,"  as  the  word  literally  means  —  balance.  It  is  a  word 
taken  from  the  orchestra,  where  all  the  parts  —  the  sopranos, 
the  basses,  the  altos,  and  the  tenors,  and  all  the  rest  of  them  — 
must  be  regulated.  IFyou  have  too  much  of  the  bass,  or  too  much 
of  the  soprano,  there  is  want  of  harmony.  That  is  what  I  mcaa 
by  the  want  of  proper  focus  —  by  the  want  of  proper  balance — in 
the  truths  which  we  all  hold.  It  will  never  do  to  eza^erate 
one  truth  at  the  expense  of  another,  and  a  truth  may  be  turned 
into  a  falsehood  very,  very  easily,  by  simply  being  either  too 
much  enlai^ed  or  too  much  diminished.  I  once  heard  of  some 
blind  men  who  were  taken  to  see  a  menagerie.  They  had  gone 
around  the  animals,  and  four  of  them  were  allowed  to  touch  an 
elephant  as  they  went  past.  They  were  discussing  afterward 
wiiat  kind  of  a  creature  the  elephant  was.  One  man,  who  had 
touched  its  tall,  said  the  elephant  was  like  a  rope.  Another  of 
the  blind  men,  who  had  touched  his  hind  limb,  said,  "  No  such 
thing!  the  elephant  is  like  the  trunk  of  a  tree."  Another,  who 
had  felt  its  sides,  said,  "  That  is  all  rubbish.  An  elephant  is  a 
thing  lite  a  wall."  And  the  fourth,  who  had  felt  its  ear,  said 
that  an  elephant  was  like  none  of  those  things ;  it  was  like  a 
leather  bag.  Now.  men  look  at  tnilh  at  different  bits  of  it,  and 
they  see  different  things,  of  course,  and  they  are  very  apt  to  im- 
agine that  the  thing  which  they  have  seen  is  the  whole  affair  — 
^e  wholt  thing  In  reality,  we  can  only  see  a  very  little  bit  at 
afime ;  and  we  must.  I  think,  learn  to  believe  that  other  men 
evu  «ec  hil^  of  truth  as  well  as  ourselves.  Tour  views  are  just 
■  mhiib  you  BW  with  your  own  eyes  :  and  my  views  are  just  what 
^M*»!  and  what  1  see  dependn  on  just  where  I  stand,  and  what 
*0«  we  riopenda  on  just  where  you  etand ;  and  truth  is  very  much 
Wjiger  tliun  an  elephant,  and  we  are  very  much  blinder  than 
Any  of  tlioHO  blind  men  as  we  come  to  look  at  it. 

ChrUt  Ims    made   uh   aware  that  it  is  quite  possible  for  a 
||'«od  hear  nothing,  and  to  have  eyes  and  see 
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not.  One  of  the  disciples  saw  a  great  deal  of  Chriit^  and  ho 
never  knew  Him.  **  Have  1  been  so  long  time  with  you,  Philip, 
and  yet  hast  thou  not  known  Me  ?"  ^  He  that  hath  seen  Mo 
hath  seen  the  Father  also/'  Philip  had  never  seen  Him.  He 
had  been  looking  at  his  own  spectacles,  |)erhap6,  or  at  something 
else,  and  had  never  seen  Him.  If  the  instrument  had  been  in 
order,  he  would  have  seen  Christ.  And  I  would  just  add  this 
one  thing  more :  the  test  of  value  of  the  different  verities  of 
truth  depends  upon  one  thing:  whether  they  have  or  have  not  a 
sanctifying  power.  That  is  another  remarkable  association  in 
the  mind  of  Christ  —  of  siinctiflcation  with  truth  —  thinking  and 
holiness  —  not  to  be  found  in  any  of  the  sciences  or  in  any  of 
the  philosophies.  It  is  peculiar  to  the  Bible.  Christ  said 
•*  Sanctify  them  through  Thy  truth.  Tliy  Word  ia  truth."  Now, 
the  value  of  any  question  —  the  value  of  any  theological  ques* 
tion  —  depends  u[)ou  whether  it  has  a  sanctifying  influence.  If 
it  has  not,  don*t  bother  about  it.  Don*t  let  it  disturb  your 
minds  until  vou  have  exhausted  all  truths  that  have  sanctifica- 
tion  within  them.  If  a  truth  makes  a  man  a  better  man,  then 
let  him  focus  his  instrument  upon  it  and  get  all  the  aoqniunt- 
anca  with  it  he  can.  If  it  is  the  pn^fane  babbling  of  science, 
falsely  so  called,  or  anything  that  has  an  injurious  effect  upon 
the  moral  and  spiritual  nature  of  a  man,  it  is  better  let  alone. 
And  above  all,  let  us  remember  to  hold  the  tnith  in  love.  That 
is  the  most  sanctifying  influence  of  all.  And  if  we  can  carry 
away  the  mere  lessons  of  toleration,  and  leave  behind  us  our 
eaiisoriousness,  and  criticalness,  and  harsh  judgments  upon  one 
another,  and  excommunicating  of  everybody  except  those  who 
difaik  exactly  as  we  do,  the  time  we  shall  spend  here  will  not 
be  the  least  useful  parts  of  our  lives. 

A  Talk  on  Books. 

Mt  object  at  this  time  is  to  give  encouragement  and  help  to 
ttie  « doffers,**  tlie  class  of  **  hopeful  duffers.*'  Brilliant  stu- 
denti  have  every  help,  but  second-class  students  are  sometimes 
negleeted  and  disheartened.  I  have  great  sympathy  with  the 
^^doffers,**  because  I  was  only  a  second-rate  student  myself. 
The  aobject  of  my  talk  with  you  ia 

BOOKS. 

A  gentleman  in  Scotland  who  has  an  excellent  library  has 
placed  on  one  side  of  the  room  his  heavv,  sombre  tomes,  and  over 
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those  shelves  the  form  of  an  owl.  On  the  other  side  of  the  room 
are  arranged  the  lighter  books,  and  over  these  is  the  figure  of  a 
bird  known  in  Scotland  as  ^^  the  dipper."  This  is  a  most  sen- 
sible division.  The  "owl  books"  are  to  be  mastered, —  the 
great  books,  such  as  Gibbon's  "  Rome,"  Butler's  "  Analogy," 
Domer's  "  Person  of  Christ,"  and  text-books  of  philosophy  and 
science.  Every  student  should  master  one  or  two,  at  least,  of 
such  "  owl  books,"  to  exercise  his  faculties  and  give  him  con- 
centrativeness.  I  do  not  intend  to  linger  at  this  side  of  the 
library,  but  will  cross  over  to  the  "  dipper  books,"  which  are  for 
occasional  reading — for  stimulus,  for  guidance,  recreation.  I 
will  be 

AUTOBIOORAPHICAI*. 

When  I  was  a  student  in  lodgings  I  began  to  form  a  library, 
which  I  arranged  along  the  mantel-shelf  of  my  room.  It  did  not 
contain  many  books  ;  but  it  held  as  many  as  some  students 
could  afford  to  purchase,  and,  if  wisely  chosen,  as  many  as  one 
could  well  use.  My  first  purchase  was  a  volume  of  extracts 
from  Ruskin's  works,  which  then  in  their  complete  form  were 
very  costly.  Rusk  in  taught  me  to  use  my  eyes.  Men  are  born 
blind  as  bats  or  kittens,  and  it  is  long  before  men's  eyes  are 
opened ;  some  men  never  learn  to  see  as  long  as  they  live.  I 
often  wondered,  if  there  was  a  Creator,  why  He  had  not  made 
the  world  more  beautiful.  Would  not  crimson  and  scarlet  colors 
have  been  far  richer  than  green  and  browns  ?  But  Ruskin 
taught  me  to  see  the  world  as  it  is,  and  it  soon  became  a  new 
world  to  me,  full  of  charm  and  loveliness.  Now  I  can  linger 
beside  a  ploughed  field  and  revel  in  the  affluence  of  color  and 
shade  which  are  to  be  seen  in  the  newlv  turned  furrows,  and  I 
gaze  in  wonder  at  the  liquid  ambor  of  the  two  feet  of  air  above 
the  brown  earth.  Now  the  colors  and  shades  of  the  woods  are  a 
delight,  and  at  every  turn  my  eyes  arc  surprised  at  fresh  charms. 
The  rock  which  T  had  supposed  to  be  naked  I  saw  clothed  with 
lichens —  patches  of  color  —  marv^ellous  organisms,  frail  as  the 
ash  of  a  cigar,  thin  as  brown  paper,  yet  growing  and  fructifying 
in  spite  of  wind  and  rain,  of  scorching  sun  and  biting  frost.  I 
owe  much  to  Ruskin  for  teaching  me  to  see. 

Next  on  my  mantel-shelf  was  Emerson.     I  discovered  Emer- 
son for  myself.     When  I  asked  what  Emerson  was,  one  authority 
^Tonounced  him  a  great  man  ;  another  as  confidently  wrote  him 
•wn  a  humbug.     So  I  silently  stuck  to  Emerson.     Carlyle  1 
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could  not  read.  After  wading  thronph  a  pag^  of  Carlrle  I  felt 
as  if  I  had  been  whipped.  Carlyle  scolded  too  much  for  mj 
taste,  and  he  seemed  to  me  a  great  man  gone  delirious.  But  in 
Emerson  I  found  what  I  would  fain  have  sought  in  Carlyle ; 
and,  moreover,  I  was  soothed  and  helped.  Emerson  taught  me 
to  see  with  the  mind. 

Next  on  my  shelf  came  two  or  three  volumes  of  George 
Eliot*8  works,  from  which  I  gained  some  knowledge  and  a 
further  insight  into  many  philosophical  and  social  questions. 
But  mj  chief  debt  to  George  Eliot  at  that  time  was  that  she 
introduced  me  to  pleasant  characters  —  nice  people  —  and 
especially  to  one  imaginary  young  lady  whom  I  was  in  love  with 
one  whole  winter,  and  it  diverted  my  mind  in  solitude.  A  good 
novel  is  a  valuable  acquisition,  and  it  supplies  companionship  of 
a  pleasant  kind. 

Amongst  my  small  residue  of  books  I  must  name  Channing's 
works.  Before  I  read  Channing  I  doubted  whether  there  was  a 
God ;  at  least  I  would  rather  have  believed  that  there  were  no 
God.  After  becoming  acquainted  with  Channing  I  could  believe 
there  was  a  God,  and  I  was  glad  to  believe  in  Him,  for  I  felt 
drawn  to  the  good  and  gracious  Sovereign  of  all  things.  Still,  I 
needed  further  what  1  found  in  F.  W.  Robertson,  the  British 
officer  in  the  pulpit  —  bravest,  truest  of  men  —  who  dared  to 
speak  what  he  believed  at  all  hazards.  From  Robertson  I  learned 
that  God  is  human ;  that  we  may  liave  fellowship  with  Him» 
because  He  sympathizes  with  us. 

One  day  as  I  was  looking  over  my  mantel-shelf  library,  it 
suddenly  struck  me  that  all  these  authors  of  mine  were  here- 
tics—  these  were  dangerous  books.  Undesienedly  I  had  found 
stimulus  and  help  from  teachers  who  were  not  credited  by 
orthodoxy.  And  I  have  since  found  that  much  of  the  good  to 
be  got  from  hooks  is  to  he  gained  from  authors  often  classed 
as  dangerous,  for  those  provoke  inquiry,  and  exercise  one*s 
powers.  Towards  the  end  of  my  shelf  I  had  one  or  two  humor- 
ous works;  chief  nmoncrst  them  all  being  Mark  Twain.  His 
humor  is  peculiar:  broad  exaireeration.  a  sly  simplicity,  comi- 
cal situations,  and  surprising  turns  of  expression:  but  tome 
it  has  been  a  genuine  fund  of  humor.  The  humorous  side  of  a 
student's  nature  needs  to  be  considered,  and  where  it  is  unde- 
veloped, it  should  be  cultivated.  I  have  known  many  instances 
of  good  students  who  seemed  to  have  no  sense  of  humor. 

I  will  not  recommend  anv  of  njv  favorite  books  to  another; 
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different  ways.  Protoplasm  being  the  clay,  this  Something  is 
the  potter.  And  as  there  is  only  one  clay,  and  yet  all  these 
curious  forms  are  developed  out  of  it,  it  follows  that  the  differ- 
ence lies  in  the  potters.  There  must,  in  short,  be  as  many 
potters  as  there  are  forms.  There  is  the  potter  who  segments 
the  worm,  and  the  potter  who  builds  up  ^e  form  of  the  dog, 
and  the  potter  who  moulds  the  man.  To  understand  unmis- 
takably that  it  is  really  the  potter  who  does  the  work,  let  us 
follow  for  a  moment  a  description  of  the  process  by  a  trained 
eye-witness.  The  observer  is  Mr.  Huxley ;  through  the  tube  of 
his  microscope  he  is  watching  the  development,  out  of  a  speck 
of  protoplasm,  of  one  of  the  commonest  animals :  — 

"Strange  possibilities,"  he  says  in  one  of  his  "Lay  Ser- 
mons," "lie  dormant  in  that  semi-fluid  globule.  Let  a  moder- 
ate supply  of  warmth  reach  its  watery  cradle,  and  the  plastic 
matter  undergoes  changes  so  rapid,  and  yet  so  steady  and 
purposelike  in  their  succession,  that  one  can  only  compare 
them  to  those  operated  by  a  skilled  modeller  upon  a  formless 
lump  of  clay.  As  with  an  invisible  trowel  the  mass  is  divided 
and  subdivided  into  smaller  and  smaller  portions,  until  it  is 
reduced  to  an  aggregation  of  granules  nbt  too  large  to  build 
withal  the  finest  fragments  of  the  nascent  organismc  And, 
then,  it  is  as  if  a  delicate  finger  traced  out  the  line  to  be  occu- 
pied by  the  spinal  column  and  moulded  the  contour  of  the  body; 
pinching  up  the  head  at  one  end,  the  tail  at  the  other,  and  fash- 
ioning flank  and  limb  into  due  proportions  in  so  artistic  a  way 
that,  after  watching  the  process  hour  by  hour,  one  is  almost 
involuntarily  possessed  by  the  notion  that  some  more  subtle 
aid  to  vision  than  an  achromatic  would  show  the  hidden  artist, 
with  his  plan  before  him,  striving  with  skilful  manipulation 
to  perfect  his  work. " 

Besides  the  fact,  so  luminously  bronirht  out  here,  that  the 

artist  is  distinct  from  the  semi-fluid  globule  of  protoplasm  in 

which  he  works,  there  is  this  other  essential  point  to  notice,  that 

in  all  his  "  skilful  manipulation"  the  artist  is  not  working  at 

ndom,  but  according  to  law.     He  has  "  his  plan  before  him." 

ihe  zoological  laboratory  of  Nature  it  is  not  as  in  a  workshop 

re  a  skilled  artisan  can  turn  his  hand  to  anything ;  where 
ai  one  day  moulds  a  dog,  the  next  a  bird,  and  the 

ire  one  potter  is  set  apart  to  make  each. 

'Stem  of  division  of  labor.     One  artist 

ir  makes  all  the  birds,  a  third  makes 
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plant  yonrfielf  on  your  own  insMn^'ts;  that  which  is  natural  for 
QSy  that  which  nourishes  us  and  <riv«»8  us  ap[H>tite,  is  that  which 
is  right  for  us.  We  have  all  diflerent  minds,  and  we  are  all 
at  different  stages  of  growth.  Some  other  day  we  may  find 
food  in  tlie  recommended  book,  though  we  should  {K>ssihljr 
starre  on  it  to-day.  The  mind  develops  and  changes,  and  the 
favorites  of  this  year,  also,  may  one  day  cease  to  interest  us. 
Nothing  better,  indeed,  can  hap{)en  to  us  than  to  lose  interest 
in  a  book  wo  have  often  read ;  for  it  means  that  it  has  done  its 
work  upon  us,  and  brought  us  up  to  its  level,  and  taught  us  all 
it  had  to  teach. 

Ahalooy  bbtweex  the  Natural  and  the  Spiritual. 

(From  **  Nmtnnd  Law."  Chap.  L) 

Where  now  in  the  Spiritual  spheres  shall  we  meet  a  com- 
panion phenomenon  to  this?  What  in  the  Unseen  shall  bo 
likened  to  this  deep  dividing-line  't  or  where  in  human  experi- 
enee  is  another  barrier  which  never  can  be  crossed  ?  There  is 
snch  a  barrier.  In  the  dim  but  not  inade(|uate  vision  of  the 
Spiritual  World  presented  in  the  Word  of  (mkI,  the  first  thing 
that  strikes  the  eye  is  a  great  gulf  fixed.  The  {mssage  from 
the  Natural  World  to  the  Spiritual  World  is  hermetically 
sealed  on  the  natural  side.  The  door  fnmi  the  inorganic  to 
the  organic  is  shut:  no  mineral  can  o[)en  it.  So  the  door  from 
the  natural  to  the  spiritual  is  shut:  and  no  man  can  open  it. 
This  world  of  natural  men  is  staked  off  from  the  Spiritual 
World  by  barriers  which  have  never  l>een  crossed  from  within. 
No  organic  chancre,  no  modification  of  environment,  no  mental 
energy,  no  moral  effort,  no  evolution  of  character,  no  progress 
of  eirilization  can  endow  anv  sincrle  human  soul  with  the  attri- 
bate  of  Spiritual  Life,  llie  Spiritual  World  is  guarded  from 
the  world  next  in  onler  l>eneath  it  hy  a  law  of  Biogenesis: 
** Except  a  man  be  bom  again  .  .  except  a  man  be  bom  of 
the  water  and  of  the  Spirit,  he  cannot  enter  the  Kingdom  of 
Ood.  •  •  • 

What  is  the  evidence  for  this  great  gulf  fixed  at  the  portals 
of  the  Spiritual  World  ?  Do***  Science  close  this  gate,  or 
Reason,  or  Experience,  or  Revelation?  We  reply.  All  four. 
The  initial  statement,  it  is  not  to  be  denied,  reaches  us  from 
Berelation.  But  is  nr»t  thi»  eviilonrf»  here  in  court?  Or  shall 
It  be  aaid  that  anv  arLnimcnt  deduced  from  this  is  a  trans* 
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parent  circle — that,  after  all,  we  simply  come  back  to  the 
unsubstantialitj  of  the  ipse  dixit?  Not  altogether;  for  the 
analogy  lends  an  altogether  new  authority  to  the  ipse  dixit 
How  substantial  that  argument  really  is,  is  seldom  realized. 
We  yield  the  point  here  much  too  easily.  The  right  of  the 
Spiritual  World  to  speak  of  its  own  phenomena  is  as  secure  as 
the  right  of  the  Natural  World  to  speak  of  itself.  What  is 
Science  but  what  the  Natural  World  has  said  to  natural  men  ! 
What  is  Revelation  but  what  the  Spiritual  World  has  said  to 
spiritual  men  ? 

The  words  of  Scripture  which  preface  this  inquiry  contain 
an  explicit  and  original  statement  of  the  Law  of  Biogenesis 
for  the  Spiritual  Life :  '^  He  that  hath  the  Son  hath  Life,  and 
he  that  hath  not  the  Son  hath  not  Life."  Life,  that  is  to  say, 
depends  upon  contact  with  Life.  It  cannot  spring  up  of  itself. 
It  cannot  develop  out  of  anything  that  is  not  Life.  There  is 
no  Spontaneous  Generation  in  Religion  any  more  than  in 
Nature.  Christ  is  the  source  of  Life  in  the  Spiritual  World; 
and  he  that  hath  the  Son  hath  Life,  and  he  that  hath  not  the 
Son  —  whatever  else  he  may  have  —  hath  not  Life.  Here,  in 
short,  is  the  categorical  denial  of  AbiogenesiB^  and  the  establish- 
ment in  this  high  field  of  the  classical  formula,  Omne  vivum  ex 
vivo  —  no  Life  without  antecedent  Life.  In  this  mystical 
theory  of  the  Origin  of  Life  the  whole  of  the  New  Testament 
writers  are  agreed.  And,  as  we  have  already  seen,  Christ 
himself  founds  Christianity  upon  Biogenesis,  stated  in  its  most 
literal  form :  "  Except  a  man  be  born  of  water  and  the  Spirit 
he  cannot  enter  into  the  Kingdom  of  God.  That  which  is  bom 
of  the  flesh  is  flesh ;  and  that  which  is  born  of  the  Spirit  is 
Spirit.  Marvel  not  that  I  said  unto  you  ye  must  be  bom 
again."  Why  did  He  add,  "Marvel  not"?  Did  He  seek  to 
allay  the  fear  in  the  bewildered  ruler's  mind  that  there  was 
more  in  this  novel  doctrine  than  a  simple  analogy  from  the 
first  to  the  second  birth  ? 

Conformity  to  Type. 

(From  "  Natural  Law,"  Chap.  X.) 

If  the  botanist  be  asked  the  difference  between  an  oak,  a 
palm-tree,  and  a  lichen,  he  will  declare  that  they  are  separated 
from  one  another  bv  the  broadest  line  known  to  classification. 
Without  taking  into  account  the   ontwnrd  differences  of  8i?;e 
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and  form,  the  variety  of  flower  and  fniit,  the  peculiarities  of 
leaf  and  branch,  he  sees  even  in  thfir  general  architecture 
types  of  structure  as  distinct  as  Norman,  Gothic,  and  Egyp* 
tian.  But  if  the  first  young  germs  of  these  three  plants  are 
{ilaced  before  him,  and  he  is  called  u[)on  to  define  the  differ- 
ence, he  finds  it  impossible.  He  cannot  even  say  which  is 
vi'hich.  Examined  under  the  highest  powers  of  the  microscope, 
they  yield  no  clew.  Analyzed  by  the  chemist,  with  all  the 
appliances  of  his  laboratory,  they  keep  their  secret.  The  same 
experiment  can  be  tried  with  the  embrj'os  of  animals.  Take 
the  ovule  of  the  worm,  the  eagle,  the  elephant,  and  of  man 
himself.  Lot  the  most  skilled  observer  apply  the  most  search* 
ing  tests  to  distinguish  the  one  from  the  other,  and  he  will  fail. 
But  there  is  something  more  surprising  still.  Compare  the 
next  two  8<?tH  of  germs  —  the  vegetable  and  the  animal  —  and 
there  is  no  shade  of  difference.  Oak  and  palm,  worm  and 
man,  all  start  in  life  together.  No  matter  into  what  strangely 
<liffcrent  forms  they  may  afterward  develop  —  no  matter  whether 
they  are  to  live  on  sea  or  land,  creep  or  fly,  swim  or  walk, 
think  or  vegetate  —  in  the  embryo,  as  it  first  meets  the  eye  of 
Science,  they  are  indistintruishable.  The  apple  which  fell  in 
Newton's  garden,  Newton's  dog  Diamond,  and  Newton  himself, 
began  life  at  the  same  point. 

If  we  analyze  this  material  point  at  which  all  life  starts,  we 
shall  find  it  to  consist  of  a  clear,  structureless,  jelly-like  sul>« 
stance  resembling  albumen,  or  white  of  egg.  It  is  made  of 
carbon,  hydrogtMi,  oxygen,  and  nitrogen:  its  name  is  Proto^ 
plaffH.  And  it  is  not  only  the  structural  unit  with  which  all 
living  bodies  start  in  life,  but  with  which  they  are  subsequently 
built  up.  ** Protoplasm,"  says  Huxley,  "simple  or  nucleated, 
is  the  formal  basis  of  all  life:  it  is  the  rlay  of  the  potter.  .  .  . 
Ik^ast  and  fowl,  reptile  and  fish,  m  illusk,  worm,  and  polype, 
are  all  comjMmed  of  structural  units  of  the  same  character  — 
namely,  masses  of  protoplasm  with  a  nucleus.*' 

What,  then,  <letermines  the  difference  between  different 
animals?  What  mak(*s  one  little  s[>eek  of  protoplasm  grow 
into  Newton's  doL'  Diamond,  and  another  —  exactlv  the  same 
—  into  Newton  himH«»lf  ?  It  is  a  mysterifHis  Something  which 
has  enti'red  into  tins  prntoplnsm.  No  eye  can  see  it;  no 
science  e:iii  delni'-  it.  Tb«r«*  is  a  ilifTiTont  Snnu»*hinp  for  N«»w. 
ton's  doe,  and  a  «iiff«'niit  S«»niet!iin^  for  Newton;  so  that 
though  lioth  use  the  snni«*  niatttr,  thry  build  up  in  thes«^  wid<'ly 
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ing  takes  a  specific  form.     And  all  through  Life  this  wonderful, 
mystical,  glorious,  yet  perfectly  definite  process,  goes  on. 

The  Christian  Life  is  not  a  vague  effort  after  righteousness 
—  an  ill-defined  pointless  struggle  for  an  ill-de6ned  pointless 
end.  Religion  is  no  dishevelled  mass  of  aspiration,  prayer,  and 
faith.  There  is  no  more  mystery  in  Religion,  as  to  its  processes, 
than  in  Biology.  There  is  much  mystery  in  Biology.  We  know 
all  but  nothing  of  Life  yet  —  nothing  of  Development.  There  is 
the  same  mystery  in  the  Spiritual  Life.  But  the  great  lines  are 
the  8ame  —  as  decided,  as  luminous;  and  the  laws  of  Natural 
and  Spiritual  are  the  same  —  as  unerring,  as  simple.  Prom  the 
standpoint  of  Revelation  no  truth  is  more  obscure  than  Con- 
formity to  Type.  If  Science  can  furnish  companion  phenomena 
from  an  every-day  process  of  the  natural  life,  it  may  at  least 
throw  this  most  mystical  doctrine  of  Christianity  into  thinkable 
form.  Is  there  any  fallacy  in  speaking  of  the  Embryology  of 
the  New  Life  ?  Is  the  analogy  invalid  ?  Are  there  not  vital 
processes  in  the  Spiritual  as  well  as  in  the  Natural  world  ?  The 
Bird  being  an  incarnation  of  the  Bird-life,  may  not  the  Christian 
be  a  spiritual  incarnation  of  the  Christ-life  ?  And  is  there  not 
a  real  justification  in  the  processes  of  the  New  Birth  for  such  a 
parallel  ? 
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Drvmmoxd,  William,  ;i  Scottish  {N>ct ;  lM)rn  at  ITafrthorndon, 
near  Edinburgh,  DectMulier  13,  ir>S,j ;  iIumI  thfre,  I>i'ceiiilM*r  4.  1G49. 
Ht*  is  ciimmonlv  dosii^natcil  :is  **  Druiiunoii.l  vf  Hawthonulen,'*  from 
his  anci'Stnil  cstitt*  luMr  Kdinlmrirh,  whcro  most  of  his  life  was 
f massed.  Ho  was  a  friend  (»f  Hen  .lonson.  and  wrote  "  Notes  of  Hen 
Jonson's  Conversations  wilii  Wdliani  Drununond  tif  Ilawthornih'n, 
January,  1019.*'  He  wroti*  s«'veral  histi»rical  works,  hut  his  fame 
n^sts  mainly  u|M»n  his  poems.  He  was  tlie  earlirst  Scottish  |KM.*t 
who  wrote  well  in  the  En«:Iish  lan^uaj^*.  An  edition  of  his  {HjemSy 
with  a  Memoir  U\  lVt«  r  Cuiinin^'iKim,  ap^H-ared  in  1833.  His  life 
has  also  been  wriili-n  by  David  Ma&son  (1873). 

TiiK  Fea8Tin<j  of  thk  Kivkr  Forth. 

What  blustering  noise  now  interrupts  my  sleep? 
\Vhai  eehf>int;  shouts  thus  cl(*ave  my  crystal  deeps, 
And  seem  to  call  me  lrt>in  mv  waterv  court  ? 
What  melody,  what  souiuls  of  joy  and  si>ort, 
Are  conveyed  hithiT  from  each  nii;ht-born  spring  ? 
With  what  loud  murmurs  do  the  mountains  ring. 
Which  in  unusual  pomp  on  tiptoes  stand. 
And,  full  of  W(»nder,  (»vrrhKjk  tin*  lind  7 
Whene»»  conie  tli"se  i;litt»Tim;  thmn'^s.  the  meteors  bright^ 
This  p»ld-n  jM'oplr  gl.meini;  in  my  si'^ht? 
Wh»*nci*  doth  this  nnisr,  :i!»r»!:iu-  ■.  and  lnve  arise? 
What  loadstar  e:i>tw  ird  drawfih  tiius  all  <*ves? 
Am  1  awake,  or  Iimv**  .sotut*  drt*auis  conspir»-d 
To  mock  my  s^nse  witli  what  1  most  il«'-ired  ! 
View  I  that  living:  fae«s  see  I  tin  km*  l«»*»ks. 
Which  with  delipht  were  wtmt  t'  amaze  my  brooks? 
l>o  I  behold  that  wt>rth,  that  man  divine. 
This  age's  glc»ryy  by  these  kinks  of  mine  ? 
Then  find  I  true  what  I  long  wished  in  vain ; 
My  maoh  beloved  prince  is  come  a^in.  •  .  . 
Let  incitl>«^«ti^rCli  now  decked  with  flowers  be  seen, 

**  corl  the  meadows  green : 
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Let  heaven  weep  rabies  in  a  crimson  shower, 

Sach  as  on  India's  shores  they  used  to  poor; 

Or  with  that  golden  storm  the  fields  adorn 

Which  Jove  rained  when  his  blae-eyed  maid  was  bora. 

May  never  hours  the  web  of  day  outweave ; 

May  never  Night  rise  from  her  sable  cave  I 

Swell  proud,  my  billows ;  faint  not  to  dedaie 

Your  joys  as  ample  as  their  causes  are : 

For  murmurs  hoarse,  sound  like  Arion's  harp^ 

Now  delicately  flat,  now  sweetly  sharp; 

And  yoUf  my  nymphs,  rise  from  your  moist  repair, 

Strew  all  your  springs  and  grots  with  lilies  &ir. 

To  virgins,  flowers ;  to  sun-burnt  earth,  the  rain  ; 

To  mariners,  fair  winds  amidst  the  main; 

Cool  shades  to  pilgrims,  which  hot  glances  bom. 

Are  not  so  pleasing  as  thy  blest  return, 

That  day,  dear  Prince, 

The  Universb. 

Of  this  fair  volume  which  we  World  do  name, 

If  we  the  leaves  and  sheets  could  turn  with  care  *- 
Of  Ilim  who  it  corrects  and  did  it  frame 

We  clear  might  read  the  art  and  wisdom  rare. 
Find  out  His  power,  which  wildest  powers  doth  tame. 

His  providence  extending  everywhere; 

His  justice  which  proud  rebels  doth  not  spare, 
In  every  page  and  period  of  the  same. 

But  silly  we,  like  foolish  children,  rest 
Well  pleased  with  colored  vellum,  leaves  of  gold. 

Fair  dangling  ribbands,  leaving  what  is  best; 
On  the  great  Writer's  sense  ne'er  taking  hold, 

Or  if  by  chance  we  stay  our  minds  on  aught, 

It  is  some  picture  on  the  margin  wrought. 


Man's  Strange  Ends. 

A  GOOD  that  never  satisfies  the  mind, 
A  beauty  fading  like  the  April  flowers, 

A  sweet  with  floods  of  gall  that  runs  combined, 
A  pleasure  passing  ere  in  thought  made  ours. 

An  honor  that  more  fickle  is  than  wind, 
A  glory  at  opinion's  frown  that  lowers, 
A  treasury  which  bankrupt  time  devours, 

A  knowledge  than  grave  ignorance  more  blind, 
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A  rain  delight  our  equals  to  command, 
A  style  of  jjr«*:itnf*ss,  in  effect  a  dream, 

A  swelliir^'  thought  of  holding:  sea  and  land, 
A  servilo  lot  clerked  with  a  pompous  name  — 

Are  tlit>  strange  ends  we  toil  for  h«>re  below, 

Till  wisest  death  makes  us  our  errors  know. 


The  Hunt. 

This  world  a  hunting  is : 
The  prey,  ]HX)r  man  ;  the  Nimrod  fierce  is  Death; 

His  s|>eedy  jjrey hounds  are 

Lust,  Sickness,  Envy,  Care, 
Strife  th;it  ne*«'r  falls  amiss. 
With  all  those  ills  which  haunt  us  while  we  breathe. 
Now,  if  by  chance  we  tiy 

Of  these  the  eai»fr  chase. 

Old  A^je,  with  st'ealiug  ]Kice, 
Casts  on  his  nets,  and  there  we,  |)anting,  lie. 

In  Praise  of  a  Private  Lifb. 

Tbrick  happy  he  who,  by  some  shady  jn^ve, 

Far  from  the  clamorous  world,  doth  live  his  own: 

Though  solitary.  wht>  is  not  alone. 
But  doth  converse  with  tliat  eternal  love. 

Oh  how  more  sweet  is  bird's  harmonious  moan. 
Or  tlie  hoarse  sobbings  4»f  the  wiilowed  <love, 

Than  those  smooth  whis|>erinir<  near  a  prince's  thronti 
Wliich  gcKxi  make  doubtful,  do  th'»  evil  npprove! 

Oh  how  more  sweet  i*?  Z«M)]ivr's  wholesome  breath 
Anil  sighs  t^mbalmcd  which  ne\v-U»rn  fl«»wcrs  unfold. 

Than  that  apj»]aus«*  vain  honor  doth  UMjueath ! 
How  sweet  are  stn»ams  to  |»ois(>n  drink  in  »rold! 

This  world  is  full  of  horn»r<,  troublt-s,  slights: 

Woods'  harmless  shades  have  only  true  delights. 


VII  —  s^ 
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**Db  Papineau  Gun."^ 

▲N  INCIDENT  OF   THE   CANADIAN   REBELLION  OF  1837. 

(From  "  The  Habitant.") 

Bon  jour,  M'sieu'  —  you  want  to  know 
'Bout  dat  ole  gun  —  w'at  good  she 's  for  ? 

W'y  !  Jean  Bateese  Bruneau  —  mon  p^re, 
Fight  wit'  dat  gun  on  Pap'neau  War! 

Long  tarn  since  den  you  say  —  C'est  vrai. 
An'  me  too  young  for  'member  well, 

But  how  de  patriot  fight  an'  die, 
I  offen  hear  de  ole  folk  tell. 

De  English  don't  ack  square  dat  tarn, 
Don't  geev  de  habitants  no  show. 

So  'long  come  Wolf  red  Nelson 
Wit'  Louis  Joseph  Papineau, 

An'  swear  de  peep  mus'  have  deir  right. 

Wolf  red  he 's  write  Victoriaw  ; 
But  she 's  no  good,  so  den  de  war 

Commence  among  de  habitants. 

^  By  permission  of  G.  P.  Patiiam*s 
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all  the  men.  Moreover,  each  artist  confni'^8  himgelf  exchiaively 
to  working  out  his  own  plan.  He  a|>|>ear8  to  have  his  own  plan 
somehow  stamped  upon  himself,  and  his  work  is  rigidly  to  repro- 
duce himself. 

The  Scientific  Law  by  which  this  takes  place  is  the  law  of 
**  Conformity  to  Type."  It  is  contained,  to  a  large  extent,  in  the 
ordinary  ^  Law  of  Inheritance ;  '*  or  it  may  be  considered  as 
simply  another  way  of  stating  what  Darwin  calls  ^^  the  Law  of 
the  Unity  of  Types."  Darwin  defines  it  thus:  "By  Unity  of 
Type  is  meant  that  fundamental  agreement  in  structure  which 
we  see  in  organic  beings  of  the  same  class,  and  which  is  quite 
independent  of  their  habits  of  life."  According  to  this  law 
every  living  thing  which  comes  into  this  world  is  com{)clled  to 
stamp  u|K)n  its  offspring  the  image  of  itself:  The  dog,  accord- 
ing to  its  type,  produces  a  dog;  the  bird,  a  bird.  The  artist 
who  o{>erates  upon  matter  in  this  subtle  way,  and  carries  out 
this  law,  18  Life.  There  are  a  great  many  different  kinds  of 
Life.  If  one  might  give  the  broader  meaning  to  the  words  of 
the  Ai>o8tlc  —  **  All  life  is  not  the  same  life.  There  is  one 
kind  of  life  of  men,  another  life  of  l)easts,  another  of  fishes,  and 
another  of  birds"  —  there  is  the  life  of  the  Artist,  or  the  potter 
who  segments  the  worm,  the  potter  who  forms  the  dog,  the  potter 
who  moulds  the  man. 

What  goes  on,  then,  in  the  anim.il  kingdom  is  this:  The 
Bird-life  seizes  u[K>n  the  bird-germ,  and  builds  it  up  into  a  bird, 
the  image  of  itself.  The  ReptiK^life  seizes  u|>on  another  ger- 
minal s|)eck,  assimilates  surrounding  matter,  and  fashions  it  into 
a  reptile.  The  Reptile-life  thus  simply  makes  an  incarnation  of 
itself;  the  visible  bird  is  simplv  an  incarnation  of  the  invisible 
Bird-life. 

Now  we  are  nearing  the  fxiint  where  the  spiritual  analogy 
apiiears.  It  is  a  very  wonderful  analoiry — so  wonderful  that 
(»ne  almost  hesitates  to  put  it  into  words.  Yet  Nature  is  rev- 
••rent:  and  it  is  her  voice  to  which  we  listen.  These  lower 
phenomena  of  life,  sli<*  says,  are  but  an  allegory.  There  is 
another  kind  of  Life  of  which  Science  as  vet  has  taken  little 
cognizance.  It  obeys  the  Mime  laws.  It  builds  up  an  organism 
into  its  own  form.  It  is  the  Christ-life.  As  the  Bitd-life  builds 
up  a  bird,  the  image  of  itself,  so  the  Christ-life  builds  up  a  Christ, 
the  imagi^  of  Ilimstdf.  The  <|uiekening  Life  seizes  u|»on  the  soul, 
SHsimilates  surrounding  elements,  and  begins  to  fashion  it. 
According  to  the  great  Law  of  Conformity  to  Type  this  fashion* 
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Wall  I  he  reach  home  'fore  very  long 
An'  keep  perda  for  many  day. 

Till  ey'ryt'iug  she  come  tranquilley 
An'  sojer  men  all  gone  away* 

An'  affer  dat  we  get  our  right, 
De  Canayens  don't  fight  no  more^ 

Ma  fader 's  never  shoot  dat  gun. 
But  place  her  up  above  de  door. 

An'  Papineau,  an'  Nelson  too 
Dey  're  gone  long  tarn,  but  we  are  free^ 

Le  Bon  Dieu  have  'em  'way  up  dere. 
Salut,  Wolf  red  I  Salut,  Louis  I 

Pelanq. 

(From  "The  Habitant.'') 

Pblano  !  Pelang  I  Mon  cher  garQon, 

I  t'ink  of  you  —  t'ink  of  you  night  and  day  — 

Don't  mak'  no  difference,  seems  to  me 
De  long,  long  tarn  you  're  gone  away. 

•  ••••• 

De  snow  is  deep  on  de  Grande  Montaprne  — 
Lak  tonder  de  rapide  roar  below  — 

De  sam'  kin'  night,  ma  boy  get  los' 
On  beeg,  beeg  storm  forty  year  ago. 

An'  I  never  was  hear  de  win'  blow  hard, 

An*  de  snow  come  sweesh  on  de  window  pane  - 

But  e v'ryt'ing  'pear  lak'  it 's  yesterday 

An'  whole  of  ma  troub*  is  come  back  again. 

Ah  me !  I  was  foolish  young  girl  den, 

It 's  only  ma  own  plaisir  I  care, 
An'  w'en  some  dance  or  soiree  come  off 

Dat 's  very  sure  t'ing  you  will  see  me  dere. 

Don't  got  too  moche  sense  at  all  dat  tam, 
Run  ev'ry  place  on  de  whole  contree  — 

But  I  change  beeg  lot  w'en  Pelang  come  'long. 
For  I  love  him  so  well,  kin'  o'  steady  me. 

An'  he  was  de  bes'  boy  on  Coteau, 

An'  t'ink  I  am  de  bes'  girl  too  for  sure — 

He 's  tole  rae  dat,  geev  de  ring  also 

Was  say  on  de  inside  "  Je  t'aime  toujours." 
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I  geev  heem  some  hair  dat  come  off  ma  head, 
I  mak'  de  uice  ttocking  for  warm  bees  feet. 

So  ey'ryt'ing  's  feex,  w'en  de  spring  is  come 
For  mak'  mari^  on  de  church  toute  saite. 

*  Wen  de  spring  ia  come  t "    Ah,  I  don't  see  dal^ 

Dough  de  year  is  pass  as  dey  pass  before. 
An'  de  season  come,  an'  de  season  go. 

But  our  spring  never  was  come  no  more. 

•  ••••• 

It's  on  de  fdte  of  de  jour  de  I'an, 

An'  de  worl'  outside  is  cole  an'  w'ite. 
As  I  sit  an'  watch  for  mon  cher  Pelang, 

For  he 's  promise  come  see  me  dis  very  night. 

Bonhomme  Peloquin  dat  is  leev  near  us  — 
He's  alway  keep  l(X)k  heem  u)K>n  de  moiin  — 

See  fenny  t*ing  dere  only  week  before. 
An'  say  he  's  expec'  some  beeg  storm  soon. 

So  ma  fader  is  mak'  it  de  laugh  on  me, 

''  Pelang  he  's  believe  heem  de  ole  Bonhomme 

Dat  t'ink  he  see  ev'ryt'ing  on  de  moon, 
Aji'  mebbe  he  's  feel  it  too  scare  for  come.'' 

But  I  don't  spik  not'ing,  I  am  so  sure 

Of  de  promise  Pelang  is  mak'  wit'  me  «• 
An'  de  mos'  beeg  storm  dat  is  never  blow 

Can't  kip  heem  away  from  bees  own  MariA. 

I  open  de  door,  an*  pass  outside 

For  see  mese'f  how  de  night  is  look. 
An'  de  stir  is  commence  for  go  couch^ 

De  mountain  also  is  put  on  bees  tuque. 

No  sooner  I  come  on  de  house  again, 

VTere  evVvt'ing  feel  it  so  nice  an'  warm, 
Dan  out  of  de  sky  come  de  Xor'  Eas*  win'  — 

Out  of  de  sky  come  de  beeg  snow  storm. 

Blow  lak  not'inff  I  never  see. 

Blow  lak  le  diable  he  was  mak'  crande  tour ; 
De  snow  come  down  lak  wan  avalanche, 

An'  eolel  Mon  Dieu,  it  is  cole  for  sure  1 1 


88M  WILLIAM  HENRY  D&UMMOKD. 

I  t'ink,  I  t'ink  of  mon  pauvre  garQOiiy 

Dat  's  out  mebbe  on  de  Grande  Montagne ; 

So  I  place  chandelle  w'ere  it 's  geev  good  lights 
An'  pray  Le  Bon  Dieu  he  wUl  help  Pelang. 

De  ole  folk  t'ink  I  am  go  crazee, 

An'  moder  she 's  geev  me  de  good-night  kiss ; 
She  say  "  Go  off  on  your  bed,  Marie, 

Dere  's  nobody  come  on  de  storm  lak  dis." 

But  ma  eye  don't  close  dat  long,  long  nighty 
For  it  seem  jus'  lak  phantome  is  near, 

An'  I  t'ink  of  de  terrible  Loup  Garou 
An'  all  de  bad  story  I  offen  hear. 

Dere  was  tarn  I  am  sure  somet'ing  call  '*  Marie  ** 
So  plainly  I  open  de  outside  door. 

But  it 's  meet  nie  only  de  awful  storm, 

An  de  cry  pass  away  —  don't  come  no  more. 

An'  de  morning  sun,  w'en  he's  up  at  las', 
Fin'  me  w'ite  as  de  face  of  de  snow  itse'f, 

For  I  know  very  well,  on  de  Grande  Montagne, 
Ma  poor  Pelang  he  's  come  dead  hese'f. 

It 's  noon  by  de  clock  w'en  de  storm  blow  off, 
An'  ma  fader  an'  broder  start  out  for  see 

Any  track  on  de  snow  by  de  Mountain  side, 
Or  down  on  de  place  w'ere  chemin  sliould  be. 

No  sign  at  all  on  de  Granule  Montagne, 
No  sign  all  over  de  w'ite,  wMte  snow; 

Only  hear  de  win'  on  de  beeg  f)ine  tree. 
An'  roar  of  de  rapide  down  below. 

An'  w'ere  is  he  lie,  mon  cher  Pelang! 

Pflang  ma  boy  I  was  love  so  well  ? 
Only  Le  Bon  Dieu  up  above 

An'  mebbe  de  leetle  snow-bird  can  tell. 

An  I  t'ink  I  hear  de  leetle  bird  sav, 
"  Wait  till  de  snow  is  geev  up  its  dead, 

Wait  till  I  go,  an'  de  robin  come, 
An'  den  you  will  fin'  hees  cole,  cole  bed." 
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An'  it  *8  all  oome  true,  for  w'en  de  sun 

If  warm  de  side  of  de  Grande  Montagne 
An'  drive  away  all  de  winter  snow. 

We  fin'  heem  at  las',  mon  oher  Pelang  I 

An*  here  on  de  fdte  of  de  jonr  de  Tan, 

Alone  by  mese'f  I  sit  again. 
Wile  de  beeg,  beeg  storm  is  blow  ontside, 

An'  de  snow  come  sweesh  on  de  window  panaw 

Not  all  alone,  for  I  t*ink  I  hear 

De  voice  of  ma  boy  gone  long  ago ; 
Can  hear  it  above  de  hurricane, 

An'  roar  of  de  rapide  down  below. 

Yes  —  yes  —  Pelang,  mon  chcr  gar^on  I 

1  t'ink  of  you,  t'iuk  of  you  night  an'  day. 
Don't  mak'  no  difference  seems  to  me 

How  long  de  tarn  you  was  gone  away. 

De  Nice  Leetle  Canadienkk 

(Frum  "  TU  HmbiUnt'*) 

Tou  can  pass  on  de  worl*  wVrever  you  lak, 

Tak'  de  steainboat  for  go  Angleterre, 
Tak'  car  on  de  State,  an'  den  you  come  back. 

An'  go  all  de  place,  I  don*t  care  — 
Ha  frien'  dut  's  a  fack,  I  know  you  will  say, 

W*en  you  come  on  dis  contree  again, 
Dere  's  no  girl  can  touch,  w'at  we  see  ev'ry  dijp 
De  nice  leetle  Canadienne. 

Don't  matter  how  poor  dat  girl  she  may  ba^ 

Her  dress  is  so  neat  an'  so  clean, 
Mos'  ev'rywan  t'ink  it  was  mak'  on  Paree, 

An'  she  wear  it,  wall  1  jus'  lak  de  Queen. 
Den  come  for  fin'  out  she  is  mak'  it  herse'f, 

For  she  ain't  got  moche  monee  for  sjien', 
But  all  de  sam'  tarn,  she  was  never  get  lef, 
Dat  nice  leetle  Canadienne. 

W*en  ''un  vrai  Canayen  **  is  mak'  it  marite^ 

Vou  t'ink  he  go  leev  on  beeg  flat, 
An'  bodder  hesi**f  all  de  tam,  night  an'  day. 

Wit'  hous<Mnaid,  an'  cook,  an'  all  dat  ? 
Not  mocln*,  ma  dear  frien',  he  tak*  de  maison, 

Cos'  only  nine  dollar  or  ten. 
Were  he  Ipov  lak  bUiod  nxisu^r,  an'  save  de  I'argenl^ 
Wit*  bees  nice  leetle  Canadi<nD8. 
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I  marry  ma  famme  Ven  I  'm  Jos'  twenty  J^^p 

An'  now  we  got  fine  familee, 
Dat  skip  roan'  de  place  lak  leetle  small  deer, 

No  smarter  crowd  you  never  see  — 
An'  I  t'ink  as  I  watch  dem  all  chasin'  about, 

Four  boy  an'  six  girl,  she  mak'  ten, 
Dat 's  help  mebbe  kip  it,  de  stock  from  run  out^ 
Of  de  nice  leetle  Canadienne. 

0  she 's  quick  an'  she 's  smart,  an'  got  plaintee  hearty 

If  you  know  correc'  way  go  about. 
An'  if  you  don't  know,  she  soon  tole  you  so^ 

Den  tak'  de  firs'  chance  au'  get  out ; 
But  if  she  love  you,  I  spik  it  for  true. 

She  will  mak'  it  more  beautiful  den, 
An'  sun  on  de  sky  can't  shine  lak  de  eye 
Of  dat  nice  leetle  Canadienne. 
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Dbtdkn,  John,  a  celebrated  EngliBh  poet ;  born  at  Aldwtnkle, 
Northamptonshire,  August  9,  1631 ;  died  May  1,  1700.  His  early 
training  was  received  at  Westminster  School  under  the  famous 
teacher  Dr.  Busby.  Thence  at  the  aige  of  nineteen  he  went  to 
Trinity  College,  where  he  took  his  degree  of  H.  A.  in  1654  and  of 
M.  A.  in  1(>57.  When  he  left  Cambridge,  at  the  age  of  twenty- 
seTen,  he  seems  to  have  written  nothing  except  a  few  quite  common- 
place verses.  Cromwell  died  in  September,  1658,  and  within  a  few 
days  Drydeu  produced  a  poem  of  thirty-seven  stanzas  in  honor  of 
him. 

At  the  restoration  of  Charles  II.,  Dryden  was  thirty  years  of 
age.  Had  he  died  at  any  time  during  the  next  seventeen  years,  he 
would  have  left  nothing  behind  him  which  would  have  given  hire 
any  permanent  pl:ioe  in  English  literature.  The  only  poem  of  any 
consequence  written  during  those  years  is  the  '*  Annus  Mirabilis " 
—  "The  Wonderful  Year  1666." 

Drydeu  had  completed  his  thirty-fifth  year  when  the  "Annas 
Mirabilis "  was  written :  but  neither  this  |x>em  nor  anything  else 
which  he  was  to  produce  during  the  next  dozen  years  gave  any 
promise  of  that  supreme  excellence  to  which  he  was  to  attain  in 
one  department  of  poetry:  that  of  satire.  During  the  period  be- 
tween his  thirtieth  and  his  forty-seventh  year  Dryden  devoted  him* 
self  almost  exclusively  to  writing  for  the  stage.  His  dramatie 
pieces  number  about  thirty  —  tragedies,  comodies,  tragi -comedies 
and  operas.  None  of  them  can  be  placed  in  even  the  third  rank  of 
the  British  drama.  The  earliest  was  **  The  Wild  Gallant,*'  a  oomedy 
(1663),  the  latest,  "  Love  Triumphant,"  a  trairi-coniedy  (1694).  The 
larger  and  by  far  the  best  |)art  of  his  prose  writings  are  of  a  eritfcal 
character.  The  most  brilliant  |>eriiMi  of  his  lit«»rary  life  lies  between 
1680  and  168<>.  In  those  six  years  were  written  "  Absalom  and 
AchiUjphel,"  "The  Medal,"  '«  Mac  Flecknoe,"  the  "  Religio  Laici/' 
**  The  Hind  and  the  Panther,'*  and  several  of  his  best  minor  poems. 

Dryden  wrotf*  two  |>oems  to  \yc  sung  on  St.  Cecilia*t  Day.  The 
Inst  of  these.  *•  A^'-xander's  Feast,  or  the  Power  of  Music/'  is  the 
most  frequently  quoted  of  all  of  Drydeu't  poems  ;  bot  the  earlier 
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one  is  not  inferior  to  it.  He  made  spirited  translations  of  Virgil 
and  Juvenal;  and  elaborated  into  ''Fables"  stories  called  from 
foreign  authors  or  earlier  English. 

Fbom  "On  thb  Dsath  op  Olivbb  Cbomwsll.'* 

His  grandeur  he  derived  from  Heaven  alone, 
For  he  was  great  ere  fortune  made  him  so : 

And  wars,  like  mists  that  rise  against  the  sun, 
Made  him  but  greater  seem,  not  greater  grow. 

No  borrowed  bays  his  temples  did  adorn, 
But  to  our  crown  he  did  fresh  jewels  bring : 

Nor  was  bis  virtue  poisoned  soon  as  born, 
With  the  too  early  thoughts  of  being  king. 

And  yet  dominion  was  not  his  design ; 

We  owe  that  blessing,  not  to  him,  but  Heaven, 
Which  to  fair  acts  unsought  rewards  did  join ; 

Rewards  that  less  to  him  than  us  were  given. 

His  palms,  though  under  weights  they  did  not  stand, 
Still  thrived;  no  Winter  could  his  laurels  fade; 

Heaven,  in  his  portrait,  showed  a  workman's  hand, 
And  drew  it  perfect,  yet  without  a  shade. 

Nor  died  he  when  his  ebbing  fame  went  less. 
But  when  fresh  laurels  courted  him  to  live : 

He  seemed  but  to  prevent  some  new  success. 
As  if  above  what  triumphs  earth  could  give. 

No  civil  broils  have  since  his  death  arose, 

But  faction  now  by  habit  does  obey ; 
And  wars  have  that  respect  for  his  repose. 

As  winds  for  halcyons  when  they  breed  at  sea. 

His  ashes  in  a  peaceful  urn  shall  rest ; 

His  name  a  great  example  stands  to  show 
How  strangely  high  example  may  be  blest, 

Where  piety  and  valor  justly  grow. 

Thb  Wab  with  the  Dutch. 

(From  **  Annm  Mizabilii.*') 

In  thriving  arts  long  time  had  Holland  grown. 
Crouching  at  home  and  cruel  when  abroad : 

Scarce  leaving  us  the  means  to  claim  our  own; 
Our  king  they  courted  and  our  merchants  awed. 
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Tor  tbem  alone  the  heavens  had  kindly  heal» 

In  eastern  quarries  ripening  precious  dew  i 
For  them  the  IdumaBan  balm  did  sweaty 

And  in  hot  Ceylon  spicy  forests  grew. 

The  sun  bat  seemed  the  laborer  of  their  year; 

Each  waxing  moon  supplied  her  watery  store, 
To  swell  those  tides  which  from  the  Line  did  bear 

Their  brim-full  vessels  to  the  Belgian  shore. 

What  peace  can  be  where  one  to  both  pretend  ?  — 
But  they  more  diligent,  and  we  more  strong  — 

Or,  if  a  peace,  it  soon  must  have  an  end : 

For  they  would  grow  too  powerful  were  it  long. 

Behold  two  nations  then,  engaged  so  far 
That  each  seven  years  the  fit  must  shake  each  land; 

Where  France  will  side  to  weaken  us  by  war. 
Who  only  can  his  vast  designs  withstand. 

Such  deep  designs  of  empire  does  he  lay 
0*er  them  whose  cause  ho  seems  to  take  in  hand; 

And  prudently  would  make  theiu  lords  at  sea» 
To  whom  with  ease  he  can  give  laws  by  land* 

This  saw  our  King ;  and  long  within  his  breast 

His  |>ensive  counsels  balanced  to  and  fro; 
He  grieved  the  land  he  free<i  shouhi  be  oppressadt 

And  he  less  for  it  than  usurpers  do. 

The  loss  and  gain  each  fatally  were  great; 

And  still  his  subj*  cts  called  aloud  for  war ; 
But  peaceful  kini^s,  o*er  martial  people  set. 

Each  other's  poise  and  counterbalance  are. 

At  length  resolved  to  assert  the  watery  ball. 

He  in  himself  did  whole  armadas  bring; 
Him  aged  seamen  might  their  master  call, 

And  choose  for  general,  were  he  not  their  king. 

And  now  approached  their  fleet  from  India,  fraught 

With  all  the  riches  of  the  ri5ting  sun ; 
And  precious  sand  from  southern  climates  brought -^^ 

The  fatal  regions  where  the  war  begun. 

By  the  rich  scent  we  found  one  perfumed  prey, 
Which,  flanked  with  rocks,  did  close  in  covert  lie; 

And  round  al>out  their  murdering  cannon  lay, 
At  once  to  threaten  and  invite  the  eye. 
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FieroeT  than  cannon,  and  than  rocks  more  hard, 
The  English  undertake  the  unequal  war ; 

Seven  ships  alone,  by  which  the  port  is  barred. 
Besiege  the  Indies,  and  all  Denmark  dare. 

Amid  whole  heaps  of  spices  lights  a  ball ; 

And  now  their  odors  armed  against  them  fly; 
Some  preciously  by  shattered  porcelain  fall, 

And  some  by  aromatic  splinters  die. 

And  though  by  tempests  of  the  prize  bereft, 

In  Heaven's  inclemency  some  ease  we  find: 
Our  foes  we  vanquished  by  our  valor  left, 
And  only  yielded  to  the  seas  and  wind. 

Till  now  alone  the  mighty  nations  strove ; 

The  rest,  at  gaze,  without  the  lists  did  stand 
And  threatening  France,  placed  like  a  painted  Jove, 

Kept  idle  thunder  in  his  lifted  hand. 

Offended  that  we  fought  without  his  leave, 
He  takes  this  time  his  secret  hate  to  show; 

Which  Charles  does  with  a  mind  so  calm  receive. 
As  one  that  neither  seeks  nor  shuns  his  foe* 

With  France,  to  aid  the  Dutch,  the  Danes  unite : 
France  as  their  tyrant,  Denmark  as  their  slave; 

But  when  with  one  three  nations  join  to  fight. 
They  silently  confess  that  one  more  brave* 

London  After  the  Great  Firb. 

(From  "  AunuB  Mirabilis.") 

Already,  laboring  with  a  mighty  fate, 
She  shakes  the  rubbish  from  her  mounting  brow 

And  seems  to  have  renewed  her  charter's  date 
Which  Heaven  will  to  the  death  of  Tim.'3  all;*w. 

More  great  than  human  now,  and  more  august ; 

Now  deified,  she  from  her  fires  doth  rise ; 
Her  widening  streets  on  new  foundations  trust, 

And,  opening,  into  larger  parts  she  flies. 

The  silver  Thames  her  own  domestic  flood 
Shall  bear  her  vessels  like  a  sweeping  train ; 

And  often  wind,  as  of  his  mistress  proud. 
With  longing  eyes  to  meet  her  face  again. 
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Th«  yenturous  merchant  who  designed  more  taut 

And  touches  on  our  hospitable  shore. 
Charmed  with  the  splendor  of  this  northern  stitf 

Shall  here  unlade  him,  and  depart  no  more. 

Oar  powerful  naTj  shall  no  longer  meet 
The  wealth  of  France  or  Holland  to  invades 

The  beauty  of  this  town  without  a  fleet 

From  all  the  world  shall  vindicate  her  trade* 

And  while  this  famed  emporium  we  prepare. 
The  British  ocean  shall  such  triumphs  boast. 

That  those  who  now  dislike  our  trade  to  spare, 
Shall  rob  like  pirates  on  our  wealthy  coast. 

Already  we  have  conquered  half  the  war. 
And  the  less  dangerous  part  is  left  behind : 

Our  trouble  now  is  but  to  make  them  dare. 
And  not  so  great  to  vanquish  as  to  find. 

Thus  to  the  Eastern  wealth  through  storms  we  go; 

But  now,  the  Cape  once  doubled,  fear  no  more: 
A  constant  trade-wind  will  securely  blow. 

And  gently  lay  us  on  the  spicy  shore. 

The  Paittheb. 

(From  "Tbe  Hind  and  th*  I*Uitber.") 

Tm  Panther,  sure  the  noblest,  since  the  Hind, 

And  fairest  creatun*  of  the  spotted  kind: 

Oh,  could  her  inborn  stains  be  washed  away, 

She  were  too  goo<l  to  be  a  beast  of  prey  ! 

How  c:in  I  praise  or  blame,  and  not  offend  ? 

Or  how  divide  the  frailty  from  the  friend  ? 

Her  faults  and  virtues  lie  so  mixed  that  she 

Not  wholly  stands  condemned,  nor  wholly  free.  •  •  • 

If,  as  our  dreaming  Platonists  re|K>rt, 

There  could  he  spirits  of  a  middle  sort, 

Too  black  for  heaven,  and  yet  too  white  for  hell. 

Who  just  drop{N>d  half-way  down,  nor  lower  fell; 

So  poised,  so  gently  she  descends  from  high 

It  seems  a  soft  dismission  from  the  sky. 

Her  house  not  ancient,  whatsoe'er  pretence;, 
Her  clergy  heralds  make  in  her  defence ; 
A  second  century  not  half-way  run 
Since  the  new  honors  of  her  blood  begum  •  •  • 
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Her  front  erect  with  majesty  she  bore. 

The  crosier  wielded,  and  the  mitre  wore* 

Her  upper  part  of  decent  discipline 

Showed  affectation  of  an  ancient  line ; 

And  Fathers,  Councils,  Church,  and  Church's  Head 

Were  on  her  reverend  phylacteries  read. 

But  what  disgraced  and  disavowed  the  rest, 

Was  Calvin's  brand,  that  stigmatized  the  beast; 

Thus,  like  a  creature  of  a  double  kind, 

In  her  own  labyrinth  she  lives  conhned. 

To  foreign  lands  no  sound  of  her  has  come. 

Humbly  content  to  be  despised  at  home. 

Such  is  her  faith,  where  good  cannot  be  had, 
At  least  she  leaves  the  refuse  of  the  bad. 
Nice  in  her  choice  of  ill  —  though  not  of  best  — 
And  least  deformed,  because  reformed  the  least. 
In  doubtful  points  betwixt  her  different  friends. 
Where  one  for  Substance,  one  for  Signs  contends, 
Their  contradicting  terms  she  strives  to  join: 
Sign  shall  be  Substance,  Substance  shall  be  Sign. 

Her  wild  belief  on  every  wave  is  tossed ; 
But  sure  no  Church  can  better  morals  boast. 
True  to  her  King  her  principles  are  found ; 
Oh,  that  her  practice  were  but  half  so  sound! 
Steadfast  in  various  turns  of  state  she  stood, 
And  sealed  her  vowed  affection  with  her  blood. 
Nor  will  I  meanly  tax  her  constancy. 
That  interest  or  obligement  made  the  tie. 
Bound  to  the  fate  of  murdered  Monarchy. 
Before  the  sounding  axe  so  falls  the  vine. 
Whose  tender  branches  round  the  poplar  twine ; 
She  chose  her  ruin,  and  resigned  her  life, 
In  death  undaunted  as  a  Hebrew  wife. 
A  rare  example !  but  some  souls  we  see 
Grow  hard,  and  stiffen  with  adversity ; 
Yet  these  by  fortune's  favors  are  undone ; 
Resolved,  into  a  baser  form  they  run. 
And  bore  the  wind,  but  cannot  bear  the  sun. 
Let  this  be  Nature's  frailty  or  her  fate, 
Or  the  Wolf's  counsel  — her  new  chosen  mate ; 
Still  she 's  the  fairest  of  the  fallen  crew ; 
No  mother  more  indulgent  but  the  true. 

Fierce  to  her  foes,  yet  fears  her  force  to  try, 
Because  she  wants  innate  authority ; 
For  how  can  she  constrain  them  to  obey. 
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Who  has  herself  cast  off  the  lawfal  sway? 
Bebellion  equals  all,  and  those  who  toil 
In  common  theft  will  share  the  common  spoQ. 
Let  her  produce  the  title  and  the  right 
Against  her  old  superiors  first  to  fight ; 
If  she  reform  my  tezt»  eren  that* s  as  plain 
For  her  own  rebels  to  reform  again. 
As  long  as  words  a  different  sense  will  bear. 
And  each  may  be  his  own  interpreter. 
Our  airy  faith  will  no  foundation  find : 
The  word 's  a  weather-cock  for  every  wind* 
The  Bear,  the  Fox,  the  Wolf,  by  turns  prevail; 
The  most  in  |)ower  supplies  the  present  gale. 
The  wretched  Panther  cries  aloud  for  aid 
To  Church  and  Councils,  whom  she  first  betrayed. 
No  help  from  Fathers  or  Tradition's  train  — 
Those  ancient  guides  she  tiught  us  to  disdain ; 
And  by  that  Scripture,  which  she  once  abused 
To  reformation,  stands  herself  accused. 
What  bills  for  breach  of  laws  can  she  prefer, 
Expounding  which  Rhe  owns  herself  may  errf 
Andy  after  all  her  winding  ways  are  tried. 
If  doubts  arise,  she  slijis  herself  aside. 
And  leaves  the  private  conscience  for  the  guide. 
Thus  is  the  Panther  neither  loved  nor  feared, 
A  mere  mock-queen  of  a  divided  herd ; 
Whom  soon,  by  lawful  power  she  might  control. 
Herself  a  part  submitted  to  the  whole. 
Then,  as  the  moon,  who  first  receives  the  ilght 
By  which  she  makes  our  nether  regions  bright^ 
80  might  she  shine,  reflecting  from  afar 
The  rays  she  borrowed  from  a  better  star; 
Big  with  the  beams  which  from  the  mother  flow 
And  reigning  oVr  the  rising  tide»  below. 
Now,  mixing  with  a  savage  crowd  she  goes. 
And  meanly  flatters  her  inveterate  foes  ; 
Boled  while  she  rules,  and  losing  every  hour 
Her  wretched  remnants  of  precarious  powes. 

Fob  St.  Cecilia's  Day,  1C97. 

I. 

nu>ic  harmony,  from  heavenly  harmony. 
This  universal  frame  began: 
When  nature  underneath  a  heap 
Of  jarring  atoms  lay, 
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And  could  not  heave  ber  head. 
The  tuneful  voice  was  heard  from  high: 
*^  Arise,  ye  more  than  dead  I " 
Then  cold  and  hot,  and  moist  and  dry^ 

In  order  to  their  stations  leap^ 

And  Music's  power  obey. 
From  harmony,  from  heavenly  harmonyt 
This  universal  frame  began : 
From  harmony  to  harmony, 
Through  all  the  compass  of  the  notes  it  ran. 

The  diapason  closing  full  in  Man. 

II. 

What  passion  cannot  Music  raise  and  qtiell  t 
When  Jubal  struck  the  chorded  shell. 
His  listening  brethren  stood  around. 
And  wondering  on  their  faces  fell 
To  worship  that  celestial  sound. 
Less  than  a  God  they  thought  there  oould  not  dwell 
Within  the  hollow  of  that  shell, 
That  spoke  so  sweetly  and  so  well. 
What  passion  cannot  Music  raise  and  quell  1 

m. 

The  trumpet's  loud  clangor 

Excites  us  to  arms. 
With  shrill  notes  of  anger 

And  mortal  alarms. 
The  double,  double,  double  beat 

Of  the  thundering  drum 

Cries,  "Hark!  the  foes  come; 
Charge,  charge!  'tis  too  late  to  retreat  I " 

IV. 

The  soft  complaining  flute 

In  dying  notes  discovers 

The  woes  of  hopeless  lovers 
Whose  dirge  is  whispered  by  the  warbling  late. 

V. 

Sharp  violins  proclaim 
Their  jealous  pangs,  and  desperation, 
Fury,  frantic  indignation, 
Depth  of  pains,  and  height  of  passion,^ 

For  the  fair  disdainful  dame.  ^ 
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Pat  ohi  what  art  can  teach. 

What  human  voice  can  readi 
The  aacred  organ's  praise  ? 

Kotes  inspiring  holy  love, 
Notds  that  wing  their  heavenly  ways 

To  mend  the  choirs  above  ? 

VI. 

Orphens  could  lead  the  savage  raoo| 
Anil  trees  uprooted  left  their  plaoe^ 

Sequacious  of  the  lyre : 
But  bright  Cecilia  raised  the  wonder  V^h^r  t 
When  to  her  organ  vocal  breath  was  given 

Mistaking  earth  for  heaven. 

vn. 

As  from  the  power  of  sacred  laye 

The  spheres  began  to  move. 
And  sung  the  great  Creator*s  praise 

To  all  the  blest  above ; 
So,  when  the  last  and  dreadful  hour 
This  crumbling  pageant  shall  devour. 
The  trumpet  shall  be  heard  on  high  ; 
The  dead  shall  live,  the  living  di^ ; 
And  Music  shall  untune  the  skv. 

Alexander's  Feast;  ob,  the  Pown  or  Music 

A  SoxG  iM  IIoNOB  or  St.  Cbciua's  Dat  :  1^V7. 

I. 

TwA9  at  the  royal  feast  for  Persia  woa 
By  Philip's  warlike  son: 
Aloft  in  awful  state 
The  godlike  hero  sate 
On  his  imperial  thnme; 
His  valiant  peers  were  placed  around: 
Tbclr  brows  with  roses  and  with  myrtles  I  »und: 
(So  should  desert  in  arms  be  crowned.) 
The  lovely  Thais,  by  his  side. 
Sate  like  a  blooming  Eastern  brid>\ 
In  flower  of  youth  and  beauty's  pride. 
Happy,  happy,  happy  pair  I 
None  but  the  brave, 
None  Imt  tlif  brave. 
Hone  but  the  brave  deserves  Hit*  fair. 

TIT  -»M 
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CHOBUS. 

Happy,  happy,  happy  pair  I 
None  but  the  brave, 
None  but  the  bmve, 
Kone  but  the  brave  deserves  the  hit. 

n. 

Timotheos,  placed  on  high 
Amid  the  tuneful  quire. 
With  flying  fingers  touched  the  lyre: 
The  trembling  notes  ascend  the  sky, 
And  heavenly  joys  inspire. 
The  song  began  from  Jove, 
Who  left  his  blissful  seats  above. 
(Such  is  the  power  of  mighty  love.) 
A  dragon's  fiery  form  belied  the  god: 
Sublime  on  radiant  spires  he  rode, 
When  he  to  fair  Olympia  pressed: 
And  while  he  sought  her  snowy  breast, 
Then  round  her  slender  waist  he  curled, 
And  stamped  an  image  of  himself;  a  sovereign  of  the  worUL 
The  listening  crowd  admire  the  lofty  sonnd 
A  present  deity,  they  shout  around ; 
A  present  deity,  the  vaulted  roofs  zeboand: 
With  ravished  ears 
The  monarch  bears, 
Assumes  the  god, 
Affects  to  nod, 
And  seems  to  shake  the  spheres. 

CHORUS. 

With  ravished  ears 
The  monarch  hears. 
Assumes  the  god, 
Affects  to  nod, 
And  seems  to  shake  the  spheres. 

m. 

The  praise  of  Bacchus  then  the  sweet  mosioiaii  Simg^ 
Of  Bacchus  ever  fair  and  ever  young. 

The  jolly  god  in  triumph  comes ; 
Sound  the  trumpets,  beat  the  drums ; 
Flushed  with  a  purple  grace 
He  shows  his  honest  face : 
Kow  give  the  hautboys  breath ;  he  comes,  he  comes. 
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BacchoB,  erer  fair  and  young, 
Drinking  joys  did  first  ordain  | 
Bacchus'  blessings  are  a  treasure. 
Drinking  is  the  soldier's  pleatorei 
Bich  the  treasure, 
Sweet  the  pleasure. 
Sweet  is  pleasure  after  paia. 

CHORUS. 

Bacchus*  blessings  are  a  treasure. 
Drinking  is  the  soldier's  pleasure  | 

Rich  the  treasure. 

Sweet  the  pleasure, 
Swc^t  is  pleasure  after  pain. 

IV. 

Soothed  with  the  sound,  the  king  grew  Tain| 
Fought  all  his  battles  o*er  again ; 
1  thrioa  ke  routed  all  his  foes,  and  thrice  he  slew  thm  ahiii. 
The  master  saw  the  madness  rise. 
His  glowing  cheeks,  his  ardent  eyes ; 
And  while  he  heaven  and  earth  defied. 
Changed  his  hand,  and  checked  his  pridi^ 
He  chose  a  mournful  Muse^ 
Soft  pity  to  infuso ; 
He  sung  Darius  great  and  good« 

Hy  too  severe  a  fate. 
Fallen,  fallen,  fallen,  fallen. 

Fallen  from  his  high  ostati^ 
And  welterini?  in  his  blood ; 
Deserted  at  his  utmost  need 
By  those  his  former  bounty  fed ; 
On  the  bare  earth  exposed  he  lies, 
With  not  a  friend  to  close  his  eyes, 
1l?ib  downcast  looks  the  joyless  victor  sate^ 
Bevolving  in  his  altered  soul 

The  various  turn  of  chance  below  | 
And  now  and  then  a  sigh  he  stole^ 
And  tears  began  to  flow. 

CHORUS. 

Revolving  in  his  altered  soul 
The  various  turns  of  chance  below { 

And  now  and  then  a  sigh  he  stole. 
And  tears  U^vjan  to  flow. 
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V. 

The  mighty  master  smiled  to  see 
That  love  was  in  the  next  degree ; 
T  was  but  a  kindred  sound  to  move^ 
For  pity  melts  the  mind  to  love. 
Softly  sweet,  in  Ljdian  measures, 
Soon  he  soothed  his  soul  to  pleasures 
War;  he  sung,  is  toil  and  trouble  ; 
Honor  but  an  empty  bubble. 
Never  ending,  still  beginning, 

Fighting  still,  and  still  destroying! 
If  the  world  be  worth  thy  winning, 

Think,  oh  think  it  worth  enjoying: 
Lovely  Thais  sits  beside  thee; 
Take  the  good  the  gods  provide  thee  ; 
The  many  rend  the  skies  with  loud  applause ; 
So  Love  was  crowned,  but  Music  won  the  cause* 
The  prince,  unable  to  conceal  his  pain, 

Gazed  on  the  fair 
Who  caused  his  care, 
And  sighed  and  looked,  sighed  and  looked^ 
Sighed  and  looked,  and  sighed  again ; 
At  length,  with  love  and  wine  at  once  oppressed, 
The  yanquished  victor  sunk  upon  her  breast. 

CHORUS. 

The  prince,  unable  to  conceal  his  pain. 

Gazed  on  the  fair 
Who  caused  his  care. 
And  sighed  and  looked,  sighed  and  looked 
Sighed  and  looked,  and  sighed  again  ; 
At  length,  with  love  and  wine  at  once  oppressed. 
The  vanquished  victor  sunk  upon  her  breast* 

VI. 

Now  strike  the  golden  lyre  again ; 
A  louder  yet,  and  yet  a  louder  strain. 
Break  his  bands  of  sleep  asunder. 
And  rouse  him,  like  a  rattling  peal  of  thunder* 
Hark,  hark,  the  horrid  sound 
Has  raised  up  his  head ; 
As  awaked  from  the  dead. 
And  amazed,  he  stares  around* 
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BeTeng^  revenge,  Timotheus  cries. 

See  the  Furies  arise ; 

See  the  snakes  that  they  rear^ 

How  they  hiss  in  their  hair. 
And  the  sparkles  that  flash  from  their  eyes  I 

Behold  a  ghastly  band. 

Each  a  torch  in  his  hand  I 
Tboaa  an  Qrecian  ghosts,  that  in  battle  were  tlaii^ 

And  unburied  remain 

Inglorious  on  the  plain : 

Give  the  vengeance  due 

To  the  valiant  crew. 
Bebold  how  they  toss  their  torches  on  high^ 

How  they  point  to  the  Persian  abodes. 
And  glittering  temples  of  their  hostile  gods  I 
The  princes  applaud  with  a  furious  joy ; 
And  the  king  seized  a  flambeau  with  leal  to  destroji 

Thais  led  the  way. 

To  light  him  to  his  prey, 
And  like  another  Helen,  fired  another  Troj« 

CHonus. 

And  the  king  seizeil  a  flambeau  with  zeal  to  deetroj} 

Thais  led  the  way. 

To  light  him  to  his  prey. 
And  like  another  Helen,  fired  another  Troy. 

VII. 

Thus  long  ago, 
Ere  heaving  bellows  learned  to  blow, 
While  organs  yet  were  mute, 
Timotheus,  to  his  breathing  flute 
And  sounding  lyre, 
OEmld  swell  the  soul  to  nige,  or  kindle  soft  detire. 
At  last  divine  Cecilia  came, 
Inventress  of  the  vocal  frame; 
The  sweet  euthusia^st,  from  her  sacred  store, 
Enlarged  the  former  narrow  Imunds, 
And  added  length  to  solemn  sounds. 
With  Nature's  mother  wit,  and  arts  unknown  be&Mb 
Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  prize, 

Or  iKith  divide  the  erown  : 
He  raised  a  mortal  to  the  skies; 
She  drew  an  angel  down. 
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GRAND  CHORUS. 

At  last  diyine  Cecilia  came, 

Inventress  of  the  vocal  frame ; 
The  sweet  enthusiast,  from  her  sacred  storey 

Enlarged  the  former  narrow  bounds. 

And  added  length  to  solemn  sounds. 
With  Nature's  mother  wit,  and  arts  unknown  befim^ 

Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  prize. 
Or  both  divide  the  crown : 

He  raised  a  mortal  to  the  skies ; 
She  drew  an  angel  down. 

ZlMRI.^ 
(From  "  Absalom  and  AchitopheL") 

SoMB  of  their  chiefs  were  princes  of  the  land| 

In  the  first  ranks  of  these  did  Zimri  stand  s 

A  man  so  various,  that  he  seemed  to  be 

Not  one,  but  all  mankind's  epitome ; 

Stift  in  opinion,  always  in  the  wrong ; 

Was  everything  by  turns,  and  nothing  long ; 

But  in  the  course  of  one  revolving  moon 

Was  chemist,  fiddler,  statesman,  and  buffoon : 

Then  all  for  women,  painting,  rhyming,  drinking^ 

Besides  ten  thousand  freaks  that  died  in  thinking. 

Blest  madman,  who  could  every  hour  employ 

With  something  new  to  wish,  or  to  enjoy ! 

Hailing  and  praising  were  his  usual  themes, 

And  both,  to  show  his  judgment,  in  extremes: 

So  over-violent,  or  over-civil, 

That  every  man  with  him  was  God  or  Devil. 

In  squandering  wealth  was  his  peculiar  art ; 

Nothing  went  unrewarded  but  desert. 

Beggared  by  fools,  whom  still  he  found  too  late  ; 

He  had  his  jest,  and  they  had  his  estate. 

He  laughed  himself  from  Court,  then  sought  relief 

By  forming  parties,  but  could  ne'er  be  chief: 

For,  spite  of  him,  the  weight  of  business  fell 

On  Absalom  and  wise  Achitophel. 

Thus  wicked  but  in  will,  of  means  bereft, 

He  left  no  faction,  but  of  that  was  left. 

1  The  Dake  of  Backiugham. 


